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Chapter 54.1 
19 Years-Old (1) 


This was the summer of Eugene’s nineteenth year. 


Although the weather outside was hot and humid, the interior of 
Akron felt comfortable. 


Eugene’s shaggy hair had been left tied up casually. Although the 
interior of Akron was rife with spells used to guarantee various 
conveniences such as air purification and temperature control, Eugene 
was the only one who could be seen wearing a fur-lined cloak in this 
sweltering heat. 


He didn’t have any particular reason for it. It was just comfortable. 
Contrary to its heavy appearance, the Cloak of Darkness barely 
weighed anything. 


Although this fact was already obvious, magic truly was convenient. 


Even the small weight that Eugene did feel wasn’t enough to burden 
him. Since he had been going about his daily training while strapping 
heavy sandbags onto his body ever since he was ten years old, there 
was no way that the weight of this cloak would make him feel 
uncomfortable. 


It wasn’t hot either. The cloak resonated with its wearer’s sensory 
systems and constantly monitored both internal and external 
temperatures, ensuring its wearer’s comfort in any situation. That 
alone was already convenient enough, but what Eugene most 
appreciated was definitely the spatial enchantments imbued within 
the cloak. 


And among these, he got the most use out of the subspace. 


While spinning a pen around on his finger, Eugene stared down at his 


desk. He was looking at a thesis he had started writing a few hours 
ago. By the time he came to his senses, he had several pages filled 

with writing. Eugene roughly scooped them all up and threw them 
inside his cloak, then took out some more blank sheets of paper. 


“Tsn’t it almost time for you to get something to eat?” 


This question came from Mer, who was sitting across from him. Her 
legs were swinging idly as she sat on a chair too tall for her, and both 
her hands were cupped under her chin. 


Eugene gave an excuse, “I ate a lot before I came here.” 


But Mer saw through it, “What are you saying all of a sudden? You 
always eat a lot. So aren’t you still hungry now?” 


“Tam a bit hungry,” Eugene admitted. “But if I go now, Ill lose my 
focus, so I can’t eat just yet.” 


‘Liar,’ Mer thought as she gave a small hmph and puffed up her 
cheeks. For him to say that he would lose his focus was ridiculous. She 
had been watching over Eugene for two years now, and Mer had never 
once seen Eugene lose his focus. 


“Aren’t you being too hasty?” Mer asked him. 
“T really don’t think so,” Eugene responded. 


“Now that the time has come to write your thesis, that’s even more 
reason not to be hasty. You should write it calmly and slowly so that 
you don’t make any small mistakes...,” Mer tried to think of any other 
arguments. “Um... So in any case, that’s why it’s better to write 
carefully, got it?” 


“T’m not rushing it, and I am writing calmly. Though I’m not sure 
about writing slowly. ’ve been revising my thesis constantly, and at 
least in my eyes, I’ve yet to see any mistakes. This must mean that I 
am writing carefully,” Eugene replied as he continued to spin his pen 
in circles. 


Mer wasn’t really satisfied with this answer, and after a short pause, 
she continued speaking. “...I’m just talking about normal wizards, but 
doesn’t it usually take them several decades just to complete a thesis 
that summarizes their magic?” 


“The amount of time I’ve spent learning magic is a lot less than a few 
decades.” 


“That’s even more reason to think that you are being overly arrogant 
by writing your thesis so early! Instead of doing something so rash, 
you should just immerse yourself in magic for the next ten years...” 
Mer trailed off, still protesting. 


“Tt looks like our little Mer is feeling really shy,” Eugene grinned as he 
stared at Mer. 


At this, Mer’s eyebrows furrowed as if disgusted, and she raised both 
of her clenched fists towards Eugene. 


“Haven't I told you enough times to stop crossing the line?” Mer 
demanded. 


Eugene denied the accusation, “But I don’t think that I crossed any 
line.” 


“Tm talking about what you said: ‘our little Mer!’ I’ve told you not to 
call me that. Iam two hundred years older than you, Sir Eugene.” 


“Then it looks like our little granny Mer is pretty shy.” 
“Wanna die?” 


Mer’s shoulders seemed to be heaving with anger. But even so, Eugene 
didn’t feel any killing intent flowing his way. Since she had been 
teased like this for two years now, it looked like Mer had gotten used 
to it. Besides, they both knew Mer wasn’t serious while saying that 
and didn’t really hate it when Eugene treated her like that. 


It was strange, novel, and nostalgic. Among all the wizards who had 
been granted entry into Akron over these hundreds of years, not a 


single one of them had treated Mer like a young child. Although some 
fools occasionally wanted to dissect Mer and Witch Craft under the 
foolish pretext of doing research, most wizards kept a certain distance 
from Mer, making it difficult for her to talk to them. 


They had no choice but to treat Mer that way. Mer was a familiar who 
had been personally crafted by the Wise Sienna, and based on a 
childhood version of herself at that. She also served as the artificial 
intelligence of Witch Craft, the greatest grimoire in all of magic 
history. Even though they had already dissected it once, all the 
wizards who had experienced the contents of Witch Craft were in awe 
of Mer. 


However, Eugene wasn’t like that. 


There was no reason for him to follow that trend. Respect for the Wise 
Sienna? Although he could admit that she was a great wizard, to 
Eugene, Sienna was just Sienna. 


Eugene got straight to the point, “Do you hate that I’m leaving?” 
“Um...,” Mer hesitated to reply. 


“See now, you do hate it. To think that it’s already been two years 
since I first came here. Though it seems I’m the only one who 
regularly comes and goes from this floor,” Eugene noted 
sympathetically. 


“That’s... it’s unavoidable,” Mer mumbled as she loosened her tightly 
clenched fists. “Because the other wizards have already finished 
examining Witch Craft long ago.” 


It had been two years since Eugene first entered Akron. He had been 
visiting Akron almost every day since then and had spent around half 
of his waking hours in Sienna’s Hall. 


This wasn’t particularly impressive or surprising. All the wizards who 
were allowed to enter Akron, like Eugene, diligently immersed 
themselves in the study of magic. 


Most of the wizards who received permission to enter Akron had 


overwhelming pride and confidence in their magical abilities. But by 
refining their abilities even further, these wizards sought to reach the 
ultimate truths. 


So wasn’t it just natural? 


Mer had been in existence for over two hundred years. The wizards 
who had been permitted to enter Akron were now either Tower 
Masters, Heads of the Wizards Guild, a member of Aroth’s Court 
Wizards, or part of the royal family of Aroth. They had all been born 
with a rarely-seen gift for magic, and by now, they had already proven 
themselves as wizards. 


For them, Witch Craft was an amazing piece of magic that their 
predecessor had left behind. The ultimate point of Circle magic — the 
Eternal Hole. If one was a wizard who had encountered Witch Craft 
for the first time, they couldn’t help but be stunned and in awe of its 
greatness. 


Over their next few visits, these wizards would take their time to try 
to understand and explore the contents of Witch Craft. But they would 
eventually realize it. 


That this truth wasn’t something that they could grasp just yet. 


From then on, their visits would decrease. Although Witch Craft was a 
great piece of magic, the Archwizards who were allowed to enter 
Akron had already established their own magic formulas, and none 
were in a position where they could fully devote themselves to 
replicating Witch Craft. Their admiration and astonishment wouldn’t 
fade, and they would reference Witch Craft for their own magic, but... 
in the end, they would seek to complete their own unique magic 
formula through independent research. 


In this respect, Eugene was unique. 


Or at least that’s what he looked like in Mer’s view. It might be 
because he was young, or it might just be because he had yet to 
establish his own magic formula. Or maybe it was just that he was a 
flexible thinker? Or could it be due to having little pride in his 
identity as a wizard? It was probably all these things combined. 


In these two years, Eugene had spent half his accrued time within 
Akron immersed in Witch Craft without ever fainting or getting a 
nosebleed. Every session, after spending quite some time perusing 
Witch Craft... he would then emerge to study the magic texts stored in 
Sienna’s Hall. 


What meaning was there in watching that scene over and over again? 
When he wouldn’t be able to understand it anyway. It was said that a 
crow-tit will only tear its crotch if it tried to walk like a crane, but the 
level of Eugene’s magical skill compared to that required for Witch 
Craft wasn’t even up to the same level as the crow-tit’s crotch. Instead, 
it was more like the difference between the earthworm and a dragon 
or a bug and a god. 


He had set his sights far too high. 


It was probably because he was a young master of the Lionheart clan, 
which was a step above even the most prestigious families. And he 
wasn’t just any young master. No, he was a young master who had 
once been a collateral descendant and was the first in history to be 
adopted into the main family after being recognized for his talents, 
wasn’t he? It seemed obvious to others that Eugene was lost in his 
own genius and had set his sights on a height impossible for him to 
reach. 


However... 


Eugene was able to comprehend Witch Craft. No... could that really 
be called comprehension? It was more along the lines of pounding it 
straight into his head. Mer had been watching over Eugene for two 
years now, but she still couldn’t accept that Eugene’s behavior was in 
any way reasonable. 


Mer finally asked, “...If you really do manage to complete the thesis, 
will you be leaving Aroth?” 


Eugene returned her question with his own, “Do you know just how 
many times you’ve asked me that?” 


“If you include today, then it’s the 137th time.” 


“That sounds about right. Since I started writing my thesis about half 
a year ago... it means you’ve asked me that question about once a 
day.” 


“There were two days when I didn’t ask that question,” Mer insisted 
poutily. “Fine. If I have to be honest, I don’t want you to leave Aroth.” 


Chapter 54.2 
19 Years-Old (1) 


“Tf I don’t leave, what would I be doing here?” Eugene asked her. 


“You can do whatever you like. I don’t know when the Red Tower 
Master might be retiring, but... Sir Eugene, if you say you wish to 
become the next Tower Master, the current Red Tower Master would 
probably approve you as his successor without hesitation.” 


“T have no intentions of becoming a tower master.” 


“Then how about the Court Wizards? Isn't Trempel Vizardo also 
extremely interested in recruiting you?” 


Trempel Vizardo was the Commander of Aroth’s Court Wizards. Since 
about a year ago, he had been trying to get close to Eugene to recruit 
him for a position in the Court Wizards. 


“Crown Prince Honein also greatly favors you, Sir Eugene. In my 
opinion, Crown Prince Honein’s line is one that will be able to 
continue to proudly make a name for itself over the next few decades, 
until it even reaches outside of Aroth,” Mer continued to persuade 
him. 


“Although I’m grateful for the Crown Prince’s favor, that also doesn’t 
appeal to me,” Eugene rejected the suggestion. 


“You won’t be able to become the Patriarch anyway, so why do you 
have to return to the Lionheart clan?” Mer argued. 


Eugene just asked, “Do I really need such an amazing reason just to go 
home?” 


“And since when were you so attached to your home?” Mer asked 


sulkily. 


When she had first heard him mention his thesis, Mer hadn’t thought 
much about it. 


This was because, even though Eugene’s accomplishments were 
astonishing, it would be by no means an easy feat to establish his 
findings in a thesis. 


However, Eugene’s growth far exceeded Mer’s imagination. It had 
only been half a year since he started writing his thesis, but Eugene 
had already neatly organized his previously vague magic theories into 
a coherent hypothesis. During the process, he had managed to 
advance his own unique magic formula by several steps. 


“’,.That thesis, do you really have no intention of publishing it?” Mer 
asked. 


“T don’t,” Eugene replied with a shake of his head. “This thesis is just 
for my self-satisfaction. In any case, other than me, no one else would 
truly be able to make use of it. So I’m just using it to tidy up the 
details of my magic formula by writing it all down.” 


This meant that Eugene didn’t really need to write a perfect thesis. 
Mer had already heard him say so dozens of times before. That was 
why Mer refused to retract her pouting lips. As it was a thesis written 
solely for self-satisfaction, there was no reason for him to worry too 
much about the quality of the paper, as it wasn’t going to be presented 
to a panel anyway. 


Although that was the case, Eugene wasn’t going to casually write just 
anything. The thesis he had been working on for over half a year 
would be examined by Eugene’s teacher, the Red Tower Master, 
Lovellian. It was Lovellian who had first brought up the opinion that 
there was no need for Eugene to publish his thesis. 


—This Ring Flame Formula can’t be reproduced by any other wizard. 
Regardless of how advanced their understanding of magic is, it would be 
physically impossible for them to replicate it. 


Eugene didn’t use the normal Circle magic formula. 


—It’s also not something that can be reproduced by the White Flame 
Formula users of the Lionheart’s main family. 


Instead, Eugene had replaced the Circle with the Stars from the White 
Flame Formula. 


—I’ve also... attempted to reproduce your results by following your thesis. I 
was stalled right from the beginning because I haven’t formed a core, nor 
have I learned the White Flame Formula. So I tried to use my Circles as a 
replacement, but I wasn’t able to replicate your results, Eugene. Instead, my 
mana seemed to flow backward. 


In order to copy Witch Craft’s Eternal Hole, Eugene had adapted the 
Eternal Hole to use the Stars of his White Flame Formula in place of 
the Circles. 


He was currently at the Fourth Star of the White Flame Formula. With 
these four Stars, he made a Circle. Then inside this Circle, just as 
Hamel had done in his past life, he would ignite his mana to set off a 
chain of explosions. The exploding mana would then be refined into 
countless Circles that would then be intertwined with each other to 
create more Circles. On the outside, the spinning ring of flames in his 
pseudo-Circle would tightly bind his Stars, preventing any mana from 
leaking out. 


This was the Ring Flame Formula. 


Originally, he had intended to attempt something similar once he 
reached the Fifth Star of the White Flame Formula, but the timing had 


been pushed forward due to his meeting with Witch Craft. Learning 
magic every day allowed him to stimulate his mana, and as a result, it 
also increased his progress in the White Flame Formula. 


The two years he had spent at Aroth couldn’t be described as simply 
hectic; they were far more intense than that. 


He had become Lovellian’s disciple, so while half of his waking hours 
were spent studying in Akron, the other half was spent learning magic 
from Lovellian. 


As an Archwizard, Lovellian could clearly tell what level Eugene had 
reached. Apart from a strong foundation in mana control, Eugene only 
knew the basics. Lovellian didn’t give Eugene any lessons on the vital 
arrangement of formulas or the attunement of mana used to create 
spells. 


He felt there was no need to teach Eugene any of that, and Lovellian’s 
judgment was soon proven correct. 


During Eugene’s previous life as Hamel, with only a poor mana 
training scripture as his foundation, he had become strong enough to 
serve as Vermouth’s companion. Hamel was one of the protagonists 
during the war with Helmuth, and he was right there alongside the 
others when they had killed three of the five Demon Kings. 


All while only having learned such a common and cheap mana 
training scripture. 


So Lovellian only taught Eugene various spells. And among the myriad 
of spells that he knew, he taught Eugene only the most useful. He 
tried to simplify their complicated formulas as much as possible, then 
left it solely up to Eugene to figure out how to arrange his mana to 
cast these spells. 


After Eugene had managed to establish his Ring Flame Formula to a 
certain extent, Lovellian had provided his helpful critique as Eugene 
began to write his thesis. He had also assisted in adapting the existing 
Circle spells to fit Eugene’s unique magic formula. 


There wasn’t really a need for Lovellian to do so, as it was possible to 


cast the usual Circle spells with the Ring Flame Formula. However, if 
Eugene was going to be using his own unique magic formula, wouldn’t 
it be better for him to use improvised spells so that they were both 
stronger and easier to cast? 


“Are you upset?” Eugene asked Mer. 
Mer harrumphed, “Why would I be upset?” 
“Because I said I’ll be leaving even though you asked me to stay.” 


“T’m not upset. What right do I have to stop you from leaving? Sir 
Eugene, if you say you’re going, then you can just go. Although I’ve 
never thought about wanting to go somewhere, even if I did, I’m just a 
familiar who can’t leave Akron.” 


The more Mer talked, the further her lips protruded in her pout. 


“That’s why you should just feel free to leave. You can just leave me 
here all alone in this boring, dull, and quiet place while you go off by 
yourself. I’m not at all disappointed about parting ways with you, with 
whom I’ve been playing for these past two years. After all, I'm not 
really a living human being, and I know full well that humans are just 
selfish creatures.” 


“Ts that so?” Eugene calmly asked. 


“Of course, I’m well aware of this. Because I’m two hundred years 
older than you. Even so, Sir Eugene, please at least come and see me 
before you leave. Don’t just leave without saying anything like Lady 
Sienna,” Mer pleaded. 


“Alright,” Eugene readily agreed. 


“Even though I’ve said all this, you’re still as calm as ever. Though it 
feels like ’ve thought this hundreds of times over these past two 
years, you really are a piece of trash,” Mer grumbled. 


Eugene argued, “Why am I a piece of trash?” 


“Because I just get that feeling from you. It doesn’t matter if there’s a 
reason or not. You, Sir Eugene, are simply trash. You’re really so 
annoying. Even though you’re a lot younger than me, you haven’t 
shown me any respect as your senior. If an adult tells you to do 
something, shouldn’t you just be a good child and accept the order 
obediently?” 


As she grumbled these words, Mer picked up the hat she had placed 
next to her and put it back on her head, covering her face in 
embarrassment. 


“...Of course... if you were to be truly persuaded by my words and 
chose not to leave Aroth, then I’m sure I would feel extremely 
distressed because of that,” Mer haltingly admitted. “But I can’t help 
it. As my personality is based on Lady Sienna’s childhood, my 
emotions and behavior can’t help but be influenced by a childish 
temper.” 


Eugene seemed doubtful, “Is that really the case?” 


“Yes, of course, that’s the case,” Mer insisted. “That’s why I say such 
childish things and show a child’s stubbornness. Even under such 
circumstances, part of me still accepts that it’s your right to leave. 
That’s why I still feel like an idiot for uttering such nonsensical words. 
Because I’m sure that Lady Sienna wouldn’t act like this. I feel like my 
actions are an insult to Lady Sienna.” 


“ ..Hm,” Eugene hesitated. 


“That's why you should just treat my words like air. Since I’m just 
being childishly stubborn about this, there’s no need for you to pay 
attention to what I’m saying. It’s not like there’s any point to it, and I 
don’t really have anything I can offer you,” Mer meekly conceded. 


“Maybe,” Eugene said, even as the pen he was using to write his thesis 
continued to move. “But the real Lady Sienna might have acted just 
like you.” 


“Please don’t say something so nonsensical. There’s no way that Lady 
Sienna would do that.” 


“No, she would have.” 


“And how would you know that, Sir Eugene? When you’ve never even 
met the real Lady Sienna. Could you really be saying that while 
thinking of Lady Sienna as she’s depicted in the fairy tale?” Mer asked 
as she lifted up her hat, revealing her face. 


Pffft. 
Mer blew a raspberry at Eugene. 


“In the end, that was just something someone wrote while using their 
imagination,” Mer scolded him. “I knew Lady Sienna; she wasn’t that 
kind of person.” 


“My thesis should be finishing soon,” Eugene declared as he childishly 
returned Mer’s raspberry with one of his own. “As long as I don’t get 
too needlessly ambitious with it, ’ll probably be able to finish it 
before the end of summer.” 


“So what about it?” Mer asked grumpily. 


“Tll definitely come looking for you before I leave. I might just have 
something I’ll need to say to you at that moment, you know?” Eugene 
teased. 


Mer demanded, “What is it? Are you trying to provoke me? I really 
will kill you.” 


“Tl tell you at that time,” Eugene replied with a smile. 


Chapter 55.1 
19-Years-Old (2) 


Eugene hadn’t spent the whole two years solely within Sienna’s Hall. 
Even though it wasn’t as long as the time he had spent in Sienna’s 
Hall, he had also stayed on the eighth and sixth floors for quite some 
time. 


The eighth floor held the Hall of Scorching Heat and the sixth floor 
held the Hall of Space. 


If Eugene had been a bit greedier, he might have even wanted to 
spend some time in the Hall of Heavenly Punishment on the seventh 
floor and the Hall of Icy Chill on the eighth floor. But instead of 
needlessly spreading himself thin, reaching for this and that, Eugene 
had decided that he needed to concentrate on a few chosen topics. 


The fire magic on the eighth floor was relatively simple yet powerful. 
Although the difficulty of the magic varied depending on how he 
wanted to control the flames, as long as he could first ignite some 
flames, he would be able to cast spells of sufficient power. 


Flames on their own were just that powerful, volatile, and destructive. 
However, the flaw of fire spells was that they required an absurd 
amount of mana. And the Hall of Scorching Heat on the eighth floor 
stored the spells of the one who was the most powerful Fire Wizard in 
all of magic’s history. 


Eugene held a personal interest in the Blink spell on the sixth floor in 
the Hall of Space, and he also needed to learn spatial magic to use the 
Cloak of Darkness properly. 


The fruits of his study on the eight and sixth floors had proven more 
than adequate. 


“So you're finally out.” 


A voice greeted Eugene as he stepped onto the first floor of Akron. 


A middle-aged wizard who had been seated there got up to meet him. 
He waved his hand at Eugene while pasting on a friendly smile that 
seemed a touch too enthusiastic. 


“Was there something else you needed from me?” Eugene asked 
exasperatedly. 


This was Trempel Vizardo. As the Commander of Aroth’s Court 
Wizards, he had shown himself to be extremely interested in Eugene. 


Strictly speaking, Trempel’s blatant attempts to curry favor was also a 
way of conveying Crown Prince Honein’s friendly intentions. Since 
their first meeting with Eugene, they didn’t hide the fact that they 
wanted to pull him closer. 


“Sir Eugene, ’m always asking you to come and have a meal with me, 
but since you are so busy, we haven’t eaten together even once, have 
we?” Trempel asked chidingly. 


Eugene replied, “I’ve already eaten.” 


“Even though I’ve heard that you haven’t been out of Akron in the last 
nine hours? There’s no way Sir Eugene isn’t aware of the rule that 
eating and drinking are not allowed in Akron,” Trempel confidently 
declared. 


It looked like the director must have spilled the beans. 


Eugene glanced at the closed door to the director’s office before 
replying, “It’s just that I ate a bit too much at breakfast. If I had at 
least been able to move my body around a bit more actively, I would 
have digested it all already, but since I’ve just been sitting and 
reading, I haven’t been able to digest anything.” 


“You’re saying that you weren’t able to digest anything after nine 
hours?” Trempel asked skeptically. 


“What’s so hard to believe? In any case, let’s put off getting a meal 


until next—” 


“Again with the next time? Sir Eugene, I didn’t want to say this, but... 
I’ve heard ‘next time’ so many times that it feels like those words are 
getting stuck in my ear.” 


“T simply don’t have an appetite right now.” 


Although Trempel’s gaze grew piercing, Eugene didn’t change his 
reply. It was obvious what this old wizard was trying to talk to him 
about. Promising him an important position in the Court Wizards and 
such... 


Aroth’s Court Wizards Corps was considered one of the best Magic 
Corps on the entire continent. The treatment the members received 
was correspondingly excellent, and many wizards wished to become a 
member. Though no matter how prestigious or impressive it might be, 
in the end, it was still a military force, and during a time of peace like 
the one they had now, it was just another public office. 


‘Do they think I’m crazy?’ Eugene scoffed to himself. 


Eugene was only nineteen-years-old. He didn’t want to get tied down 
somewhere so soon. And among all his choices, he especially disliked 
the idea of joining a military force. 


No matter how peaceful the world was, an army was still an army. 
Although it would be easy to rely on the names of the Lionheart Clan 
and Crown Prince Honein to get by in the hellish hierarchy-based 
system that was an army, Eugene still wouldn’t be able to live as 
freely and as comfortably as he did now. 


‘Why is he trying to avoid such a great opportunity?’ Trempel thought to 
himself as he felt frustrated. ‘Could he truly have accepted an offer from 
somewhere else?’ 


Such thoughts caused Trempel to become nervous. 


Eugene was currently the disciple of the Red Tower Master, Lovelllian. 
Although the position of a Tower Master wasn’t hereditary, if Eugene’s 
talent was paired with Lovellian’s teachings and the influence of the 


Lionheart clan, he would be sure to rise to the position of the Red 
Tower Master. 


Trempel couldn’t allow this to happen. Aroth’s Towers of Magic and 
the Royal Palace might be in a cooperative relationship, but they 
weren’t truly of one mind. Trempel wanted to drag Eugene into the 
Court Wizards Corps by whatever means necessary. If he could 
achieve that, it would be easy for them to obtain the cooperation of 
the Lionheart clan with Eugene’s background... 


‘There’s no way it could be that old fogey, Jeneric,’ Trempel decided. 
Jeneric Osman was the Green Tower Master. 


Trempel didn’t believe that geezer could have swayed Eugene. Just 
think about it. When Eugene first arrived in Akron two years ago, 
Jeneric and the Head of the Wizards Guild had been the only two to 
oppose granting Eugene an entrance pass until the last moment. 


It was understandable why the Head of the Wizards Guild had taken 
such a position. Although it may have also been due to a question of 
fairness, there were surely personal feelings involved as well. The 
black wizard who had gotten close to Eward had been a member of 
the Wizards’ Guild. Though Balzac, the Black Tower Master, had been 
able to profess that he had had nothing to do with the incident, this 
left the Head of the Wizards Guild in a position where he couldn’t say 
the same. 


In Aroth, where the power lay firmly in the hands of the Towers of 
Magic, the strength of the Wizards Guild couldn’t help but be 
diminished. Most perceived the Wizards Guild to be made up of a 
bunch of amateur wizards who weren't able to join one of the Towers 
of Magic, and unfortunately, they couldn’t really deny the reality of 
this. 


But if that was the case, why had Jeneric also opposed it? 


The answer was simple. Because the one who had recommended 
Eugene was Lovellian. 


Three hundred years ago, when the Wise Sienna had served as the 


Green Tower Master, two of the three disciples that she had taken had 
remained in the Green Tower of Magic, while the remaining disciple 
transferred over to the Red Tower of Magic. 


These days, Aroth’s many wizards revered the Wise Sienna as their 
great master. However, Jeneric and Lovellian were the only ones who 
could legitimately claim to be part of Sienna’s line of succession. 


The two of Sienna’s disciples who chose to remain in the Green Tower 
of Magic got married, had a child, and passed down their magic onto 
him. This child was the former Green Tower Master and Jeneric’s 
father. 


There was no way that Jeneric’s family would be on friendly terms 
with the Red Tower of Magic. According to them, the third disciple’s 
audacity to leave the Green Tower of Magic where their master had 
taught and take root in a different Tower of Magic bordered on 
blasphemy. 


Jeneric had inherited this line of succession through his blood and 
hated Lovellian even more. If Lovellian didn’t exist, then only Jeneric 
would be able to claim the legitimacy of the inheritance Sienna had 
passed down to her disciples. This would grant his bloodline a power 
that could not be ignored in this magical kingdom that worshiped 
Sienna. 


So Lovellian’s very existence could be considered a thorn in Jeneric’s 
eye. This annoyance, Lovellian, also happened to be on excellent 
terms with the Patriarch of the Lionheart clan. Due to this, Lovellian 
had even taken the Lionheart’s eldest son into the Red Tower and 
given him special treatment. When that eldest son was caught doing 
something foolish, the adopted son of the Lionheart’s family had been 
sent to replace him. 


That was why Jeneric had taken the opposing side on that issue. But 
after Lovellian took Eugene as his disciple, Jeneric began paying 
Eugene renewed attention. There was truth in the saying that in most 
cases, the other person’s share always seems bigger. So out of 
jealousy, Jeneric hoped to somehow persuade Eugene to leave the Red 
Tower of Magic. 


Apart from the Green Tower of Magic and the Court Wizards Corps, 


many others were interested in Eugene. 


The White Tower of Magic, Melkith, who had had the Cloak of 
Darkness taken from her for a whole nine years, hoped to somehow 
persuade Eugene to allow her to borrow Wynnyd again. Or, if not 
that, she hoped to at least convince him to return the Cloak of 
Darkness. But these materialistic desires weren’t the only reason she 
was paying attention to him, as Eugene had shown that he could 
freely control mid-level wind spirits. 


As for the Black Tower of Magic, although it wasn’t openly stated, 
rumors had spread among the Tower Masters that Balzac was 
interested in Eugene. Due to the incident with Eward, the hostility 
between the Lionheart clan and the Black Tower of Magic had only 
deepened, so it seemed that Balzac somehow wanted to improve their 
relationship. 


Only the Blue Tower of Magic was showing complete indifference to 
Eugene. 


Trempel decided to change the subject, “...Ahem, Sir Eugene. Well... 
is your thesis going smoothly?” 


“Yes, it is,” Eugene replied curtly. 


“Tf you wish, I can help you review it,” Trempel eagerly offered. “Of 
course, I’m fully aware that your teacher, the Red Tower Master, is 
already in charge of your review. However, the more advice you 
receive, the better, right?” 


Eugene started to reject him, “Although I’m grateful for your offer—” 


“Hold on. Don’t refuse just yet. It feels a bit embarrassing to say this 
myself, but in the end, isn’t the Red Tower of Magic specialized in 
summoning magic? Not only am I good at summoning magic, but I’m 
also capable in battle magic. After all, it’s not like I’m the commander 
of the Court Wizards for nothing.” Trempel quickly added, “My advice 
is sure to be different from the advice given by the Red Tower Master, 
who specializes in summoning magic.” 


“Though that might be the case, it’s not like Sir Trempel knows what 


kind of thesis I’ve been preparing, right?” Eugene asked doubtfully. 


That’s because the only one you’ve shown it to is the Red Tower Master. 
These words threatened to escape Trempel’s throat, only for him to 
swallow them back down with a gulp. 


Trempel laughed, “Ha ha... I might not know what it is, but I can find 
out just by reading it, right? I’m just as keen on the guidance of 
juniors as any of the Tower Masters. I also regularly publish theses 
with the Magic Society of Aroth, and I’ve reviewed the theses of my 
juniors on many occasions.” 


“T’m grateful for your offer, but really, it’s fine,” Eugene rejected him 
once more. “Sir Trempel, If I accept your offer after having already 
gotten to this point, I’m afraid that I would be committing a great 
disrespect to my teacher, Master Lovellian.” 
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“Ahem... but I’ve heard that the Red Tower Master’s heart is as broad 
and as deep as the sea,” Trempel flattered the absent Lovellian. 
“Rather than being offended, I’m sure he would be pleased that you’re 
seeking guidance from a senior scholar.” 


“Tf that’s the case, allow me to ask Master Lovellian for permission 
directly.” 


“Hey now... why do you need to do that? Instead, let’s just do this. 
You and me, why don’t we just keep it a secret between us. You won’t 
have to feel any stress from confronting your master, and the Red 
Tower Master won’t lose any face either. As for me... I’m just happy to 
be contributing to your research—” 


“Please excuse me,” Eugene quickly slipped past Trempel without 
listening any further. 


Trempel reached out to Eugene with a face full of regret, but in the 
end, he sighed and shook his head. 


Trempel silently cursed to himself, ‘Darn it.’ 


“Fucking Hell,” Eugene had also spat out a curse as soon as he got 
some distance away from Trempel. 


If he said that he didn’t want to do it, then Trempel should just accept 
it. Why continue to pester him like this? 


‘Since he doesn’t know about my progress with the Eternal Hole, it’s still 
only at this level. If he found out the truth, he might even try to crawl 
through my bedroom window,’ Eugene shuddered at this thought. 


The only ones who knew that Eugene had managed to replicate the 
Eternal Hole with the White Flame Formula were Lovellian and Mer. 


If Eugene were an Archwizard at Trempel’s level, upon replicating the 
Eternal Hole, anyone with sufficient mana sensitivity would be able to 
detect the state of his magic and the revised application of his mana. 
However, the ‘Ring Flame Formula’ that Eugene had created appeared 
no different from the White Flame Formula until someone saw him 
casting a spell. 


In other words, they wouldn’t be able to find the truth just from 
looking at him. This had several advantages for Eugene, as this meant 
that Eugene could completely hide his progress in magic from higher- 
level wizards. 


Lovellian had said that when looking at Eugene with ‘magical’ sight, 
he didn’t appear to be a wizard at all. This was obviously because he 
didn’t have any Circles. 


It also meant that even when he cast magic without using the Ring 
Flame Formula, it would be difficult to detect the level of his magic. If 
they used the flow of his mana to estimate his level... he appeared to 
be around the Fourth Circle. 


But when he used the Ring Flame Formula... 


“..If you set aside which spells you’re using and just look at how 
much power they hold, you appear to be far beyond the Fifth Circle,” 
Lovellian said once he had gotten over his surprise. 


They were currently in one of the underground laboratories beneath 
the Red Tower of Magic. 


Although Lovellian had been Eugene’s teacher for the past two years, 
he had never spoken to or treated Eugene like he was a subordinate. 


“This means that your First Circle Fireball is stronger than a Fifth 
Circle Volcano Shot,” Lovellian sighed in awe. 


The tidal wave of mana brought by the Ring Flame Formula was 
paired with a perfectly efficient structure and a swift casting 


technique. 
And finally, the lack of any incantation. 


No, wait, there was still something more. One of the many reasons the 
Eternal Hole was considered the pinnacle of the Circle magic system 
— the ability to ‘store’ spells without the use of any seals. Even 
without using a scroll, it was possible to immediately cast a spell that 
had previously been recorded in your own sea of consciousness with 
this technique. There was also no need to call out an incantation in 
the process. 


This was... no different from replicating the way in which dragons 
cast magic. 


“Tm still limited to the Fourth Circle,” Eugene said as he emerged 
from the black cloud of smoke. “Anything more than that, and the 
spells won’t come out of the Eternal Hole. Is my understanding of 
them still not sufficient?” 


“That shouldn’t be the case, Eugene,” Lovellian reassured him. 
“Simply put, it’s likely just a matter of limited capacity. Because your 
Ring Flame Formula isn’t a perfect replication of the Eternal Hole after 
all.” 


The Eternal Hole was a magic system that transcended the Ninth 
Circle — creating a ring with infinite mana and then creating an 
infinite amount of Circles within that. 


The present Eugene fell far short of that level. 


“Sir Eugene, youw’re currently substituting your Cores for Circles. As 
you’ve reached the Fourth Star of the White Flame Formula, you now 
have four Cores. It appears that it would be accurate to assume that 
the number of Cores is equal to your progress in Circles,” Lovellian 
estimated. 


Though, the power of Eugene’s spells was absurd for their level. 


Lovellian continued, “If we make a few assumptions, this means that 
every time you reach another level in the White Flame Formula, your 


Eternal Hole—no, the Ring Flame Formula will also become stronger.” 


Although only Fourth Circle spells could currently be stored, what if 
Eugene’s White Flame Formula reached the Fifth Star? This would 
mean that his Ring Flame Formula would be able to store spells up to 
the Fifth Circle. Though, they couldn’t be sure of this just yet. As this 
was the first time such a magical formula was being practiced, they 
couldn’t necessarily predict what unique peculiarities might arise each 
time Eugene reached another level of strength. 


“But don’t let your guard down,” Lovellian warned Eugene. “Although 
the current Ring Flame Formula doesn’t seem to have any 
downsides... some dangers might arise when your level increases.” 


To ensure Eugene’s safety, Lovellian had taken it upon himself to 
adjust the Circle spells to better fit Eugene’s unique magic formula. 


Lovellian sighed, “...Really now. As I get older, I seem to become even 
more of a worrywart. When I should just be praising you for this...” 


“Rather than hours of hearing how well I did, a short bit of advice is 
much more helpful,” Eugene reassured him. 


“Although I’m grateful for you saying so...,” Lovellian hesitated for a 
few moments before shaking his head. “...I’ve said this a few times 
before, but...” 


“Are you trying to bring up your warning about me not using magic 
from levels above my own?” 


“Yes.” 


If he was using the ordinary Circle magic formula, there was no need 
to give this sort of warning. This is because circle magic was 
systematic and safe. In the past, overconfident wizards had ruined 
their ability to use mana by trying to convert their existing magic 
formulas. But as the Circle magic formula became more popular, the 
number of reckless wizards like them was greatly reduced. 


But generally, wizards of lower Circles could not use the magic of 
higher Circles. 


“The Fourth Circle... No, there should be no problems with spells from 
the Fifth Circle, depending on how many times you use them... but 
don’t try to use magic from the Sixth Circle,” Lovellian cautioned. 


The Ring Flame Formula might not be able to store these higher-level 
spells, but it was still possible for Eugene to cast spells from the higher 
Circles on his own. Moreover, his innate calculation speed and 
absolute control over mana allowed him to even cast higher-Circle 
spells with speed. 


Although this was an astonishing surprise, it was also rather worrying 
for Lovellian. It was impossible to predict what kind of danger would 
arise from freely using something that should usually be impossible to 
use. 


Thanks to that, Lovellian had had to abandon the sleeping pattern he 
had adhered to for decades. It wasn’t easy to change the existing 
Circle spells to fit Eugene, but when he thought about the possible 
dangers that might arise when using higher-Circle spells, Lovellian 
couldn’t help himself. 


“..When do you expect to finalize your thesis?” Lovellian changed the 
subject. 


“Probably before the end of summer... so it should be finished 
somewhere around September. For now, my goal is to have it 
completed before my birthday,” Eugene stated. 


Although he had called it a thesis written for his self-satisfaction, it 
had been of great help to Eugene in organizing all the knowledge he 
had studied and researched. 


“You said you have no intention of returning to the Lionheart clan 
immediately, right?” Lovellian confirmed. 


Eugene nodded, “Yes, sir. As there’s no reason for me to head back 
right away.” 


“Tm sure that Gilead and Gerhard will be disappointed...” 


“Don’t they still have Cyan to keep them company? I’m sure they'll 


forgive me for being away for a few more years since it just means 
that I’m coming back a little later, that’s all.” 


Ciel was no longer staying with the main family. She had left the main 
estate last year and had gone to live at the Black Lion Castle on Uklas 
mountain. She had managed to become Carmen’s squire just as she 
had hoped. 


But it wasn’t like Ciel had to stay there all the time. Just this year 
alone, she had returned to the main estate for her birthday. 


An invitation to the party had arrived, but Eugene had ignored it. 
Cyan and Ciel’s birthday had been in February when Eugene 
happened to be so engrossed in his thesis that he couldn’t spare any 
attention for anything else. 


“If you aren’t heading back to the main estate right away, where are 
you planning to go?” Lovellian asked curiously. 


“,.Ice crabs are said to be a specialty of the Ruhr Kingdom. I’ve 
wanted to try some ever since I was little...,” Eugene hesitantly 
admitted. 


Lovellian asked doubtfully, “Do you really need to go all the way to 
the Ruhr Kingdom for that? There are currently a lot of shops selling 
ice crabs on the streets of Aroth alone...” 


“Won’t it taste a lot better to eat them in their home environment?” 
Eugene tried to sound convincing. 


Of course, this was all a lie. Ice crabs? He had already eaten plenty of 
those pale king crabs during the winters he had spent at the main 
estate. 


“T didn’t know that you were such a gastronomist,” Lovellian said with 
surprise. 


Eugene reminded him, “You know I’ve always loved to eat since I was 
little.” 


“T always thought that you just liked the big chunks of meat for their 
protein...,” Lovellian trailed off thoughtfully. 


“T like them because they’re delicious,” Eugene insisted. 


The Northern Ruhr Kingdom was the country that had been founded 
by that fool, Molon. 


Eugene continued to work on his excuses, “In Ruhr... um... I’ll be 
eating ice crabs. And after that... I’ll go to Nahama to see the oases.” 


“The oases?” Lovellian questioned. 
“Pve heard that Nahama’s cactus scorpions are a delicacy...” 


This, too, was a lie. Two hundred years ago, Anise, who had been 
revered as a saint by the Holy Empire of Yuras, had gone on a 
pilgrimage without even notifying the Pope of her intentions. After 
wandering around the world, she had been last sighted in the heart of 
the Nahama Desert. 


“,..It seems that you really like crustaceans,” Lovellian observed. 


To think that Eugene would go chasing after the cactus scorpions of 
Nahama once he had had his fill of king crabs in Ruhr. 


“..How about we get some lobster for dinner today?” Eugene 
recommended with a cough. 
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‘What’s with today?’ Eugene thought exasperatedly. 


There was no way this was a coincidence. This had to be a move by 
that Commander of the Court Wizards who had been following him 
around like a trail of goldfish poop. But for now, Eugene put down the 
lobster claw he had been holding and got up from his seat. 


“To think I’d meet such an honored personage in such a shabby 
place...,” Eugene trailed off. 


“This place can hardly be called shabby,” the person Eugene was 
addressing disputed. “Even in all of Pentagon, this restaurant is quite 
famous after all.” 


“But yow’re not going to deny that you are an honored personage?” 


“If it were up to me, I would deny it, but wouldn’t it be ridiculous of 
me to commit lése-majestéby doing so?” 


The person Eugene had been addressing was Honein Abram. The 
Crown Prince of Aroth had just entered the private room they had 
reserved in this restaurant without a single attendant accompanying 
him. With a bright smile, he pointed at an empty seat at Eugene’s 
table. 


“May I sit there?” he asked politely. 
Eugene replied, “It doesn’t matter to me, but...” 


There might not be much meaning to this choice, but Eugene still 
glanced over to Lovellian for permission. Like Eugene, Lovellian 
similarly got up from his seat. 


“T’m fine with that as well. However, Crown Prince, would it be better 
for you if I were to leave my seat?” Lovellian asked. 


Honein assured him, “There’s no need for that. If the Red Tower 
Master were forced to leave his seat, ’'m sure that Sir Eugene would 
also feel uncomfortable, and I also don’t want to disrupt this meal 
between a master and his disciple.” 


“Tm afraid that it’s already been disrupted,” Eugene grumbled as he 
wiped his hands with a wet towel. “If you were really taking that into 
consideration, you should have just approached us after dinner.” 


This way of talking was far too rude to be used when speaking to the 
Crown Prince, who was the first in the line of succession. However, 
none of those present pointed out Eugene’s rudeness. It had been two 
years since Eugene had arrived in Aroth, and though it wasn’t too 
often, he had met with Honein a few times during this period. 


“That was also my intention,” Honein revealed. “But it seems that Sir 
Eugene, your meal ended up taking longer than I intended. Were you 
really planning on eating all the lobsters this restaurant has 
available?” 


“Hey now, that’s an exaggeration. Don’t you know, Crown Prince? 
These lobsters actually have very little flesh once they’ve been peeled 
from their shells,” Eugene defended himself. 


Honein changed the subject, “I didn’t know that Sir Eugene enjoyed 
seafood so much.” 


“T like anything as long as it tastes good. But why haven’t you taken a 
seat yet?” Eugene asked as he pulled out the empty chair. 


At this invitation, Honein laughed and took the seat. 


“Seeing you show such unusual courtesy, it seems that walking all the 
way here has been in vain,” Honein observed. 


“You should have suspected it in your heart before you even came 
here,” Eugene said. 


“Well, that might be the case.” 


“Now then, let’s see, it seems like it will take quite some time for them 
to serve us new dishes, so...” 


Honein said, “If you’re inviting me to dinner, I’m afraid I’ll have to 
refuse.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then let’s get straight to talking,” Eugene said with 
a smile as he put down the wet towel. “Though no matter what the 
Crown Prince offers, I’m afraid my decision will not change.” 


“Even if ’'m promising you the position of the Commander of the 
Court Wizards?” Honein calmly replied as if he had been waiting for 
Eugene’s refusal. “I can guarantee this offer with my own good name.” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “I believe that should be outside your 
capabilities for now.” 


“In ten years,” Honein firmly declared. 


Although Honein had promised that the position would be his in ten 
years, Eugene was still only nineteen-years-old. Not a single wizard in 
Aroth’s history had managed to become the Commander of the Court 
Wizards at the young age of twenty-nine. 


“Tsn’t that a little bit too optimistic?” Eugene asked doubtfully. 
Honein calmly explained, “In ten years, I will be the king of Aroth.” 


Even hearing these words was enough to be dangerous for the listener. 
However, this VIP-only room was designed so that any conversation 
taking place within it absolutely could not leak out. Moreover, the 
moment Honein entered, Lovellian had personally cast a spell to 
increase the room’s protection against surveillance. 


That said, it wasn’t like Honein’s words were any less dangerous for 
all these precautions. 


“T believe the reigning monarch should still have the final say on this 


matter?” 


As Lovellion asked this question with narrowed eyes, Honein smiled 
brightly and raised both hands in surrender. 


“Please don’t get the wrong idea,” he said. “I have already received a 
promise from my father regarding the succession of the throne. Not 
only is my right of succession unrivaled, but the people of Aroth also 
trust in me and have no doubt that I will become their next king.” 


“Even though that might be the case, your words were still 
inappropriate,” Lovellian warned him. 


Despite having said this, Lovellian also had no doubt that Honein 
would be able to become the next king. Of course, there were other 
potential successors, but Honein was unrivaled among all his siblings. 


The people of Aroth held so much respect and admiration for magic 
that it was called the Magic Kingdom. Though this country had 
produced many great wizards generation after generation, even 
among all of these wizards, the royal family of Aroth could proudly 
boast of possessing an excellent ‘bloodline’ for magic. 


And even among the royal family, Honein was absolutely exceptional. 
Everyone in the royal family of Aroth might have started learning 
magic from a young age, but Honein was the first in the royal family's 
history to have reached the Fifth Circle before even becoming an 
adult. 


chee And it’s not just compared to the rest of the Royal Family either,’ 
Lovellian mused. 


Among all the wizards who had studied in Aroth, none had managed 
to reach the Fifth Circle before entering adulthood. Even Lovellian, 
who had constantly been called a genius from a very young age, rose 
to the Fifth Circle only after he had become an adult. 


If Lovellian hadn’t met Eugene, he would have believed that this 
Crown Prince held the most talent for this generation in terms of 
‘magic.’ 


“The Court Wizards are under the direct command of the king. Of 
course, it will take some mediation in respect of the parliament, but if 
it’s you, Sir Eugene, then I’m sure that in ten years, you would have 
obtained sufficient qualifications for the role,” Honein professed. 


Eugene expressed his doubts, “Although I’m grateful for your high 
esteem, Crown Prince, you can’t be sure of what level my magic has 
reached, correct?” 


“Tsn’t that because Sir Eugene and the Red Tower Master have been 
quite thorough in hiding it. Now, why would you hide it?” Honein 
asked with a smile. “I suspect you’re hiding it because there’s a good 
reason for you to do so. Since you haven’t revealed it directly, I can 
only make guesses, but... the other wizards should also suspect 
something along those lines.” 


“.,.Hm,” Eugene grunted at him to go on. 


“Witch Craft,” Honein uttered as he stared at Eugene with narrowed 
eyes. 


Honein was using the Sixth Circle spell Search-Eye. This spell was able 
to detect the mana contained within Eugene’s body. Just from looking 
at the amount of mana that Eugene possessed, he could tell that 
Eugene’s mana was far beyond what an ordinary Fifth Circle wizard 
could possess. 


Honein cut straight to the point, “Have you comprehended the Eternal 
Hole?” 


“Do you really need me to reply to that?” Eugene asked in return. 


“Tf you say something like that, then you’re practically admitting it,” 
Honein pointed out. 


“That’s because I can’t do something like lying to the Crown Prince, 
right?” Eugene smirked, “Though that doesn’t mean I have any 
intentions of telling you the whole truth.” 


“The Commander of Aroth’s Court Wizards — does this position truly 
not interest you?” tempted Honein. 


Eugene dismissed his offer, “It’s certainly a prestigious role, but I can 
get something like that wherever I go.” 


Eugene truly wasn’t interested in such a position. Especially since it 
came with military duties. Besides, as he had just said, Eugene was 
confident that, with his abilities, he would be welcomed anywhere he 
went. 


Just solely in terms of national power, the Kiehl Empire was superior 
to Aroth. After all, only three countries in this vast continent were 
powerful enough to be called empires: The Holy Empire of Yuras, the 
Kiehl Empire, and the Devildom of Helmuth. 


At the moment, Eugene was just a member of the Lionheart clan. 
Although the Patriarch of the main family hadn’t held a noble title 
since the passing of the Great Vermouth, there were actually many 
members among the Lionheart’s collateral branches who held high- 
ranking noble titles. If Eugene were to take up a title by swearing 
fealty to the crown, he would be able to obtain the lowest rank of 
baron with ease. 


“Tf it’s with Sir Eugene’s skill, then, of course, that’s the case,” Honein 
agreed. “But is it really impossible for us to tempt you to stay in Aroth 
with this position?” 


“Tt’s not that I dislike Aroth or hate the thought of becoming a Court 
Wizard. It’s just that I’m not that interested in it,” Eugene confessed. 


Honein suddenly changed tracks, “If that’s the case, then what about 
knowledge?” 


Unable to understand what Honein meant by that, Eugene tilted his 
head in confusion, but at his side, Lovellian’s expression stiffened. 


Hesitantly, Lovellian asked, “Crown Prince, could you be talking 
about...?” 


“Only the first volume of Witch Craft has been stored in Akron,” 
Honein said in a calm voice as he stared directly at Eugene. “As you 
are already aware, the Wise Sienna wrote Witch Craft as a complete 
set of three volumes. The first of these is stored in Akron... and the 


other two volumes are stored in the royal treasury.” 
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These words surprised both Lovellian and Eugene. According to Mer, 
the final two volumes of Witch Craft should still be in Sienna’s 
possession. 


“Since when did the Royal Family get their hands on those?” Lovellian 
demanded with a firm expression. 


Feeling this piercing gaze directed at him, Honein quickly tacked on 
an explanation, “Please don’t get the wrong idea. The volumes stored 
in the royal treasury are only copies that Lady Sienna left us as a gift 
to the royal family. Even the royal family is still unaware of Lady 
Sienna's current whereabouts and that of the original two volumes.” 


“..Is that really the truth?” Lovellian asked suspiciously. 
Honein shrugged, “I have no reason to lie to you.” 


Lovellian stared at Honein for a few moments before letting out a 
heavy sigh. Since the matter of Witch Craft being hidden away by the 
royal family had occurred hundreds of years ago, it would be 
ridiculous to quibble over this with the Crown Prince, who was still in 
his twenties. But while he was able to restrain his anger, Lovellian still 
felt that it was surprising that the Crown Prince would reveal such a 
hidden card to lure in Eugene. 


“Are you saying that you will let me see your copy of Witch Craft?” 
Eugene clarified. 


“Well, it’s impossible to do so immediately,” Honein admitted with a 
wry smile as he glanced at Lovellian. “Witch Craft is the greatest 
grimoire in the history of magic. While it is true that I am favored by 
his majesty, when it comes to Witch Craft, even if it’s me, I’m still 
unable to make use of it as I wish. However... once I ascend the 


throne, I will be a little freer to act on my desires.” 


ce 


....” Eugene fell silent. 


“Tt seems like I’ve finally made you a tempting offer. Sir Eugene, if I 
do ascend the throne, I swear to use all my power to allow you to 
peruse Witch Craft,” Honein promised Eugene. “...Though I’m afraid 
that it will be difficult to extend the same offer to you, Red Tower 
Master.” 


“Tf you’re allowing me to read it, can’t I just read it together with my 
master?” Eugene asked hopefully. 


“Tf the Red Tower Master is willing to switch over to the Court 
Wizards, then I might be able to reconsider,” Honein counter-offered. 


Eugene speculated, “But if that’s the case, then it looks like it would 
be impossible for me to take up the seat of the Commander of the 
Court Wizards.” 


“Tf I know the Red Tower Master as well as I believe I do, I suspect he 
won’t be interested in the position, no?” Honein turned this question 
to Lovellian. 


“Tt appears that you do indeed know me well,” Lovellian replied with 
a grin. “If it’s for that grimoire, your offer would be enough to tempt 
anyone, but I have no intention of leaving the Red Tower of Magic. I 
also have no desire to become a member of the Court Wizards.” 


Honein continued to persuade him, “If you truly desire, I may be able 
to set up a suitable position for you. It will only be a matter of 
changing your affiliation; there won’t be anything required of you that 
might disturb or annoy the Red Tower Master.” 


Lovellian rejected him, “No, I’m fine where I am. As for Witch Craft... 
Though I am sorely tempted, I don’t want to blindly follow in the 
footsteps of my Master. Because I too have my own ideal form of 
magic to pursue.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then what about you, Sir Eugene?” Honein turned 
to Eugene. 


But was there really any need for Eugene to consider? 


For the past two years, Eugene had surely felt what a truly amazing 
grimoire Witch Craft was. Even after viewing it hundreds of thousands 
of times, it was still hard for him to comprehend. It was already so 
difficult to understand when you could see it right in front of you, but 
Sienna had managed to create Witch Craft in the first place all by 
herself. 


Since the single volume stored in Akron was already so incredible, 
how extraordinary would the remaining two volumes be? 


And it wasn’t just that. There might be other clues leading to Sienna’s 
current location in the remaining two volumes of Witch Craft. Though 
if such clues did remain, then the ones who were storing Witch Craft, 
Aroth’s royal family, should have already tracked Sienna down 
somehow... 


‘It’s still possible that they just couldn’t understand it even if they did see 
it,’ Eugene persuaded himself. 


Eugene knew Sienna very well. Even if Aroth’s royal family hadn’t 
spotted the clues she had left behind, if it was Eugene, he might still 
be able to find them. 


Eventually, Eugene asked, “...But you were saying that it’s impossible 
for now, correct?” 


Since that was the case, then he couldn’t just accept the offer 
immediately. If it would only become possible to read Witch Craft 
after Honein ascended to the throne, then this could be put off as a 
matter for ten years from now. 


Eugene continued, “Since that’s the case, Ill be sure to stop by Aroth 
after the Crown Prince has ascended the throne. Let’s talk about this 
matter again at that point.” 


“So you’re saying that you’ll think about it?” Honein asked. 


“Tt’s truly a mouth-watering proposition, but honestly speaking, 
there’s no need for me to join the Court Wizards immediately, is 


there?” Eugene pointed out. 


Honein was lost in thought for a few moments. To be honest, he’d 
been hoping to hear Eugene’s immediate acceptance so that he could 
quickly recruit Eugene into the Court Wizards. 


This was all to ensure the stability of his plans. Although his right of 
succession could not be shaken, in order to deal with those cunning 
old foxes in the parliament, he needed power other than that granted 
to him by his right of succession. 


Honein had the support of Aroth’s Court Wizards. Even in this Magic 
Kingdom, the Court Wizards was a magical corps that was renowned 
for their skill in combat magic. However, with this alone, Honein felt 
that he wouldn’t be able to keep in check the power of the Five 
Towers of Magic or the Wizards Guild, the latter of which was closely 
tied to the Parliament. 


The fortunate thing was that, for now, the Towers of Magic remained 
neutral. That being said, the Wizards Guild was still a concern. Even 
though they were made up of wizards who were unable to enter the 
Towers of Magic, the guild overwhelmingly surpassed the Towers of 
Magic in terms of pure numbers. Also, the guild had a close 
relationship with the parliament that truly governed Aroth’s affairs. 


Honein considered the situation, ‘The Towers of Magic are only staying 
neutral for now. They might respect the royal family, but they have closer 
ties to the Parliament.’ 


The King reigned, but he did not rule. Aroth had followed the system 
of a constitutional monarchy for hundreds of years. The kings of Aroth 
had only managed to hold on to the power to rule over the people for 
a few generations following the death of Aroth’s Founder, the Magic 
King. 


Honein desired to change this. He wanted to shed the symbolic role 
that the royal family had taken and reform Aroth. The parliament, 
which was supposed to justly govern the people, had already been 
showing signs of corruption from the very start of its existence. Black 
wizards who had come creeping in from who-knew-where were 
undermining the guild and had even extended their reach to the 
parliament. Not only that, the demonfolk from Helmuth and wealthy 


individuals from other countries were suspected of buying up 
members of the parliament. 


Under these circumstances, the master of the Black Tower of Magic, 
Balzac Ludbeth, was, fortunately, keeping his distance from both the 
parliament and the guild, preserving his neutrality. That said, Honein 
couldn’t help but be wary of Balzac. If it was for the sake of Aroth, all 
unsettling sprouts had to be uprooted. 


That was Honein’s ultimate goal, but the current royal family didn’t 
have that kind of power. His royal father was a weak-willed man who 
was reluctant to quarrel with either the parliament or the guild. As 
such, Honein felt he had no choice but to step forward and do it 
himself. 


‘If I can just pull in Sir Eugene to become the Commander of the Court 
Wizards... I’ll be able to borrow the Lionheart clan’s strength,’ Honein 
thought. 


In truth, he didn’t enjoy having to do this. Since it was Aroth’s 
problem, shouldn’t Aroth be the one to fix it? 


Honein continued plotting, ‘If I manage to rope in Sir Eugene, I’m sure 
the Red Tower Master will also lend his strength. It’s a well-known fact 
that the Red Tower Master hates the Black Tower Master... ’ 


However, Honein couldn’t afford to speak openly and ask Eugene for 
help. As the Crown Prince, Honein wasn’t in a position where he could 
freely tell an outsider some of Aroth’s embarrassing secrets. After all, 
he still only had his suspicions that there was corruption in the 
parliament. In fact, Bolero Street itself could be said to be a hotbed of 
corruption, but the existence of that street had also received the tacit 
acquiescence of the royal family. 


Eventually, Honein replied, “...If that’s the case, I will send you a 
letter when my coronation has been confirmed.” 


“Thank you for thinking so highly of me,” Eugene said. 


“By the way, Sir Eugene, would you be able to tell me what exactly 
you managed to attain from Akron?” Honein asked in curiosity. 


Eugene downplayed his achievements, “It’s nothing too impressive. 
I’ve just... ’ve come to feel that magic truly does have extraordinary 
possibilities, and I’ve managed to learn just a small amount of 
knowledge.” 


“Is that so.” 


Eugene’s reply might have been ambiguous, but Honein was satisfied. 
A small amount of knowledge, Eugene had said. If someone else had 
voiced these words, then Honein might not have given them much 
thought, but the one who had said this was the young lion who was 
said to have been born with the greatest amount of talent seen since 
the Great Vermouth. 


Honein changed the subject, “I’ve heard that you’ll be leaving Aroth 
once the thesis that you’re currently working on is completed. Where 
do you plan to go next?” 


Eugene revealed, “I’ll be leaving to eat the ice crabs from the Northern 
Ruhr Kingdom, and then I’m planning to sample the cactus scorpions 
of Nahama.” 


“...Yowre an epicurean?” 
“Yep.” 

“Are you being serious?” 
“Yep.” 

Honein was stunned, “...... 


The reaction shown by Honein wasn’t all that different from 
Lovellian’s when he first heard of Eugene’s plans. Honein glanced at 
Lovellian with a bewildered look, only to receive a brief shake of his 
head from Lovellian. 


“ ,.Epicureanism is quite an impressive hobby,” Honein finally 
commented once he had come back to his senses. 


“Thank you for your understanding,” Eugene replied with a grin. 


Chapter 56.3 
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The summer practically flew by. 


Eugene didn’t spend even a moment of time enjoying any of the 
activities that characterized the season. This wasn’t just a behavior he 
had picked up since coming to Aroth; after he had been reincarnated, 
he had never once turned his eye to having some fun. 


While he was staying at the main estate, Cyan and Ciel had repeatedly 
tried to persuade him to go on vacation with them in the summer, and 
in the winter, they had conspired to get him to go skiing with them, 
but Eugene had never once gone along with their plans. Eugene also 
didn’t hold any intentions of doing so in the future. 


The sea that Eugene was familiar with was a haunting place where 
shipwrecks and floating dead bodies could be seen wherever you 
turned to look. The area of the sea that connected Helmuth to its 
neighboring countries was filled with the nests of terrible and 
powerful marine monsters. 


The snow that Eugene was familiar with was dyed red with blood, 
forming a cemetery of frozen corpses whose limbs could be seen 
sticking out from all over the place. The weather in the northernmost 
part of Helmuth was terrifying regardless of the season. Still, even in 
such a region, the realm ruled by the Demon King of Fury was 
especially terrible, a wintry hell where blizzards never stopped 
blowing. 


‘Could something like this be called a trauma?’ Eugene pondered this 
thought deeply. 


Once he really thought about it, Eugene realized that his entire life 
following his reincarnation had been overshadowed by the memories 
of his previous life. 


This wasn’t the first time he had considered something along these 
lines. Whenever he became too caught up in the memories of his old 
life, he had to shake himself several times just to break free of their 
hold. But since he’d already been reincarnated, wouldn’t it be pitiful 
and laughable if he were to remain caught up in reliving the memories 
of his previous life forever? 


However, it wasn’t that easy for him to resist doing so. The necklace 
that he had insisted on taking from the Lionheart clan’s treasury, 
coming to Aroth to follow the clues left behind by Sienna, and his 
reasons for going to the Northern Ruhr and Nahama; all of these were 
because of the memories from his previous life. 


He couldn’t just avoid these various memories and entanglements. 
Although he had already lived for nineteen whole years since he’d 
been reincarnated, the time he had spent as Hamel was still a lot 
longer. The length of Eugene’s existence fell far short of Hamel’s 
experiences. 


‘Well, in the end, they’re both me,’ Eugene clicked his tongue as he tilted 
his chair backward. 


He didn’t want to spend too long worrying about a problem with no 
easy answer. What was he supposed to achieve by getting all 
frustrated, worrying, and contemplative? He may have been 
reincarnated, three hundred years may have also passed, and even his 
name may have changed, but could he really just ignore all the 
memories from his past life? 


How could anyone do something like that? 
“ ,.Haaaah...,” Eugene sighed as he reached this conclusion. 


Meanwhile, across from him, Mer was reading Eugene’s thesis with 
wide-open eyes. The thesis was meant to be just for self-satisfaction, a 
thesis that was never intended to be published but that didn’t decrease 
its value. In the first place, wasn’t a thesis just meant to show off what 
someone had managed to learn? 


In that sense, Eugene’s thesis was impressive. Although other wizards 
may not be able to understand it at first glance, Mer, as Witch Craft’s 


artificial intelligence, was able to fully comprehend this thesis. 


‘The Cores and the Eternal Hole have reached a perfect combination 
through this. There might be a few innate imperfections, but... structurally, 
it’s reached a level where I can’t see any way to improve it,” Mer 
observed. 


Even with these imperfections, it could already be said to have 
reached completion like this. It was impossible to believe that this 
thesis was written by a young fledgling who had started practicing 
magic less than three years ago. This Ring Flame Formula had gotten 
closer to reproducing the full possibilities of the Eternal Hole than any 
Archwizard had managed. 


“...As for the innate imperfections, they’re due to a Core being different 
from a Circle. The resulting variables... he’s able to adjust for them by 
using only his senses,’ Mer realized in shock. 


This showed that Eugene must have terrifying control over mana. 


‘Even as he continues to adjust to these variables by using his senses, he 
still manages to perfectly cast his spells. It might fall short of the Eternal 
Hole, but Eugene’s Ring Flame Formula greatly surpasses the common 
Circle magic formula.’ 


Wizards were people who were obsessive about magic. They wouldn’t 
stop until they had ruled out all imperfections. Anything that could go 
wrong with a spell needed to be corrected so that it couldn’t go 
wrong. This was because, if there was even a single mistake, it could 
cause an irreversible problem. 


However, Eugene simply accepted these imperfections. With the 
experience from his previous life and the talent of his current life, 
Eugene was able to bring a challenge that should be so difficult that it 
was impossible into the realms of possibility. Even the magic formula, 
which other wizards could not understand and might even consider a 
failure, was not a failure in Eugene’s eyes. 


The success of this Ring Flame Formula was based on such an absurd 
proposition. 


“ ,.A-amazing,” Mer couldn’t help but say this eventually. “As for its 
level of completion... it’s fine. But since the only one who can use it is 
you... it reads as... um... a little egoistic? At least that’s what I felt 
while reading it. From a general point of view, its imperfections 
render it unusable, but that isn’t the case for you, Sir Eugene, and... 
judging it by your standards... its level of completion is excellent.” 


Mer’s expression twisted as she reluctantly admitted this. 


Just as Eugene had said, he had managed to complete his thesis before 
the end of summer. 


“,.When will you be leaving?” Mer eventually asked. 
“The day after tomorrow,” Eugene answered. 


“With your personality, I thought for sure you would be leaving 
tomorrow, Sir Eugene.” 


“Since I’m only human, I need to at least rest for a full day. Also, they 
said that they’d hold a farewell party for me at the Red Tower of 
Magic.” 


“That must be so nice for you. Won’t you be able to go there and eat a 
lot of delicious food? You'll also be receiving congratulations from all 
sides,” Mer said sarcastically as she pouted her lips. 


While kneading the large hat that she had set down next to her, Mer 
looked up at Eugene. 


She reminded him, “Sir Eugene, surely you haven’t forgotten what you 
said to me a few months ago? Didn’t you say that you would have 
something to tell me?” 


“First, let me ask you something,” Eugene said as he stopped reclining 
back in his chair. “The things we’ve talked about... are you able to 
pass them on to someone else?” 


“Geez, are you really suspecting me right now?” Mer demanded as 
flames of anger flared in her eyes. “Are you asking me this because 


yow’re afraid I might have told another wizard what we’ve talked 
about when discussing your thesis?” 


“Well, have you ever said anything?” 


“T haven’t! Sir Eugene, do you know how much those sons of bitches, 
the Green Tower Master and a few others have been annoying me 
when you’re not around?” 


“Even if you haven’t told them anything, can’t they just force you to 
say something?” 


“Hah! I never realized you were that kind of person, Sir Eugene. Can 
you really not trust someone—no—something like me? Even if those 
bastards tried to dissect both Witch Craft and me, I would absolutely 
never say anything.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because I’ve been programmed not to do so! This isn’t something 
special regarding you; it’s a function meant to preserve the safety and 
privacy of all wizards permitted to enter Akron. I have stored the 
recorded information and conversation of all the wizards who have 
done research in Sienna’s Hall, not just yours, Sir Eugene, in the 
deepest depths of Witch Craft’s storage files. Unless those bastards 
decide to completely destroy Witch Craft, there’s no way that Sir 
Eugene’s information will be exposed to the outside world.” 


“Are you sure about that?” 


When Eugene asked this question with a grin, Mer couldn’t stand it 
any longer and let loose a scream. 


“Argh, really!” 
Eugene snickered as he watched Mer struggle to catch her breath. 


“If you’re going to be that thorough about it, make sure not to let 
what I’m about to tell you to leak to anyone else,” Eugene ordered. 


Mer sighed, “Hah, I’ve already said I’ll do that. How many times must 
you ask me—” 


Eugene interjected, “I remember being reincarnated.” 
As soon as Eugene first started speaking, Mer immediately fell silent. 


Mer glared at Eugene with narrowed eyes before spitting out, “What 
kind of bullshit is that?” 


Eugene repeated, “I said that I remember being reincarnated. And I’ve 
still got the memories from my past life.” 


Mer scoffed, “No, I heard you, and that’s why I asked, what kind of 
bullshit is that? Are you trying to make fun of me right now? It’s so 
unfunny that I can’t even force myself to laugh—" 


“My name in my past life was Hamel Dynas,” Eugene continued 
speaking in a calm voice. 


His name in his previous life was Hamel Dynas. 
His name in his current life was Eugene Lionheart. 


Eugene declared, “I was the Stupid Hamel.” 
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Mer didn’t know what she was supposed to say in response to such 
words. Could Eugene usually be described as quite a joker? Although 
he didn’t joke all the time, it also wasn’t like he had never told a joke. 


If that were the case, should she just treat these words as Eugene 
having made a rare joke? 


Alright, I understand. So you were the Stupid Hamel in a previous life. 
Since you have been honest with me, allow me to tell you my secret as well. 


I’m actually the Wise Sienna. Hamel, you son of a bitch. 


Just when she was about to say all this, Mer changed her mind and 
asked, “Are you being serious when you say that?” 


Although his words were hard to believe, and it would probably be 
best to think that he was joking, as far as Mer knew, Eugene wasn’t a 
person to tell such a nonsensical joke at a time like this. 


Eugene hadn’t just said something like this out of the blue. He had 
already revealed that he might say something that sounded absurd to 
her several months ago, and just before that, he had persistently asked 
her if she was able to keep his secrets. 


“Are you afraid that I’m lying?” Eugene asked with an amused smirk. 


Seeing this expression, Mer avoided his gaze and muttered, “... Your 
claim is hard to believe after all.” 


Actually, there was nothing that special about being ‘reincarnated.’ 
While this might not apply to an artificial intelligence like Mer, most 
people in this world were reincarnations of someone. 


However, it was near impossible to find someone who still had 
memories from their previous life before they had been reincarnated. 
Occasionally, you could meet people in this world who would tell you 
about their past lives, but most of them had some form of mental 
illness. 


Could Eugene be such a mentally ill person? 


Mer shook her head, “... Hmph. Although it’s hard to believe, if what 
you're saying is true, then... I can suddenly understand many 
confusing things about you, Sir Eugene.” 


“Such as?” Eugene asked curiously. 
“The speed with which Sir Eugene has grown.” 


It had only been a little over two years since Eugene started learning 
magic. Was it really possible for someone like him to have 
comprehended Witch Craft in such a short time? Someone who wasn’t 
an Archwizard who practically lived and breathed magic, but instead 
a young chick who had just started practicing magic? 


No. 


The truth was that Eugene hadn’t comprehended Witch Craft in terms 
of ‘magic.’ Instead, he had simply understood the form that mana took 
in order to form the Eternal Hole of Witch Craft. 


With his innate mana sensitivity, Eugene had merely imitated it and 
then adapted his imitation to better suit himself. From Mer’s point of 
view, she couldn’t believe such an act was really possible, even if 
Eugene was so talented that he was called a ‘genius.’ Among the 
wizards who had been allowed entry into Akron, where could you find 
one who hadn’t been called a genius at one time or another? 


However, if Eugene could remember his past life and if he truly had 
been the Stupid Hamel, the companion of the Great Vermouth, in his 
previous life... 


“_,.Stupid Hamel was a unique individual in many ways,” while 
staring at Eugene, Mer continued speaking. “The Wise Sienna grew up 


in the forest of the elves, where humans were not allowed to enter, 
and personally learned magic from the elves. The Brave Molon was 
the son of the tribal chief of the Bayar tribe, a tribe of the indigenous 
people who live in the frigid lands of the north, and his tribe was one 
that was especially recognized for its skill in battle. The Faithful Anise 
was a saintess candidate who had been carefully nurtured by the 
cardinals of the Holy Empire of Yuras.” 


Mer was trying to say that they had all come from amazing 
backgrounds. 


As Mer was just saying, “The Great Vermouth—” 


“He was a slave,” Eugene interrupted her as he drew on the memories 
of his previous life. “Vermouth was one of a group of slaves who had 
been abducted by the demonfolk to be used as sacrifices. In order to 
somehow survive, he stole a sword from a demonfolk, and even 
though it was his first time even wielding a sword, he managed to cut 
his way through dozens of demonfolks and black wizards responsible 
for transporting the slaves. Then, as he was leading the slaves to 
escape Helmuth, he managed to kill hundreds of demonic beasts along 
the way.” 


“Honestly, I always thought of that story as an exaggeration,” Mer 
confessed. “Because that’s what ‘myths’ are usually made up of.” 


“Although I didn’t see it happen myself, it was probably the truth. 
That guy was a real monster,” Eugene said with a grin. 


Vermouth hadn’t enjoyed talking about his past. But Hamel had heard 
this same story dozens of times from Molon. 


The snowfield where the Bayar tribe had been living bordered 
Helmuth. Vermouth had led the slaves across that snowfield to escape 
Helmuth, and that was where he had first met Molon. 


Mer hesitantly resumed, “...The Stupid Hamel was particularly unique 
even among that party of heroes. He... like Vermouth, didn’t really 
stand out from the ‘start.’ And he didn’t even come from a special 
background.” 


Hamel had been a mercenary. 


Before that, he had lived in a small village. After the village was 
destroyed by a monster attack, he picked up a sword to survive. He 
had also nursed a desire to get his revenge on these monsters and 
harbored a hatred for the Demon Kings who had caused these 
monsters to go crazy in the first place. 


Like that, Hamel had lurked in the depths of the mercenary life for 
many years. 


He hadn’t learned magic from the elves like Sienna, nor had he 
received a staff made from a Dragon Heart. 


He didn’t receive the support and guidance an empire could provide 
like Anise. 


He wasn’t born as the son of a tribal chief like Molon, nor was he 
made to confront nature with his own body as soon as he could walk. 


He wasn’t born with an absurd amount of talent like Vermouth, nor 
did he kill dozens of black wizards and demonfolk the first time he 
swung his sword. 


Before becoming a mercenary, Hamel was just the type of kid you 
could find anywhere. If he hadn't become a mercenary, he would have 
gone his whole life without knowing he had a talent for fighting. 


This was the Stupid Hamel. 


Although he came from the most ordinary background in this party of 
heroes, he grew to the point where he could stand shoulder to 
shoulder with the others in just a few short years. 


“Did Sienna talk about me?” Eugene asked. 


“No. However, I’ve... also read the fairy tale several times.” Mer took 
a deep breath and looked up at Eugene, “If you really are the 
reincarnation of Hamel, then I can understand your inexplicable 
growth rate. Because Hamel was also like that. Hamel, who appears in 


the fairy tale... Although he was an extremely unpleasant person, he 
stands out the most among all the heroes when it comes to how much 
he grew over the journey.” 


“Not necessarily,” Eugene replied with a smirk. “What I mean by that 
is, I was only good at improving rapidly when I first turned my hand 
to something. But even with that, I was unable to surpass my own 
limits. 


“Vermouth was the God of War. He could wield all kinds of weapons 
and was even skilled with magic, to the point where he was called the 
Master-of-All. Although Sienna always insisted that their fields of 
specialty were different, Vermouth’s magic was definitely superior to 
Sienna’s in some ways.” 


ce 


....” Mer wasn’t sure how to respond. 


Eugene continued, “I was always trying to surpass Vermouth. Since I 
didn’t even have the chance to learn magic, I gave up on it at the very 
start, and from then on, I turned my attention to becoming proficient 
with swords and spears. I wanted to defeat Vermouth so badly that I 
even went and trained my fists as well. However, I was never once 
able to beat Vermouth.” 


Hamel had once thought that he was a genius. 


While he was deluding himself like this, getting drunk on his own 
sense of superiority within the confines of his small well, Vermouth 
was already flying high in the sky. Hamel had done everything he 
could to catch up to him, but he had still been left in the dust. 


During their journey, Hamel had sparred with Vermouth several 
times, but it was always Hamel who ended up kneeling on the ground, 
his head bent in defeat. 


“’,.Was that the case?” Mer asked doubtfully. 


Had Eugene just said all this because he wanted her to comfort him? 
Mer honestly couldn’t quite understand Eugene’s feelings. Although 
the shadow Hamel had cast couldn’t help but fall short when 
compared to Vermouth, from an ordinary person’s point of view, 


hadn’t Hamel still been quite the absurd monster himself? 


“What’s the point of being called a genius by others?” Eugene asked 
after he noticed the sullen look in her young eyes. “I’m saying that 
Vermouth was such a motherfucker that I couldn’t help but want to 
defeat that bastard at least once in my life. But until I died, I never 
managed to get one over on him. And on several occasions, while we 
were journeying together, he would rub my own shortcomings in my 
face. He was both a genius and a son of a bitch.” 


“Why are you calling him a son of a bitch?” Mer asked curiously. “Did 
he do something evil that didn’t end up recorded in history?” 


“That’s... not the case. He was quite... a good person. He didn’t do 
any bad deeds. He always helped those in need... he truly deserved to 
be called a hero. It’s just that he was annoying, and it’s only natural 
for an overly talented bastard like him to attract jealousy,” Eugene 
said with a snort. “But since he was so amazing, don’t I at least have 
the right to envy him? That’s all this is, really.” 


“So what you're saying is that you were jealous of Sir Vermouth 
because he was way, way better than you, Sir Hamel?” 


“Tf I had to admit it then... yep, that’s it. In the end, it seems like 
you’ve decided to believe me? But there’s no need to call me by the 
name Hamel.” 


“T just said that it was hard to believe. I didn’t say that I don’t believe 
you,” Mer grumbled as she pouted her lips. “When I start looking back 
at everything, it seems there were quite a few perplexing things that 
have now been cleared up. Like how you would often praise Hamel, 
Sir Eugene.” 


cc 


....” Eugene went silent in embarrassment. 
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Mer frowned in concentration, “Now then, let’s see... Oh, that’s right. 
Wasn’t there an example on the first day you arrived here, Sir Eugene? 
You looked at the recorded image of Hamel upstairs and then said—” 


Eugene quickly interrupted her, “I don’t think I can remember that 
happening.” 


“That’s fine because I can remember everything clearly,” Mer cruelly 
assured him. “You looked up at Hamel’s face and said that he had a 
charm like that of an untamable beast. Were you serious when you 
said that?” 


Eugene couldn’t say anything in response, “...... 


Mer asked, “Didn’t you feel even a tiny bit embarrassed saying that? 
How could you point at your own face and such a ridiculous thing?” 


“What’s wrong with that? I didn’t feel even an ounce of shame when 
saying those words,” Eugene stubbornly insisted. “Hamel had—I 
mean, in my previous life, I had a face with its own certain charm 
about it.” 


“Blegh...,” Mer covered her mouth as if about to vomit and shook her 
head vigorously. “Even though you’ve been reincarnated with a face 
like yours, how could you say something like that?” 


“Whoever said that the face from my previous life is better than the 
one I have now? I’m just saying that Hamel’s face had its own unique 
charm to it,” Eugene clarified. 


“By the way,” as she said this, Mer’s expression changed. She 
narrowed her eyes and stared at Eugene as she asked, “Why have you 
suddenly told me something like this?” 


“There’s no real reason for it.” 


“If you’re expecting something from me, then it’s useless. I really don’t 
know anything about Lady Sienna’s current whereabouts.” 


“T didn’t tell you this because I wanted you to tell me something like 
that,” Eugene said as he stood up with a grin. “It’s just, I’ve been 
looking at you for the past two years. Although I already vaguely felt 
this when I first met you... I’ve realized that you really resemble 
Sienna. Both in looks and in personality.” 


“...That’s... That’s because I was created based on Lady Sienna’s 
childhood version of herself,” Mer mumbled as she turned her gaze 
away from him in embarrassment. 


Eugene asked her, “Do you believe that Sienna is dead?” 
“There’s no way she’s dead,” Mer denied vehemently. 


“T also believe that,” Eugene agreed as he turned his head to look at 
Sienna’s portrait. “Since three hundred years have passed, it wouldn’t 
be strange for her to have died, but I don’t feel like that chick Sienna 
was someone who would have just passed away without even leaving 
behind a will. That goes for the rest of them as well.” 
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....” Mer stayed silent. 


“Of course, since a lot of time has passed, I can’t be sure if their 
personalities have changed greatly. But even so, can a person ever 
really change completely?” 


“.,.Do you really think so?” 


“Definitely,” with a bright smile, Eugene extended a hand to Mer. 
“That’s why I’m going to go looking for them.” 


Tap. 


Eugene flicked the tip of the large wizard’s hat that Mer was wearing 
with his fingertips. Mer’s eyes widened to circles as she looked up at 


Eugene. 


“Sienna, Molon, and Anise. They all must still be alive somewhere in 
the world... that’s what I believe. So I just need to go and find them,” 
Eugene declared confidently. 


His large hand came to rest on top of Mer’s head. Usually, Mer would 
have thrown his hand off in disgust, but she wasn’t able to do so now. 


“Don’t you miss Sienna as well?” Eugene asked her. 
Stunned, Mer responded, “...Y-yes? I... I definitely do.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then that’s even more reason for me to go and drag 
her back here. Sienna is also quite the bitch, don’t you think so? After 
all, she’s been neglecting the cute familiar she made herself for the 
past two hundred years.” 


“’..Please don’t insult Lady Sienna.” 


“Tt’s fine for me to insult her. Do you know how many insults I had to 
endure from Sienna three hundred years ago? That damn brat, she 
called me a bastard and an asshole no matter what I did... Oh, that’s 
right, didn’t you say you have a good memory? Do you remember that 
idea I brought up with you a while ago?” 


“Are you talking about your suspicion that Lady Sienna is the author 
of the fairy tale?” 


“That’s right. You might have said it was bullshit when you first heard 
it, but no matter how much I think about it, I can’t help but feel that 
it’s pretty plausible. In the first place, that fairy tale has some quite 
significant details for a story that was apparently stitched together 
from the rumors floating around.” 


“What do you mean by ‘quite significant?” 


“Just what I said. In my opinion, the fairy tale was either written by 
Sienna or Anise. The two of them might have even written it 
together.” 


In the face of Eugene’s agitation, Mer’s expression grew strange. As 
she plainly stared at Eugene’s face, she recalled the image of Hamel 
that had been left upstairs. 


“’,.So, Hamel—no, Sir Eugene, according to what you are saying, Lady 
Sienna is the one who wrote the words ‘Sienna, I like you’ in the fairy 
tale?” Mer asked doubtfully. 


“Those fucking words, I never said anything like that,” Eugene 
insisted. 


Mer continued, “Then, that means Lady Sienna would have recorded 
you saying something that you didn’t actually say. Why would Lady 
Sienna do such a thing?” 


“ ,.Are you trying to fuck with me?” Eugene growled. 


Mer frowned, “Please stop spouting such nonsense. I absolutely cannot 
imagine that Lady Sienna would add words like beautiful and elegant 
in front of her own name.” 


Eugene hesitantly admitted, “Perhaps... Perhaps Anise was the one 
who wrote it. Her personality was really, well, twisted and rotten. 
Although that fairy tale only records Anise’s saintly appearance, the 
real Anise was practically an evil twin of that one.” 


“Ah, yes. Of course, that’s the case,” saying this, Mer raised her hand 
and waved it in front of her nose. 


Unsure of what that gesture meant, Eugene just blinked his eyes. 
“Please take off your hand,” Mer requested. 


Eugene asked, “What’s wrong? In the past, you’ve always slapped my 
hand away.” 


“,.l’m just trying to show you the respect that Lady Sienna’s comrade 
deserves,” Mer confessed, feeling embarrassed. 


“That’s quite gratifying,” Eugene said with a smirk as he took his hand 


off Mer’s head. 


Mer hopped off her chair and hesitated for a few moments before 
taking a deep breath. 


“ ,.Sir Eugene, can you swear an oath?” Mer asked. 
“About what?” Eugene returned her question. 


“About the fact that in your past life... you really were the Stupid 
Hamel.” 


“T’m willing to swear, but let me just say this first. Since ’m Hamel, 
can you stop adding that damn Stupid epithet in front of my name?” 


“Then what should I say? The Asshole Hamel?” 
“How about the Amazing Hamel? Or the Wonderful Hamel?” 


“Tt looks like you really are envious that the word ‘Great’ is stuck in 
front of Vermouth’s name.” 


Eugene coughed in embarrassment, “Ahem...” 


“In any case, if you are truly the reincarnation of Hamel... please 
swear an oath on it,” Mer sincerely pleaded. 


Eugene slowly nodded and solemnly declared, “On my name as 
Eugene Lionheart, I am the reincarnation of Hamel Dynas. I swear on 
my blood and my name as a Lionheart that there is no falsehood in 
what I have just told you.” 


“ ,.Please wait one moment,” after she had received his oath, Mer 
turned and walked over to Witch Craft. 


She raised both hands up to Witch Craft and stood there for a few 
minutes with her eyes closed before continuing, “...After Lady Sienna 
went into seclusion, several wizards dissected both Witch Craft and 
me on numerous occasions. However, there are still a few things they 


weren’t able to find. Hidden in the deepest location of Witch Craft’s 
storage files, there is information recorded beneath Witch Craft’s 
source code. And today... I will also store the news you have shared 
with me in that hidden location so that no one will be able to find out 
about it.” 


Opening her eyes once more, Mer turned to look at Eugene, “...What I 
will be revealing from this point on... is also something that no one in 
Aroth has ever heard.” 


“What is it?” Eugene asked. 


Haltingly, Mer began to recount her story, “There is a clue relating to 
Lady Sienna’s disappearance. It was about a week before she... went 
into seclusion. At that time, I was already stored in Akron... on this 
very floor, and Lady Sienna was also there with me. Then suddenly... 
Lady Sienna collapsed into her seat with a groan.” 


“.,.There’s no way she could have really caught an illness, right?” 
Eugene asked worriedly. 


“Of course not,” Mer replied. “I was obviously surprised, so I asked... 
Lady Sienna what had happened... and she told me that one of her 
familiars had been killed.” 


Mer hesitated for a moment, unable to continue speaking 
immediately, before revealing, “...It was stationed at Hamel’s grave.” 
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....” Eugene stayed silent. 


“At the grave, someone had... broken in... and this caused Lady 
Sienna to burst into a rage,” Mer finished recounting. 


At a grave? Hamel’s grave? 
“T have a grave?” Eugene asked with a blank expression. 


Mer took another deep breath before nodding, “...I didn’t manage to 
hear the full details about that either. That was also my first time 
hearing of Hamel’s grave. Not long after that... Lady Sienna suddenly 


disappeared, and I hid this conversation in the deepest depths of 
Witch Craft.” 


Mer had a complicated expression as she explained her actions, “It 
was because Lady Sienna had suddenly disappeared without telling 
anyone. I didn’t want to distress Lady Sienna by needlessly revealing 
something I shouldn’t have. However... since you, Sir Eugene... are 
also Hamel, I feel you deserve to know.” 


“'..My grave...,” Eugene muttered before letting out an inexplicable 
snort of laughter. “I haven’t heard even a hint about it. I always 
thought that my corpse had been completely annihilated by Belial’s 
curse.” 


“.,.Well, a lich’s curse does annihilate both the body and the soul, so I 
see why you would believe that,” Mer agreed. 


“Usually, that’s the case. Although thinking about it, my soul 
remained fully intact and was even reincarnated.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then your corpse should have also remained intact. 
Perhaps... right. About your reincarnation—” 


“T also have my suspicions that Sienna might have been involved in it. 
Though I don’t know if that’s the truth just yet.” 


His tomb of all places. Eugene snickered and shook his head. 


“That just gives me even more reason to go looking for Sienna.” 


Chapter 58.1 
19-Years-Old (5) 


If Hamel’s tomb truly existed, then where on earth could it be found? 


‘,..Perhaps Helmuth?’ Eugene recalled the location of the place where 
he had died in his previous life. 


After the Oath of Peace had been sworn three hundred years ago, the 
Demon Kings and the demonfolk had abandoned their invasion plans. 
Even the monsters who had been driven insane by the Whispers of the 
Demon Kings came back to their senses. All the demonic beasts spread 
across the continent with orders to attack people indiscriminately 
returned to Helmuth without leaving even a single one of their 
number behind. 


A hundred years had passed like this. The Demon King of Destruction 
remained as silent as always while the Demon King of Incarceration, 
as the representative of all demonfolk, set about correcting the 
damage they had done. 


Of course, things didn’t go so well. There were too many countries 
that had been destroyed by the demonfolk, leaving too many people 
who had lost someone precious to the demonfolk. So even though the 
Demon King himself came forward and bowed his head in apology, 
the fear and hatred humanity held towards the demonfolk did not 
subside. 


So the Demon King of Incarceration sold out the names of the 
deceased Demon Kings. 


He claimed that even among the Demon Kings, there was a factional 
divide between the doves and the warhawks. He further added that 
the deceased Demon Kings of Fury, Cruelty, and Carnage were the 
members of the warhawk faction, while he was the sole member of 
the dove faction. 


Even the Demon King of Destruction, who had stayed completely 
neutral and kept their silence throughout the war, hadn’t desired this 
war. 


Most of the immediate subordinates of the deceased Demon Kings had 
been killed by the party of heroes, and the few remaining subordinates 
were kept under the complete control of the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


Those Demon Kings were dead anyway. So no matter how much the 
Demon King of Incarceration maligned them, how were these defeated 
and deceased Demon Kings supposed to retaliate against this slander? 


In addition to this steady push of propaganda, the Demon King of 
Incarceration also provided generous financial support. He built a 
grand city on the outskirts of Helmuth for all the refugees who had 
been displaced by the war. For the countries that had suffered the 
most terrible devastation, the Demon King dispatched his own men to 
build new buildings and pave new roads. He also poured huge 
amounts of war reparations into the treasuries of the victimized 
countries. On top of that, the Demon King had purged many 
demonfolk, holding them accountable for these war crimes. 


This continued over the next hundred years—no, in fact, reparations 
for the war were still being handed out. So Helmuth’s neighboring 
countries were still receiving financial support from the Demon King 
even after three hundred years had passed. 


That was how the Devildom of Helmuth was able to become a great 
empire. 


“,..An empire, huh?’ 


Eugene didn’t really consider Helmuth to be a true empire. It was just 
a hell where the different races of demonic beasts, demonfolk, Demon 
Kings, and the black wizards who had sold their souls to the demons 
managed to somehow coexist. 


However, while Eugene might think this way, the rest of the world 
recognized Helmuth as an empire. The neighboring countries that 
continued to receive Helmuth’s support were virtually identical to the 


protectorates of Helmuth. 
The capital of Helmuth was named Pandemonium. 


This was where the castle of the Demon King of Incarceration could be 
found. 


‘There’s no way my tomb could really be in Pandemonium.’ 


How could his body have been laid to rest in the demonfolk-infested 
capital of Helmuth, which was still ruled over directly by the Demon 
King of Incarceration? That just couldn’t be possible. If that indeed 
was where his tomb lay, it was practically an insult to all Hamel had 
done in his life. 


If his companions had actually managed to slay the Demon Kings of 
Incarceration and Destruction and then went on to annihilate all the 
demonfolk living in Helmuth, then he wouldn’t have minded if they 
had built his tomb there. Instead, under these different circumstances, 
he would have been happy to accept such an honor. 


But they had failed. Both the Demon King of Incarceration and the 
Demon King of Destruction were alive and well. 


‘In the first place, did my corpse really survive that curse?’ 


Well, it wasn’t like you strictly needed a corpse to construct a tomb, 
but seeing as Sienna had left her familiar there and become enraged 
that someone had managed to break into the tomb... it looked like his 
corpse really had been hidden away somewhere in this world. 


But where? If it’s a tomb, weren’t they usually built in a place that 
was deeply connected to the deceased person? There was no way it 
would be in the Demon King of Incarceration’s castle, so... 


Eugene suddenly realized, ‘...Could it be in my homeland?’ 


If it’s a place suitable for building a tomb, wasn’t his homeland the 
most likely site? Eugene recalled his homeland, which he had never 
been too attached to in his previous life. 


Hamel’s hometown had been located in the frontier regions of the 
Turas Kingdom. Although he didn’t know what it was like now, it had 
been an extremely unpleasant place to live back in his previous life. 
Monsters frequently emerged from the nearby forests, and pirates 
from the mainland of Turas often came in raiding from across the sea. 


“Sir Eugene?” a voice called out to him. 


Eugene had been in the middle of taking a walk outside of Akron to 
organize his thoughts. As he heard this voice suddenly call out to him, 
Eugene gritted his teeth in annoyance. For some reason, the wizards 
who were showing an interest in him seemed to really like the idea of 
an ‘accidental’ meeting. Was it because they wanted to make the 
meeting seem more casual? But if that was the case, they should at 
least properly hide all the obvious signs. The wizard waiting for him 
had been shuffling around impatiently as if he was just begging to be 
noticed, and when Eugene failed to show any reaction and just 
ignored him, the man had started talking to him anyway. 


“Ts there something you need? At this midnight hour,” Eugene bit out 
impatiently. 


“T was actually following you, Sir Eugene,” the man admitted. 


Still, at least it was fortunate that the man who had come looking for 
him was Balzac Ludbeth and not the Commander of the Court Wizards 
or the Green Tower Master. Balzac walked out from under the magic 
street light and smiled at Eugene. 


“T’ve actually been following you ever since you left Akron. Did you 
not notice, Sir Eugene?” Balzac asked him. 


“T noticed it immediately,” Eugene revealed. “I just kept quiet since 
the Black Tower Master seemingly pretended not to recognize me.” 


“You seem to be in a bad mood,” Balzac observed. 
“Well, what’s new about that,” Eugene scoffed. 


“That’s true. However, it seems that your mood just happens to always 
be bad whenever we happen to meet. Could it really be because of 


me?” Balzac asked politely. 
“Tt seems you’re well aware of the truth,” Eugene nodded. 


He had met the Black Tower Master quite a lot of times during the 
past two years he had spent in Aroth, though they hadn’t really talked 
much whenever they met. Usually, the Black Tower Master was the 
first to try and greet him, and Eugene would exchange a perfunctory 
greeting while showing his blatant displeasure. 


That was all there was to it. They had never once shared a good 
conversation. Fortunately, the Black Tower Master didn’t seem to take 
any offense to Eugene’s attitude, nor did he try to stick to Eugene like 
the Commander of the Court Wizards and the Green Tower Master 
had done. 


Balzac got straight to the point, “I’ve heard that you will be leaving 
Aroth.” 


“Where did you hear that from?” Eugene questioned. 


“Tve heard it said in many places. Sir Eugene, could you really have 
believed that rumors would not flow even after the Red Tower of 
Magic began to prepare a farewell party for you?” Balzac appeared 
surprised. 


“Tt seems that the position of the Black Tower Master is actually pretty 
comfortable since you have so much time to carefully listen to the 
affairs of the other Towers of Magic. Wouldn’t it be better for you to 
use such passion to pay more attention to the activities of your own 
Black Tower of Magic?” Eugene suggested. 


Balzac shrugged, “Even without me getting involved, the wizards of 
the Black Tower of Magic are doing fine on their own. Thanks to that, 
I’m very free.” 


Even though Eugene had openly rebuked him, the Black Tower 
Master’s smile never wavered. Eugene disliked this Black Tower 
Master. Honestly speaking, he hated Balzac and felt disgusted by him. 


During his past two years in Aroth, Eugene had heard various rumors 


about the man several times. Balzac Ludbeth was quite a unique 
individual even compared to the other Tower Masters. 


Decades ago, Balzac hadn’t been a black wizard. Originally, he used to 
be a member of the Blue Tower of Magic, and on top of that, he was 
an outstanding wizard who was almost certain to become the next 
Tower Master. The current Blue Tower Master was Hiridus Euzeland, 
but when Balzac was still in the Blue Tower of Magic, Hiridus had 
always been evaluated to be worse than Balzac. 


Balzac should have risen to become the next Blue Tower Master 
within a few years, but he had suddenly left the Blue Tower of Magic 
and gone to Helmuth. The reason he gave was that he wanted to 
broaden his knowledge of magic. 


Ten years later, Balzac, who returned from Helmuth, had already 
become a Black Wizard. Immediately after returning to Aroth, he 
transferred his membership from the Blue Tower of Magic over to the 
Black Tower of Magic. Then, while winning the recognition of the 
Black Tower Master and receiving the overwhelming support of the 
other black wizards, he rose to become the new Black Tower Master. 


After rising to the position of the Black Tower Master in this manner, 
Balzac didn’t appear to do anything within the environs of Aroth. 
Balzac had even managed to maintain a good relationship with 
Hiridus, who had become the Blue Tower Master, and he reached a 
friendly consensus with the Blue Tower of Magic itself. He showed 
respect to the Royal Family while also being close to the Parliament. 
He also stayed on good terms with both the White Tower of Magic and 
the Green Tower of Magic. 


Chapter 58.2 
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The only Tower that kept its distance from Balzac was the Red Tower 
of Magic, with Lovellian as its Tower Master. And this was only 
because Lovellian truly hated black wizards, not because the Red 
Tower of Magic as a whole held any enmity toward the Black Tower 
of Magic. 


In other words, even though Balzac was a black wizard, he was able to 
get along well with everyone around him. Just from what Eugene had 
seen, Balzac’s approach was extremely sensible. He went so far as to 
bow his head in order to show the Lionheart clan his respect, and he 
didn’t use the influence of the Demon King of Incarceration behind 
him to take control of the situation or place pressure on anyone. 


At first glance, he appeared to be quite a nice black wizard. 


But from Eugene’s point of view, there was simply no such thing as a 
good black wizard. In Eugene’s opinion, the only good black wizards 
were dead corpses or cripples unable to use magic. 


“You must be happy to be so free,” since he wasn’t feeling too good, 
Eugene couldn’t help but be sarcastic. 


Although Eugene was openly frowning at him, Balzac just nodded 
with a grin. 


“And it seems that Sir Eugene, you have it hard with how busy you 
are,” Balzac noted in amusement. 


No, wait. Could Balzac truly just let Eugene’s rudeness pass without a 
comment? It seemed that Balzac was still only human after all, so how 
could he accept being treated this way by someone a lot younger than 
him? Although Eugene didn’t know the reasons for it, this was the first 
time Balzac had responded with anything other than sheer politeness. 


Balzac waved his hand, “Ah, please don’t get me wrong. I didn’t mean 
that to be sarcastic, Sir Eugene.” 


Saying that just made his previous words sound even more sarcastic. 
Eugene didn’t reply immediately and just flatly stared at Balzac. 


Balzac got back to the point of this conversation, “Now then, what 
was I saying? Right, I’ve heard that you will be leaving Aroth the day 
after tomorrow and would then be heading over to Ruhr and 
Nahama.” 


“Tt seems you’ve got quite a lot to say today,” Eugene observed. 


“Tt’s because I have some concerns about you, Sir Eugene,” Balzac 
explained. 


Eugene hesitated, “...Concerns?” 

All of a sudden? Eugene’s brows furrowed as he stared at Balzac. 
Balzac continued, “The Northern Ruhr Kingdom is close to Helmuth.” 
“’,.So why does that matter?” Eugene asked eventually. 


“Tt’s relevant because the Lionheart clan’s influence won’t be able to 
stretch that far,” Balzac warned. “Originally, the Ruhr strictly 
prohibited the entry of all demonfolk and black wizards, but since five 
years ago, the royal family has become especially stubborn about it.” 
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....” Eugene listened quietly. 


“There are a lot of demonfolk in Helmuth. Among them, there are also 
those who seek to go against the will of my master, the Demon King of 
Incarceration. In the first place, the Demon King of Incarceration is 
not the only Demon King who reigns in Helmuth.” 


“By that, do you mean to say that the Demon King of Destruction is 
preparing to make a move?” 


“How could that be?” Balzac shook his head with a short chuckle. 
“That isn’t the case at all. The Demon King of Destruction... well... 
they don’t enjoy violence. Also, they’ve always shown respect to the 
Demon King of Incarceration. If the Demon King of Incarceration isn’t 
making a move, then the Demon King of Destruction also won’t make 
any movements.” 


The Demon King of Destruction was a first-ranked Demon King. 


Recalling some distant memories, Eugene clenched his trembling fists. 
Like their name suggested, the Demon King of Destruction brought 
destruction with him wherever they went. In his past life, the party of 
heroes had never truly confronted the Demon King of Destruction. 


They had only ever seen the Demon King of Destruction moving from 
afar. 


Eugene still couldn’t be sure exactly what he had seen at that moment. 


Was it a black... no... a gray blob? He couldn’t even be sure of that. 
All he knew was that, on the other side of a wide-open plain... he had 
seen that blob of ‘color’ move. The truth was, he couldn’t even be sure 
that that was the Demon King of Destruction. 


But he couldn’t help but believe that it was. 


If something like that wasn’t Destruction, then what on earth could 
even be called destruction? If something like that wasn’t the first- 
ranked Demon King, then what on earth could even be called a 
Demon King? 


That feeling of existential doom had appeared briefly and then 
vanished from the other side of the plains, but everyone who saw it 
had lost consciousness for a moment. 


Let’s go and fight him. We need to slay him. 


No one had said anything like that. If Anise hadn’t uttered a prayer, 
thus calming everyone’s minds... then they might have fallen into an 
unsightly frenzy. 


“ .. However, Sir Eugene, even if the Demon King of Incarceration 
doesn’t move, and the Demon King of Destruction keeps their 
silence... that doesn’t mean that all demonfolk will stay quiet,” 
continued Balzac. 


“.,.Doesn’t that mean your master is lazy and indifferent, Black Tower 
Master?” Eugene asked provocatively. 


However, once again, Balzac didn’t show any displeasure. Instead, he 
just smiled while nodding in agreement. 


“Those words are undeniable. Yes, it’s the truth. The Demon King of 
Incarceration doesn’t suppress the demonfolk under his control to 
keep them from taking independent action. My merciful master, he... 
respects the freedom of all his servants,” Balzac unabashedly praised 
the Demon King. 


Even though this seemed contrary to his name as the Demon King of 
Incarceration. 


“However, my master still clearly draws a line. It doesn’t matter if you 
take advantage of the freedom he offers you, but you alone are 
responsible for the consequences that might arise from your actions. 
Just think of Baron Olpher, the one who tempted young Eward. He 
had to pay for the problems he caused with his own life,” Balzac 
casually brought up a sensitive topic. 
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....” Eugene held his tongue. 


Balzac continued, “Demonfolk are naturally violent. The stronger the 
demonfolk, the more violent they are. And among the demonfolk, 
many are sick of this peace that has been going on for hundreds of 
years. The world might be at peace... but the demonfolk... Ha ha. It 
might sound ridiculous for me to be the one to say this, but the 
demonfolk aren’t a group that can truly be satisfied by peace.” 


“Are you saying that thanks to your Demon King’s indulgence, they 
might be a threat to me?” Eugene clarified. 


“T’m just saying that there may be many demonfolk who think this 
way,” Balzac said as he lowered his voice. He stared at Eugene with a 


smirk in his eyes and continued, “This statement does not just apply to 
the demonfolk serving under the Demon King of Incarceration. The 
silent Demon King of Destruction also has demonfolk serving him. If 
it’s to finally break the silence of their master, they might just be 
willing to do anything.” 


Eugene didn’t reply to this and just glared at Balzac. 


Faced with this silence, Balzac could only continue the conversation, 
“Also, among the high-ranking demonfolk, a few wish to become one 
of the new Demon Kings. Since the original five Demon Kings have 
shrunk down to just two, doesn’t that mean three slots are now 
vacant? Duke Giabella is one who is eagerly eyeing such a position.” 


“Can’t they just hold a vote for it?” Eugene asked as the corner of his 
mouth curled up in a smile. “You can just gather all the demonfolk 
together and nominate new Demon Kings.” 


Balzac seemed amused by his suggestion, “Haha... while it would be 
nice if that were the case; unfortunately, the demonfolk don’t believe 
in holding elections. The demonfolk are a group that would just smash 
the ballot box if they feel that an election wouldn’t go the way they 
want. It’s because they’re like that that they hate peace.” 


“Thank you for this warning.” 


For Eugene, these were just words; he didn’t actually show any 
gratitude by bowing to Balzac. Instead, he stood there casually and 
stared at Balzac. 


“Since you’ve said all this, I might try going to the Ruhr at another 
point in time.” 


With his current skills, was Eugene truly capable of fighting high-level 
demons? 


Eugene believed in his strength, but it wasn’t to the point of 
overconfidence. He also hated the idea of getting into danger because 
he needlessly got involved with something troublesome. He might still 
go there someday, but he only intended to visit Ruhr after he was 
confident that he could handle the danger there. 


‘T also need to pay attention to the matter of the Moonlight Sword,’ Eugene 
reminded himself. 


He had managed to purchase a fragment of the Moonlight Sword at an 
auction house. They had said that the place this fragment was 
discovered was in the Khazad Hills. So in a few years, when he was 
ready to go to Ruhr, he also planned to make a trip to the Khazad 
Hills. 


“As for Nahama... hm,” Balzac trailed off with a thoughtful hum. 


He had already warned Eugene about Ruhr, but it seemed that Balzac 
wasn’t done talking just yet. He pondered something for a few 
moments before smirking. 


“You should be careful in the desert,” Balzac advised. 
Eugene asked, “Because of the sandstorms?” 
“No, because of Amelia Merwin,” Balzac said as he raised his hand. 


With a snap of his fingers, his shadow rose from the ground and 
engulfed Balzac’s hand. 


“But the Demon King of Incarceration has declared the Lionheart clan 
a friend. If Amelia Merwin, who has made a personal contract with 
the Demon King, were to harm me, wouldn’t that make the Demon 
King of Incarceration a liar for calling the clan his friends?” Eugene 
asked. 


Balzac simply answered, “She’s special.” 


Even though Eugene had directly implied that the Demon King of 
Incarceration might be a liar, Balzac still hadn’t dropped his smile. 


Balzac added more detail to his answer, “She was... even before she 
made a contract with the Demon King of Incarceration, she was 
already an amazing black wizard. Haven’t I already told you that the 
Demon King of Incarceration respects his subordinates’ right to 
freedom? Even among all his servants, Amelia Merwin especially 


enjoys a lot of freedom.” 
“'...” Eugene was silent as he processed this. 


“Tf, in the one in a million chance that you do accidentally bump into 
Amelia Merwin, you can try and give her this,” Balzac’s hand was now 
holding up a black envelope which he offered to Eugene. “If you give 
this to her, no matter what you might have done to her, she probably 
won’t harm you.” 


Chapter 58.3 
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“What is this?” Eugene asked. 

“As you can see, it’s just an envelope.” 
“Can I examine its contents?” 

“Feel free.” 


Eugene immediately broke the seal on the envelope as soon as he was 
handed it. However, there was nothing inside. 


“The contents aren’t really necessary, Sir Eugene. What’s important is 
that you will be holding onto a letter that I wrote myself,” Balzac said 
as he waved his fingers with a grin. The broken seal fixed itself and 
reattached as he continued speaking, “I might not be able to handle 
the sort of threats that might show themselves in Ruhr, but I can deal 
with Amelia Merwin’s grudge against you. So if you intend to go to 
Nahama, please take this with you.” 


“.,.What is it that you want from me?” Eugene asked. He couldn’t help 
but be wary of Balzac. 


After having come looking for Eugene to give him a warning about 
going to Ruhr, Balzac had now even handed him a personal letter to 
help deal with a potential threat. Since Balzac was showing Eugene 
such consideration, it was clear that he wanted something in return. 


Instead of answering, Balzac asked, “Do you hate black wizards?” 
Eugene naturally replied, “Of course I hate them.” 


“That hate is unavoidable,” Balzac nodded in understanding. 


“However, I would like it if you could at least hold a little affection 
towards me.” 


“By any chance, are you gay?” Eugene asked bluntly. 


Even the perpetually calm Balzac didn’t seem to have expected him to 
say such a thing. Balzac couldn’t respond immediately as he stared at 
Eugene with his jaw half dropped. 


“ ..Huh?” Balzac eventually managed to grunt in question. 


“Tt’s just a bit suspicious that you’re treating me so well,” Eugene 
explained. “Although I don’t really have any inclinations to that side 
of things, since the Black Tower Master has been so kind to me, I can’t 
help but feel a little distressed and worried.” 


“...Worried?” Balzac gave a strangled yelp. 


“For my chastity, or even... Although I’ve said this already, I have no 
interest in that side of things,” Eugene repeated. 


“’..Hold on. ’'m a little flustered right now,” with a confused 
expression, Balzac adjusted his glasses. “...Please don’t have that sort 
of misunderstanding. It’s just... I only want to build a friendly 
relationship with you, Sir Eugene. Merely... as one human to another. 
Yes. So please don’t get the wrong idea. Isn’t that the case with 
everyone here, not just myself? You might still be young, but we all 
know that you have a lot of potential, Sir Eugene...” 


“For now, I will receive what you’ve given me with gratitude,” Eugene 
hastily stowed the personal letter into the Cloak of Darkness. 
“However, it feels like I won’t be able to repay this favor any time 
soon. So I guess I’ll just be going then.” 


“...Ah, yes,” Balzac seemed relieved. 


“Tf I could, I would have liked to invite you to my farewell party 
tomorrow. Ah, but having said that, please don’t actually show up,” 
Eugene requested. “Although I do truly feel that way, the human mind 
really is an ambiguous and strange thing. At the moment, Id like to 
invite you, but... if I did see the Black Tower Master show up to my 


farewell party tomorrow, I feel like I’d be more upset than pleased by 
it.” 


“.,.1 won’t be going, so please don’t worry about it,” now, Balzac just 
seemed exhausted. 


“T am amazed at the magnanimity of the Black Tower Master at 
having said so. Well then, I will see you later,” with a quick bob of his 
head, Eugene turned around. 


After gazing at Eugene’s receding back, Balzac let out a snort and 
shook his head. 


Even though he spent the last two years living in the Red Tower of 
Magic, the only ones that Eugene had really gotten to know were 
Lovellian and Hera. Thanks to this, while it might be called a farewell 
party, it wasn’t all that grandiose. 


However, the location and the identity of attendees were still quite 
impressive. The party was being held on the top floor of the Red 
Tower of Magic. It wasn’t just Lovellian and Hera there, but the White 
Tower Master, Melkith, the Crown Prince of Aroth, Honein, and the 
Blue Tower Master, Hiridus, were all here as well. 


Including Eugene, that was six people. Although they could have 
invited more, Eugene didn’t want that. He was reluctant to invite that 
overeager Commander of the Court Wizards or the Green Tower 
Master, and the Black Tower Master out of the question from the very 
start. 


“Why did you invite me?” the Blue Tower Master asked Eugene. 


Honein and Melkith had developed good relationships with Eugene. 
However, Hiridus and Eugene had barely said anything to each other. 
Occasionally, when they came across each other within Akron, they 
would exchange casual greetings, and that was it. 


“Tt’s not like we’re completely unfamiliar with each other,” Eugene 
noted. 


“But aren’t you even more familiar with the Tower Masters who aren’t 
here?” 


“Why ask when you already know the answer?” 
Hiridus couldn’t help but smirk at these words. 


“Don’t take your avoidance of the Green Tower Master and the 
Commander of the Court Wizards too far because that will just make 
them even more interested in you,” Hiridus advised Eugene. 


“It looks like the Blue Tower Master isn’t all that interested in me,” 
observed Eugene. 


“Although I am a bit interested, I’m not the type who would disregard 
his own face to try and steal away the Red Tower Master’s disciple,” 
Hiridus admitted. 


“But that’s just what the Green Tower Master keeps trying to do,” 
Eugene smirked. 


“Jeneric has always been extremely greedy. His self-esteem and 
stubbornness have always been stronger than his regard for saving 
face. But try not to hate him too much,” as he said this, Hiridus took a 
sip of wine. 


Then he let out a sigh from deep within his chest as he stared at 
Lovellian talking to Honein. 


‘am a little envious,’ Hiridus admitted to himself. 


Hiridus also had a disciple. As it had been three years since they had 
last met face-to-face, his disciple’s skills should have improved 
compared to when he had last seen them. Although he had once felt 
that his disciple wouldn’t fall short of anyone no matter where they 
went... if he compared his disciple to Eugene, he couldn’t help but feel 
that they were a bit lacking. 


saadee Although I was sure that it would be the case, it looks like you 
haven’t invited Balzac,” Hiridus said eventually. 


Eugene couldn’t deny it, “Yes, well. My master would also be 
displeased by it, so...” 


Eugene felt pleased by the direction this conversation had taken. He 
turned to look at Hiridus with bright eyes. 


“Could I ask what type of person the Black Tower Master is?” Eugene 
asked him. 


“What kind of answer do you want to hear?” Hiridus didn’t seem 
flustered by the sudden question. 


Eugene admitted, “I’ve heard that the Black Tower Master used to be 
part of the Blue Tower of Magic in the past.” 


“So you want to hear about Balzac’s past? Or do you want something 
more recent?” Hiridus continued to ask. 


“Ts there a big difference between the two?” Eugene questioned. 


“They’re not that different. Even in the past, Balzac was mysterious, 
and it was hard to tell what he was thinking. Though that’s still the 
case today...,” Hiridus chuckled as he shook his wine glass. 


Hiridus seemed to be looking dozens of years into the past within his 
swirling wine. 


Haltingly, he began to speak, “...What I still can’t understand is... why 
Balzac left the Blue Tower of Magic. At the time, I was... inferior to 
Balzac. Though I’m afraid that might still be the case.” 


“There’s no way,” Eugene encouraged him. 


“No, I’m speaking seriously. I can say this since I’m from the same 
generation as Balzac. He could have become the most outstanding 
Tower Master in the history of the Blue Tower of Magic. However... I 
guess that wasn’t enough for him. It’s not like I can’t understand why 
that might be. No matter how amazing a human’s magic is, in the end, 
it’s still just a human’s magic. It’s impossible to surpass the magic of a 
Demon King,” though after having said this, Hiridus burst into 


laughter. “Of course, that’s not an absolute. Because there’s the Wise 
Sienna as the exception to this. That’s why I have to ask, Eugene, just 
how much have you been able to understand about Lady Sienna’s 
magic?” 


“You're really asking me if I truly understood it? I just made sure to 
observe it diligently,” Eugene said humbly. 


“However, you must have gotten something. But don’t worry about 
telling me since I have no intention of spying on your research,” 
Hiridus assured him before falling silent for a moment, lost in thought. 


When he came out of it, he said, “...So I’ve heard that you’re going to 
Nahama.” 


“Yes,” Eugene confirmed. 


“The desert is a harsh place,” Hiridus warned him. “It’s hot, and there 
are a lot of sandstorms. This is important advice, so make sure not to 

forget it. If you insist on going to Nahama, make sure to hide the fact 
that you’re a Lionheart once you’ve entered.” 


“My master also told me to do that,” Eugene reported. 


Hiridus provided some more information, “Currently, things there are 
unsettled. Lately, the Assassins of Nahama have been seen wandering 
around during the day rather than solely at night. Hopefully, they 
won’t try to persecute you just because the Lionheart clan is part of 
the Kiehl empire, but... there’s nothing wrong with keeping your 
guard up regardless, right?” 


“Tl be sure to keep your words in mind.” 


Eugene had no intention of ignoring the old wizard’s advice. It’s not 
like his words were meant to insult Eugene. Hiridus had said this 
because he was worried about Eugene. In the same vein, Eugene also 
had no intention of ignoring Balzac’s advice. 


Eugene judged, ‘If there is a scheme going on, rather than Molon, Anise 
should be the one behind it.’t4] 


Most recently, one hundred years ago, Molon had been sighted 
attending the ceremony to commemorate the founding of Ruhr. 


But Eugene couldn’t even imagine how Molon, that fool, might have 
had anything to do with his reincarnation. 


1. Just a small reminder from a previous chapter that Anise was last 
seen in the desert of Nahama. That’s why Eugene feels like it’s more 
important to go to Nahama than to Ruhr, since he is inclined to 

believe that she knows more about his reincarnation than Molon. = 


Chapter 59.1 
The Desert (1) 


No matter how you looked at it, a cloak bristling with fur stood out in 
a sweltering desert. 


But the solution to this was simple. Among the various enchantments 
built into it, the Cloak of Darkness also had a simple transfiguration 
enchantment. It was only at the level of removing the fur and 
reducing its thickness, but that alone was enough. In this Nahama 
desert, where sandstorms blew constantly and the temperature 
dropped to below freezing at night, there were many travelers who 
wore such clothes. 


‘Although it would reduce its dignity.’ 


But this wasn’t Eugene’s opinion. Melkith El-Haya, the original owner 
of this cloak, had informed him about the transfiguration enchantment 
while adding these words at the end. 


Naturally, Eugene didn’t care in the slightest about reducing the 
cloak’s dignity. 


“Aroth and Kiehl really are first-world countries,” Eugene muttered to 
himself as he brushed the sand out of his hair. 


The reason Aroth was called the Magic Kingdom wasn’t just because 
of the Five Towers of Magic and all the wizards congregating in that 
country. It was also because everyone in the country was extremely 

familiar with the use of magic. 


Aroth used magic for all kinds of things. From the floating stations 
and flying carriages soaring through the sky to the magically created 
street lamps that illuminated the ground below. Except for Helmuth, 
Aroth was the only country that was integrated with magic to this 
level. 


No other country was as familiar with magic as Aroth. This fact stood 
out most strongly in the matter of warp gates. It may have been 
difficult to make all of those warp gates that connected the sprawling 
streets of Aroth, but maintaining them was even more challenging. 


Since Aroth was chock-full of excellent wizards, it was possible for 
them to maintain these hundreds of warp gates, but other countries 
weren’t able to do the same. 


Honestly speaking, even if they could, they wouldn’t do it. Although 
warp gates were convenient, their installation came with several risks. 
Even in modern times, dozens of people died each year, disappeared, 
or lost their minds due to warp failure. 


Here, for example, there weren't that many warp gates in his current 
location of the Desert Kingdom Nahama. The few warp gates that 
existed were reserved for the country’s high-ranking nobles, and 
foreigners were not permitted to use them. 


Of course, if he used the Lionheart name, it was possible for Eugene to 
get permission to use these warp gates. However, since not only his 
master, Lovellian, but even the Blue Tower Master had advised him 
against it, Eugene had no intention of revealing his family name any 
time soon. 


“Ptew.” 


Eugene spat out the sand stuck to his lips and inserted his hand into 
his cloak. He pulled out two pieces of paper from among the various 
things stored within the cloak. 


One of them was a map of all the restaurants that specialized in 
serving cactus scorpions that Hera had hurriedly prepared for Eugene 
when she had heard that he was going to Nahama to sample the 
cactus scorpions. 


Although Eugene felt grateful for this, it was useless to him. Because 
he hadn’t come here to this swelteringly-hot, constantly-sandy desert 
just to do something like eating some scorpions. Still, as he felt 
grateful for her kindness, Eugene couldn’t just throw it away. 


The other piece of paper was a map of Nahama that he had received 
from Lovellian. It wasn’t just any ordinary map. It was a magical map 
that had been linked to the spatial coordinates of wherever Eugene 
was standing, allowing him to know precisely where in the world he 
was. 


Currently, Eugene was in the western end of Nahama. If he went quite 
a ways north from here, he would eventually arrive in Turas. 


Usually, if he was hoping to look for his lost tomb, Eugene should 
have sought entry into the borders of Turas to visit his hometown. 
However, there was no longer any need for that. 


Three hundred years was a very long time. The Nahama Desert was 
gradually expanding its territory during this time. About once every 
few decades, horrendous sandstorms appeared here sporadically, 
advancing unnaturally and engulfing the lands beyond the desert. 


After three hundred years of this, Hamel’s hometown, the village in 
the frontier region of Turas, had already become part of the desert. 


Turas was just a small kingdom. They had no choice but to retreat in 
the face of these calamitous sandstorms and the desertification of the 
land, so these desert expansions inevitably became new territory for 
Nahama. 


‘I guess that’s one way of conquering another country,’ Eugene mused. 
And with this method, there was no real need to go to war. 


Only an idiot would be ignorant of the fact that humans were behind 
the desertification caused by these sandstorms. The ones responsible 
for these sandstorms weren’t as infamous as the black wizards, but 
even three hundred years ago, they were already fairly notorious. 


In the era when the Demon Kings were gathering their power, the 
demonic beasts were being spread throughout the world, and the 
monsters were being driven mad. Some countries gathered their 
troops to face the Demon Kings, while other countries gathered their 
troops to take advantage of the opportunities left by this chaos. 


Nahama was one of the latter. They took advantage of the war and 
stationed their troops on their border with the Kiehl Empire. If 
Vermouth hadn’t come to Kiehl, Nahama would have been able to 
invade Kiehl and ascend into the ranks of empires. 


Nahama was a country that Eugene hadn’t particularly liked even in 
his previous life, but even after three hundred years had passed, his 
impression of them hadn’t improved in the slightest. This wasn’t 
because he had lost his hometown to them, however. On the contrary, 
he even felt a little grateful to Nahama for this. 


Thanks to that, Eugene had no need to try and cross the borders into 
two countries. 


There were a few things bothering Eugene. 


The first was the desert. The heat was no big deal, but the non-stop 
gusts of sand felt like shit. 


Fortunately, Eugene’s situation wasn’t too bad, thanks to the Storm 
Sword Wynnyd. Using the sword, Eugene was able to summon wind 
spirits who helped him shed all of this sand without having to take a 
bath. 


However, the gusts of sand weren’t the only problem in this desert. 
The desert was both vast and barren. No matter where you turned to 
look, there was only sand. After passing by the warp gate on the 
western border, he hadn’t seen a single village, let alone a city. 


This didn’t really matter that much. He already had a map that would 
keep him from losing his way even in this vast desert, and he had 
plenty of food and water packed in his cloak. 


As for the lack of shelter? Well, that certainly might be a difficult 
challenge for a young master of the prestigious Lionheart clan who 
had grown up in the lap of luxury; but for Hamel, who had been 
forced to live the life of a wanderer from a young age, he was already 
used to it. So even though the desert was cold as hell at night, when 
he lay down covered by the Cloak of Darkness, Eugene was actually 


put into a cheerful mood as he recalled the good old days. 
‘It’s nice to be able to see the stars so clearly,’ Eugene thought positively. 


Wrapped up in his cloak, Eugene stared up at the night sky. Although 
the night skies of Kiehl and Aroth were also quite beautiful, they 
couldn’t compare to the sky of a desert without a single source of 
illumination. 


If it weren’t for those bastards hovering in the distance, he would have 
been in an even better mood to appreciate the night sky than he was 
now. 


‘How many days has it been?’ Eugene wondered. 


It was about four days after he had passed through the final city’s 
western gate. 


Usually, when crossing a desert, normal people would never think of 
doing it alone. At the gate, which all foreigners needed to go through 
in order to leave the city, there were a lot of travelers looking for 
companions to cross the desert together. That way, they could 
cooperate with each other, or even form a temporary caravan. They 
could also collectively hire guides and escorts familiar with the desert. 


These were some of the safest ways to cross the desert, but Eugene 
didn't choose any of them. Instead, he decided to just cross the desert 
all by himself, and that was literally what he did. Without even riding 
a camel, he set out to cross the desert by relying solely on his own 
body. This was because Eugene had judged that walking on his own 
two feet would actually be faster than riding a camel. 


Back to the present, Eugene thought to himself, ‘Are they really 
thieves?’ 


That had been his first suspicion. But for thieves, their behavior was 
strange. They had been following behind Eugene since two days ago, 
but instead of attacking him to steal his belongings, they had just kept 
following Eugene’s trail while maintaining a long distance between 
him and them. 


‘Identity cards are convenient, but at times like this, they sure are a fucking 
pain.’ 


Three hundred years ago, fake IDs were common. As long as you 
handed the guards a few pennies along with an identity badge you 
picked up from somewhere, you could easily pass through any gate 
you liked. However, in this day and age, since it was common for 
identification cards to be linked with your blood, it wasn’t so easy to 
forge one’s identity. 


Since it was so hard, and things would just get annoying if he got 
caught, Eugene had decided to forego such an attempt. 


‘So who are they?’ 


Eugene had had no choice but to present his real ID at the city gate. 
He had also given quite a bit of money to the person in charge who 
had been on the verge of making a fuss about it. Eugene had thought 
that he’d managed to convince the guy with his threats and bribery to 
just keep quiet and let him through, but it looked like that damn 
bastard had just pocketed his money and then reported it to his 
superiors. 


That was probably why he now had a tail. Being a member of a 
prestigious family wasn’t always a convenience. 


With a click of his tongue, Eugene took out his map. For the past four 
days since he had left Kajitan, he had moved quite quickly. This body 
of his didn’t tire easily, and his mana was also up to snuff. Thanks to 
that, he was able to move faster than he would have while riding a 
camel. If he kept up this pace, Eugene would arrive at his past life’s 
hometown in three days at the very latest. 


But he had no intention of dragging this troublesome tail home with 
him. 


Eugene had left them alone for the past two days to better check their 
intentions, but since these guys were keeping quiet, it looked like he 
would need to make them speak up, even if that meant using force. 


Chapter 59.2 
The Desert (1) 


“T really am amazed whenever I see it. Isn’t that guy cold?” Laman 
clicked his tongue in astonishment as he lowered the telescope. 


They had been following Eugene at a distance for the past two days, 
but that boy from the Lionheart clan seemed to be so naive and 
ignorant that it was difficult to believe that he was a young master 
from a prestigious family. 


Eugene hadn't even brought an escort with him. Well, Laman had 
heard that the Lionheart clan was a famous martial clan and that the 
boy showed exceptional talent even among the other Lionhearts of his 
generation. Although he was born from a collateral line, he had been 
adopted into the main family due to some kind of Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony... 


Well, whatever. It wasn’t like Laman really held an interest in all of 
that. No matter how amazing the Lionheart clan was, the person they 
were following was just a nineteen-year-old brat. And as rumors were 
usually just exaggerations of the truth, Laman was more afraid of 
failing his master’s orders than he was of a young master from a 
distant, foreign country. 


“T think it might be some kind of a ritual,” Laman’s lieutenant 
speculated. 


“A ritual?” Laman repeated. 


The man continued, “Didn’t they say that he’s almost reached the age 
where he’s going to be regarded as an adult? Our tribe sends young 
men who are about to reach adulthood on a journey away from the 
tribe.” 


“What’s so special about that? Our tribe’s coming-of-age ceremony 


was also like that. Most of the tribes living in this desert have similar 
coming-of-age ceremonies,” Laman replied with a snort of derision. 
“So what? You think that boy is challenging the desert to prove that 
he’s a man?” 


“If that’s not the case, then what other reason could there be for such 
actions? He doesn’t light any fires or pitch any tents and just keeps 
walking through the desert from morning to night... hunting whatever 
monsters he encounters... We’ve only been watching him for so long, 
but the boy’s behavior does seem no different from a person going 
through one of our desert tribe’s coming-of-age ceremonies.” 


“You’re saying that someone from the Kiehl Empire’s Lionheart clan 
would really come all the way to this desert just for a coming-of-age 
ceremony?” 


“T don’t know his reasons, but remember what our master told us? He 
said we should not allow that boy to enter the Kazani desert.” 


That was their master’s only order. Although even Laman hadn’t been 
made aware of the reasons for this order, Laman had no intention of 
rudely speculating about their master’s order. 


“Let’s just get some sleep ourselves as well,” Lamana ordered. “After 
all, that hardworking boy is sure to get back on the move early in the 
morning.” 


“Tt seems that the Lionheart clan really is amazing as they say it is. 
There’s no way he could be familiar with the desert, but he’s already 
able to walk so fast. Anyone looking at him would believe that he was 
born in the desert—” Laman’s talkative lieutenant couldn’t finish what 
he was saying. As he turned to look behind Laman, his mouth fell 
wide open. 


Unable to understand why his lieutenant had such a shocked 
expression, Laman also turned his head to look. Then, Laman’s jaw 
also dropped just like his lieutenant’s. 


For behind Laman was the approaching figure of Eugene Lionheart. 


While following Eugene for the past two days, they had quickly 


learned that the boy was able to travel incredibly fast, even though 
Eugene wasn’t riding a camel, nor was he equipped for such a desert 
crossing. 


He only had one cloak, and his shoes were an ordinary pair that might 
be seen being worn just about anywhere, but even so, that boy was 
able to run across the sandy desert like his feet were stepping on hard, 
flat ground. And that was the case even now. 


No, could such a speed really be called running? For a moment, 
Laman was forced to question what he was seeing. 


Since they hadn’t wanted Eugene to notice that they were tracking 
him, Laman and his men had stayed at a good distance. Far enough 
away that they shouldn’t have been able to be seen without using a 
telescope. They hadn’t neglected to blend in with the terrain either. 
Even now, Laman and his men were keeping low behind the ridge of a 
sand dune. 


But even so... 


A pure white flame could be seen clearly weaving through the 
darkness. This was the first time he had seen it in person, but even 
Laman had heard all about that famous mana flame. It symbolized the 
Lionheart clan’s White Flame Formula, the dazzlingly white lion’s 
mane. 


“G-get back!” Laman shouted the order. 


Their master hadn’t given them orders to confront that boy, so it was 
best to withdraw. But how—no—since when had that young man 
noticed them? 


Eugene was charging directly towards them, at far too fast a speed. 
The reasonable distance that they had kept no longer seemed so 
reasonable. For now, Laman could only pull out his kukri from his 
side. 


‘Like I thought, they aren’t assassins,’ Eugene decided upon seeing them. 


There were two particularly famous and powerful forces in Nahama. 


The Sand Shamans and the Assassins. Looking at their level of stealth 
and clothing, Eugene’s followers didn’t seem like assassins. Judging by 
their clothes, they appeared no different from ordinary travelers 
attempting to cross the desert, but that was likely their disguise. 


Laman’s face stiffened as he screamed, “Stop!” 


He realized that it was too late for them to retreat. The boy had 
approached faster than expected. 


‘Stop? Did he really just try to tell me what to do? Why should I?’ 


Eugene didn’t respond to Laman’s cry. He was curious to see who his 
followers were. He also wanted to know what they were scheming by 
following behind him like this. 


He might have been able to find out by greeting them with a smile 
and chatting about this and that, but Eugene hadn’t even given any 
consideration to such a method in the first place. If something like 
that could actually work, why would they try to follow him secretly? 


Laman gritted his teeth. He had clearly stated his demand, but the 
other side wasn’t listening. Had they been mistaken for thieves? Since 
the other side was already attacking them, it was too late for them to 
try and resolve the misunderstanding through dialogue. Their master 
had told them to secretly follow the boy’s trail. If they wanted to carry 
out his command properly, then instead of trying to resolve the 
confusion, it would be better to allow this confusion to continue. 


‘Let’s just allow him to believe that we’re thieves,’ Laman decided. 


They just needed to subdue the boy first, then they would steal a 
moderate amount of money and leave. This method wasn’t the 
cleanest way to go about it, but perhaps this mugging would convince 
this boy to return the way he had come. 


To Laman, this didn’t seem like such a bad outcome. If that boy had 
continued to head forwards without changing his direction tomorrow, 
then Laman would have had to intervene in some form anyway. 
Laman’s mana covered his kukri in a gray sword-force. 


Eugene’s eyes lit up as he spotted this sight. Being able to create 
sword-force, which was the next level up from sword-light, meant that 
his opponent was a fairly skilled warrior. 


‘It’s been quite a while,’ Eugene thought with anticipation. 


In the last two years, Eugene had spent most of his time breathing in 
the smell of ink rather than the scent of blood, and he had usually 
been holding a pen and paper instead of a sword or other weapons. As 
a result, his brain had been seeing a lot more use than his body. 
Although he had made sure to work out in the laboratories every day, 
he had spent much more time learning magic and working on his 
thesis. 


Moreover, while working out in the laboratories, Eugene was always 
on his own. While back at the Lionheart’s main estate, he’d had Cyan, 
Gilead, Gion, and other knights to serve as his sparring partners. 


It had been two years since he last fought seriously with someone like 
this. 


Eugene felt delighted by this surprising realization. Learning magic 
had certainly been fun, but in both his previous life and his current 
one, Eugene found moving his body to be even greater fun. 


Laman had shown off his sword-force, but he didn’t take a swing. He 
had only taken out his sword in order to display a bit of a threat and 
get Eugene to stop. 


But soon, Laman realized things weren’t working out as he intended. 


That nineteen-year-old youth from the Lionheart clan was still 
charging at their group of ten, despite this being a desert with no one 
around to help him. 


Even on this dark night and with Laman clearly displaying the 
existence of his sword-force right in front of him, Eugene didn’t show 
even a trace of fear. Instead, he seemed to be somehow amused as the 
corners of his mouth were lifted in a smile. 


Seeing this smile, Laman knew that he could no longer think of his 


opponent as a youth who had yet to experience his coming-of-age 
ceremony. This was definitely a young lion who had grown strong 
enough to lead his own pride. 


The Cloak of Darkness fluttered around Eugene's shoulders as he ran, 
covering his arms and making them difficult to see. 


As Laman shuffled backward, he raised his kukri a little higher. 
Boom! 


With a thundering clap from Eugene’s cloak, a white light split apart 
the darkness. With a grunt, Laman swung his kukri. It wasn’t just a 
half-hearted slash meant to act as a deterrent. Laman had instinctively 
felt that doing so wouldn’t be safe, and he was soon proven correct. 


Ching! 


A silverish-blue blade leaped out of Eugene’s cloak and collided with 
Laman’s kukri. Or at least, Laman had expected a collision. But he was 
wrong. Rather than an equal collision, he was struck with an 
overwhelming force. Laman’s kukri was wrenched upward, and his 
wrists and arms were now throbbing with pain. 


“Ugh...!” 


Laman quickly threw himself backward with a gasp. The clash was 
over in an instant, but his men were already moving. His lieutenant, 
who was slightly behind him, was already holding up his own kukri. 


The lieutenant quickly rushed forward to face Eugene in place of the 
retreating Laman. But as he was rushing forward, he suddenly froze. 
Because Eugene was now holding a loaded crossbow in his left hand. 


But when did Eugene get an opening to pull it out? Until just now, his 
left hand had been empty. 


Shshsh! 


As he slid down the sand dune, Eugene kept his crossbow raised. 


The lieutenant couldn’t tear his gaze away from the bolt aimed 
precisely at his chest. He wouldn't have been so afraid if it had just 
been for the bolt. The lieutenant was a skilled warrior who could even 
catch an arrow when it was flying at him. 


However, he couldn’t do anything about the sand beneath him 
suddenly swallowing his feet. 


‘A spell!’ 


There was no incantation. The spell had just activated suddenly. The 
lieutenant quickly attempted to pull himself free, but Eugene’s spell 
didn’t just stop at collapsing the ground beneath him. Led by mana, 
the sand formed into dozens of tentacles that wrapped around the 
lieutenant’s legs. 


“How dare you!” 


Laman’s other subordinates also charged forwards. Only then did 
Eugene loosen his crossbow. 


Twang! 


The lieutenant wasn’t able to avoid the bolt. Fortunately, its head only 
pierced his shoulder, not his chest, but no matter where it had hit, 
getting shot by a crossbow bolt still hurt. 


Eugene hadn’t just unleashed a crossbow bolt. Dozens of magic 
missiles also flashed through the darkness alongside it. 


It was only then that Eugene spoke up, “Who are you?” 
Laman wasn’t able to respond immediately. 


Right now, the only ones still standing on their feet were Eugene and 
Laman. 


Chapter 60 
The Desert (2) 


If he was just going to ask them that, why didn’t he try talking to 
them first? What kind of thug would just assault them out of nowhere 
to get his questions answered? These questions ran through Laman’s 
mind as he glared at Eugene. 


Although Laman was listening to these questions, he still didn’t lower 
his guard. Laman wasn’t able to spot any openings on Eugene as he 
stood there in a slightly crooked stance. 


Eugene had also been able to cross that long distance in an instant and 
had been able to knock back Laman’s sword-force with just a swing of 
his own sword from an unstable position. To top it off, Eugene had 
shown his skillful use of magic without any incantations. 


Taken together, it was unbelievable. 


Laman gulped nervously. Objectively speaking, Laman was an 
exceptional warrior. At least in this region, there was no warrior 
better than Laman. But it was exactly because of this that Laman 
couldn’t help but be wary. 


Laman shuffled backward in order to widen his field of view. This 
allowed him to observe the state of his defeated subordinates. 
Although no one had died, they weren’t in good condition either. His 
men had gotten their bones broken by the magic missiles, and his 
lieutenant had a crossbow bolt stuck in one shoulder while being 
bound by tentacles of sand. 


“Aren’t you going to answer me?” 


Even as Eugene impatiently asked such a question, the tentacles of 
sand didn’t disappear. Dozens of magic missiles were also still 
hovering above Laman’s fallen subordinates. How was Eugene able to 


wield a sword even as he maintained multiple spells? And all while 
showing not a single opening? 


Laman may not have learned any magic, but even he knew that what 
Eugene was doing currently required an impossible level of skill for a 
nineteen-year-old. 


“...We’re thieves,” Laman eventually confessed. 


“Tt seems that Nahama is quite the powerful country,” Eugene scoffed 
as the corners of his mouth twisted up in a wry grin. “After all, the 
leader of a group of measly bandits, with less than ten members, is 
actually able to give off sword-force from his blade. If a bandit group 
of this size is at that level, that must mean a gang of bandits with 
more than a hundred people will have at least ten men who can exert 
sword-force.” 


cc 


....” Laman stayed silent. 


Eugene continued, “And how strong must the soldiers be to be able to 
suppress such bandits? That’s quite amazing. If they have that kind of 
military power, won’t Nahama be able to unify the continent?” 


Laman tried to come up with an excuse, “As thieves, we’re just... a 
little special...” 


“Hey, old man. I’m telling you, stop with your bullshit and just speak 
honestly,” Eugene said with a snicker. 


Having said this, Eugene confidently strode forward, but Laman 
couldn’t retreat any further. 


“Truth is, I don’t really need you to answer me. You can keep silent if 
you like. Because I have my own ways of making you talk,” Eugene 
menaced. 


Was this really a young master of the prestigious Lionheart clan? 
Although his face was that of a youth’s, the words spilling from his 
mouth sounded like they could have come from the type of mercenary 
one would find at a pub. On top of that, there was Eugene’s gaze. It 
was blatantly exuding killing intent. How was it possible for a flower 


grown in a greenhouse to give off a killing intent like that? 
“_..Just who the hell are you?” 


Although Laman knew this was a strange question, he couldn’t help 
but feel the need to ask it. 


“T don’t know what you mean by that,” Eugene responded. “You 
should have known who I was before you started following me. Isn’t 
that right?” 


“’.. You’re Eugene Lionheart,” Laman finally admitted. 


Eugene confirmed, “That’s right, it seems you’re well aware of my 
identity.” 


“But are you really... Eugene Lionheart?” 
“If not, then who else could I be?” 


As Eugene spat out these words, he kicked off the ground. The sand 
from the dune burst up and exploded in all directions. But there was 
no way that Laman could lose sight of Eugene’s figure even in the 
countless grains of sand. 


Or at least that was what he thought. 


Eugene’s figure disappeared in an instant. Such a movement was 
impossible with just speed alone. Laman’s senses didn’t miss the fact 
that the mana in the air had fluctuated. He quickly turned and swung 
his kukri to the side. 


‘Even Blink?’ Laman exclaimed as he moved instinctively. 
Tching! 


His kukri clashed against Wynnyd. Although Wynnyd’s blade was thin, 
it was covered in a dense layer of mana. This was sword-force. 


Laman couldn’t be sure of it from only their first clash, but now he 
was certain of his suspicion. For Eugene’s mana to not be scattered 
when his sword collided with Laman’s own blade of sword-force could 
only mean that Eugene was using sword-force as well. 


There was no time for Laman to be astonished by this fact. He still 
needed to pay attention to other things, even with Eugene right in 
front of him. Laman felt a chill running down his back as a magic 
missile that had been hidden in the cloud of sand flew towards his 
blindspot. 


Magic Missile was only a First Circle spell. It was a spell that just 
about anyone who called themselves a wizard could use, but even 
when their Circles increased, most still favored Magic Missile as an 
attack spell due to its ease of use. Magic missiles could be cast with 
just a small amount of mana, and their trajectory could be changed at 
will depending on their caster’s mana control. 


And mana control was something that Eugene had been skilled in ever 
since his previous life. Eugene’s mind was capable of guiding each 
projectile individually, and the Ring Flame Formula amplified the 
power of every projectile. Laman couldn’t afford to ignore such an 
attack. 


Mana burst out from Laman’s core. Grayish-white mana wrapped 
around his body. This was a Mana Shield. Since it was just a technique 
meant to coat someone’s body with the mana that they possessed, the 
use of this defensive technique wasn’t differentiated between a wizard 
and a warrior. But its defensive power varied greatly depending on 
the user’s level of strength. 


Usually, a mana shield constructed by a warrior of Laman’s level 
should be able to laugh off a blow from a First Circle offensive spell. 
However, Laman’s body shook as he felt a heavy shockwave coming 
from behind him. As Laman was forced to stagger forwards, Eugene’s 
sword pierced through the opening this had created. 


“Ugh ! ” 


At first, Laman thought that he’d been cut. But he wasn’t. Eugene’s 
sword just lightly grazed the surface of the mana shield that Lamana 
had erected. 


It had to have been deliberate. Eugene had purposely held back. 
Laman’s eyes widened in anger. 


“How dare you insult me!” Laman roared and violently swung his 
kukri. 


Each time his kukri, which was curved in the shape of a crescent 
moon, sliced through the air, it created a distinctive whooshing noise. 


Although Laman swung his kukri like this dozens of times, he wasn’t 
able to make any contact with Eugene. Just by shuffling his feet 
slightly, Eugene could easily evade Laman’s blade. 


Usually, there was no way that Laman would grow tired just from 
swinging his sword like this. However, Laman’s breathing was 
gradually getting heavier and heavier. 


It was because of the mounting pressure. Even when he swung his 
sword with all his might, Laman still couldn’t hit Eugene, and the 
youth from the Lionheart clan was no longer smiling like he was 
before. His calm eyes weren’t showing any traces of agitation. Even in 
the face of slashes that could cost him his life with just a touch, 
Eugene was still able to stay so calm. 


All of this was putting pressure on Laman. On top of that, it wasn’t 
just Eugene that he needed to pay attention to. Laman didn’t know 
when another spell might come flying at his back. He could also be 
sucked into the ground like his lieutenant. Or something might even 
fall on his head from above. 


The range of Laman’s guard needed to be increased for each variety of 
attacks that Eugene had shown. This limited what actions Laman was 
capable of. He couldn’t afford to take risks. 


Just as Laman was on the verge of panting for breath, Eugene jokingly 
offered, “How about I don’t use magic?” 


These words caused the hair on Laman’s head to stand up in rage. This 
was the first time he had ever been so insulted. 


“Kaaaaaah!” Laman burst out in a shrill cry. 


The sword-force wrapped around his kukri intensified in strength. He 
was going to kill Eugene. Although Laman’s master hadn’t ordered 
him to do so, his warrior’s pride that had been insulted was more 
important than his master’s orders. 


‘Now things are looking up,’ Eugene smirked to himself. 


Not only had it been a few years since he’d used his body like this, but 
this was also the first time for Eugene’s reincarnated body to face an 
opponent who could output his sword-force like this. Whenever he 
sparred with Gilead, Gion, and the other knights of the main estate, 
they didn’t use sword-light or sword-force for fear of possible injuries. 


As such, Eugene wanted to see what this man could do. This old guy 

facing him had been too cautious in his attacks after claiming he was 
a thief. With toothless blows like those, no matter how much Laman 

swung his sword, Eugene would suffer flesh wounds at most. 


Now though, there was some weight to Laman’s blows. Smirking, 
Eugene swung his shoulders, and his arms shook as he sprang into 
action. 


Bambambam! 


Grains of sand were sent flying with each step Laman was forced to 
take back, and drops of blood dripping from his cuts mixed in with the 
sand. Even though he was seeing it personally, Laman still couldn’t 
believe what was happening to his body. 


‘These cuts,’ Laman winced. 


How many times has it been? Laman’s whole body was stinging in 
pain. The cuts weren’t deep, only skin deep at most. Neither his bones 
nor his muscles had been broken by these blows. Was it a miracle that 
they were all shallow? No, the truth was, Eugene was holding back on 
him. Laman’s beard trembled in agitation. 


“Kiaaah!” Laman roared once more and charged at Eugene. 


However, the results of this attempt weren’t much different from those 
that had come before. 


By the time Laman had finished taking a step forward, Wynnyd had 
already made dozens of slashes. Eugene’s sword was unbelievably 
quick. But the even more alarming thing was that none of the cuts 
made by his sword overlapped. This meant that the youth wasn’t just 
swinging his sword haphazardly; he knew exactly where his sword 
was going and where each of his blows would land. 


‘The intensity of his mana. His magic. And even... his swordsmanship... 
How on earth does someone like this exist?’ Laman thought resentfully, 
cursing the heavens for their unfairness. 


As blood poured down his body, Laman rushed at Eugene once more. 
Eugene just snorted at Laman’s show of bravery. 


Kwaaah! 


A cloud of sand was sent flying with a boom, and Laman was left 
panting in the middle of the aftermath. He had squeezed out the last 
of his sword-force in a single instant, erupting into a large explosion. 
However, even with this, he hadn’t been able to touch Eugene. 


“Don’t you need to take care of your subordinates,” Eugene chided 
him. 


The voice was coming from behind him. As Laman felt a chill run 
down his spine, he spun around to look back. 


Laman saw his lieutenant and the other soldiers under his command 
floating in the air. Eugene casually threw them aside and tucked 
Wynnyd into his cloak. 


“What... do you think... you’re doing?” Laman gasped out. 


“Can’t you tell just by looking at it? ’'m putting away my sword,” 
Eugene stated the obvious. 


“T still haven’t been defeated!” Laman insisted. 


Eugene shrugged, “I know.” 

Pop pop pop. 

Eugene cracked his knuckles as he walked over to Laman. 

“So I’m going to defeat you now,” Eugene declared. 

“Kaaaah!” Laman rushed at him with another scream. 

Eugene ducked under the slash that flew at him and clenched his fist. 
Pow! 


A fist covered in mana crashed through Laman’s mana shield and 
drove into his side. 


“Kagh ! ” 


Laman’s breath was driven out of him, but the assault didn’t stop 
there. Eugene skillfully swayed his body backward and then, for the 
sake of fairness, slammed his fist into Laman’s other side as well. A 
blow to Laman’s stomach came after that one. 


When Laman staggered, unable to endure the pain, Eugene 
immediately swung his leg and kicked the outside of Laman’s thigh. 
Eugene wouldn’t allow Laman to fall with just that. He grabbed 
Laman by the collar and held him up. Then he swung his fist up into 
Laman’s jaw twice. When Laman was about to vomit, Eugene slammed 
his chin upwards, preventing Laman from opening his mouth. 


Laman choked, “Gah...” 


Laman felt himself losing consciousness, but he was still holding on to 
his kukri. He tried to swing his kukri to somehow change this 
situation, but it didn’t work out. 


Eugene just grabbed Laman’s wrist and twisted it. Then, with his other 
hand, he grabbed Laman’s head. 


Using his sword first and then putting it away—this wasn’t because 
Eugene had the intention of sparing Laman. It was all to show off a 
blatant disregard for Laman as a threat and thus break his will. 
Eugene was demonstrating that he could crush someone like Laman 
with just his bare hands. 


Having seen the truth of this, Laman’s will was immediately broken. 
Compared to being sliced dozens of times with the sword, being 
beaten up by the fists of a nineteen-year-old youth was much more 
painful and depressing. 


“Hold—” on is what Laman wanted to say. 
But Eugene didn’t bother to allow Laman to finish. 
Bang! 


Laman’s head was spiked into the sand. Since the ground wasn’t that 
hard, Eugene didn’t have to worry about cracking Laman’s head in 
two. 


‘T still don’t know who’s behind these guys,’ Eugene reminded himself. 


The situation was different from when Eugene had dealt with the 
black wizard in Aroth. This was a foreign country—a place where 
Eugene didn’t even have Lovellian to look out for him. If the one 

behind this old guy was at the very least a noble of Nahama, this 

might turn into a political fiasco. 


He didn’t want to put any more wrinkles onto Gilead’s already 
troubled and worn-out face. 


That said, Eugene wasn’t going to be excessively merciful either. 
Bang, bang, bang! 


Eugene slammed Laman’s head into the sand a few more times. 
Laman’s already broken will was utterly crushed. With the bitter taste 
of the sand entering his eyes, nose, and lips, Laman’s tears and blood 
turned the sand into mud. 


Laman stammered, “S-stop...” 


Laman knew that he was really going to die. And he wasn’t going to 
die fighting with honor but instead be left dead in a barren patch of 
the desert while pretending to be a thief. The realization of this was 
terrible, and so was the pain he was in. In a shaking voice, Laman 
could barely spit out this plea for mercy, and only then did Eugene’s 
hands pause in their place. 


“Who are you?” Eugene asked once more. 
Laman tried to speak, “I am...” 


The moment Laman hesitated while replying, Eugene slammed 
Laman’s head into the ground once more. 


“Your response was late,” Eugene explained. “If I ask you something, 
answer me right away. It’s also fine if you answer me before I even 
ask.” 


What did Eugene even mean by saying it was okay for Laman to 
answer before being asked the question? Although this thought went 
through Laman’s head, he didn’t voice his protest. 


Instead, he confessed, “M-my name is Laman Schulhov.” 

“Hah? What’s with your tone, you motherfucker,” Eugene cursed. 
Bang! 

Laman’s head crashed into the ground once more. 

He repeated, “M-my name is Laman Schulhoy, Sir!” 

Bang! 

Laman pleaded, “J-just what is it you want to hear from me...?” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “Forgetting the Sir again? This 


motherfucker.” 
Bang! 
A cry came from elsewhere, “Please stop!” 


Having seen his superior thrown around like this several times, the 
lieutenant, who was still suspended in the air, twisted his body to face 
them and pleaded with Eugene. As blood trickled down from his nose 
and mouth, Laman looked up at his lieutenant. 


The lieutenant stammered, “O-our master is Tairi Al-Madani...” 
Bang! 


Even though the lieutenant was the one who answered the question, 
Laman’s head was still smashed into the ground once more. In that 
brief moment, Eugene had understood the relationship between 
Laman and his lieutenant. He realized that this upright old man would 
really refuse to tell him anything, no matter how many times he was 
hit. 


Bang! 


“And who is that?” Eugene asked even as he slammed Laman into the 
ground once more. 


Eugene’s gaze wasn’t aimed at Laman but instead at the lieutenant. 


But Laman was the one to respond to his question in a dizzied voice, 
“Don’t... don’t tell him anything...” 


Not listening to Laman’s order, the lieutenant revealed, “Our master... 
Tairi Al-Madani is the Emir of Kajitan!” 


Rather than his master, who was far away, the lieutenant was more 
afraid of the one who kept slamming Laman’s head into the dirt right 
in front of him — Eugene. 


Eugene recalled that Kajitan was the city right on the western border 
of Nahama, which Eugene had just left. This meant that Laman was a 
subordinate of the lord of Kajitan. 


Bang! 


The lieutenant continued stammering, “O-our master... he... he 
wanted us to—” 


“To? Hurry up, you motherfucker,” Eugene urged. 

Bang! 

“He-he wanted us to... secretly follow you... Sir Eugene—” 
Bang! 

“J-I’m not sure of his reasons... but—” 

Bang! 


“Please just let go of the captain’s head! I... I can’t give you a detailed 
reason. B-but—” 


Bang! 

“He told us... not to allow you to enter the Kazani desert...!” 

Only then did Eugene stop pounding Laman’s head into the ground. 
“Why?” he asked simply. 

“That’s... I’m not really sure—”! 

Bang! 


“No, really—” 


Bang! 


“Tt’s the truth! Really, I swear that I’ve told you everything that I 
know. I truly don’t know his reasons for this. Truly,” the lieutenant 
pleaded as tears poured down his cheeks. 


After eyeing him for a few moments, Eugene snorted and released 
Laman’s head. 


That said, he wasn’t just going to allow Laman to go free. Eugene 
plopped his butt down on Laman’s back as he sat and stroked his chin. 
Kazani. That was the name of the desert that Eugene would enter if he 
kept going in this direction. 


It was also the location of Eugene’s hometown. Three hundred years 
ago, the frontier of Turas had been in the middle of what was now the 
Kazani desert. 


“Why doesn’t he want me to enter?” Eugene pondered. 
The lieutenant answered, “He-he didn’t say anything about that.” 
“There usually isn’t anything to see in a desert.” 


“Kazani... no beast or monster even lives there. There aren’t any oases 
either.” 


This was only natural. The Kazani desert had only been created 
recently as the epicenter of the sandstorm that was gnawing at Turas’s 
territory. It didn’t have an oasis, and rain only fell rarely. Kazani was 
a harsh land that no one could live off. 


It wasn’t like there hadn’t been any attempts to make this wide desert 
livable. Just a few decades ago, an artificial oasis was created in 
Kazani with a village surrounding it. 


However... a sandstorm had suddenly engulfed the oasis and the 
village, and after this had happened several times, Kazani had been 
abandoned as an uninhabitable wasteland. 


‘Could it be the headquarters of the Sand Shamans?’ 


That was Eugene’s first thought. But although it was obvious that 
Nahama was using the desertification to gnaw away at Turas, that 
didn’t explain why they would want to keep the young master from 
the prestigious Lionheart clan from entering Kazani. 


‘Or could Amelia Merwin be...?’ 


In Nahama, the one that Eugene was the wariest of was Amelia 
Merwin. The black wizard who had signed a contract with the Demon 
King of Incarceration and who was being supported by Nahama. 


Not only did she have a bad personality, but Amelia Merwin also had 
as much power as a natural disaster, so even Nahama treated her with 
caution. It was strictly forbidden for tourists, as well as the citizens of 
Nahama, to enter the Ashur Desert, which was where her dungeon 
was located. 


The Ashur desert was a long way from here, and there was no reason 
for Eugene to go there. It was also far away from where Anise had last 
been sighted. 


“.,.Hm,” Eugene organized his thoughts. 


Raising his head, he looked around at Laman’s subordinates, who 
were sunken into the sand. They hadn’t just stayed still while Laman 
was getting thrashed. They had tried to attack Eugene several times, 
so Eugene had used magic to bury them in the sand until only their 
heads were sticking out. 


“You all can go back,” Eugene said with a wave of his hand, then he 
tapped the top of Laman’s head, “But you'll be coming with me.” 


“ ..Hah?” Laman grunted. 


Eugene pointed out, “No matter what, you can’t allow me to enter the 
Kazani desert, right? I don’t really care about that, but it would be 
annoying if I get into a pointless argument by going there.” 


“What does that... have to do with me going with you...?” Laman 
groaned. 


“If someone does make a fuss about it, I’ll just blame you,” Eugene 
explained. 


Laman was struck dumb, “...... 


“You get what I’m saying, right? Pll use you, and thus your own 
master, as a shield. You said that your master is the Emir of Kajitan, 
right? Doesn’t that mean I can silence any annoying protests by using 
his name?” 


“ ..Th-that’s...” 


“Or would you rather die to me here? Of course, your subordinates 
will be dying along with you.” 


eeccee 


“Or else you could just return to your master, tell him that you failed 
to follow me and that you were beaten to the brink of death? Of 
course, I have no reason to keep quiet about this. Didn’t you call 
yourself thieves when we first met? I’ll tell everyone that the Emir of 
Kajitan disguised his subordinates as thieves to steal the Lionheart’s 
treasures... how about that?” 


“Th-that’s...! We never intended to do something like—” 


“Who do you think they’ll believe, your words or mine? For now, 
what’s certain is this: the Lionheart clan will definitely believe my side 
of the story. After all, I do have things that are valuable enough to 
tempt you to steal them.” 


With a grin, Eugene pulled out Wynnyd’s hilt from inside his cloak 
and showed it to them. 


“You know what this is, right?” Eugene asked. “It’s Wynnyd, the 
Storm Sword used by the Great Vermouth, the ancestor of our 
Lionheart clan. It’s an item that just about anybody would covet. Or at 


least that’s what most people would think, no? So they’re sure to 
believe that the Emir of Kajitan pulled something so devious because 
he lusted for Wynnyd.” 


Unable to say anything, Laman could only purse his lips. Although the 
length of time that Laman had suffered under Eugene was brief, he 
couldn’t treat Eugene’s words as a mere threat. 


What if Eugene really went around saying something like that? 
Laman’s head would be sent flying, and perhaps so would his 
subordinates’. Even his master, Tairi Al-Madani, might lose his head if 
things went wrong. 


“U-understood,” Laman had no choice but to concede. 


Chapter 61 
The Desert (3) 


Although Laman’s subordinates dreaded the thought of returning 
without him, they had no choice but to do so. Before they left, they 
straightened out their stories about what had happened here. 


During their covert pursuit, Eugene Lionheart had attempted to enter 
the Kazani Desert, forcing them to try and stop him. However, it had 
been impossible for them to stand firm in the face of the stubbornness 
from this young master from the Lionheart clan, and they had also 
failed to persuade him. 


As such, their captain, Laman, had decided to accompany Eugene 
alone. For now, they allowed Eugene to enter the Kazani Desert as 
long as he promised to turn back at the first sign of danger or trouble. 


None of them could be sure that Tairi Al-Mandani, the Emir of 
Kajitan, would accept such a story. The wounds that they had received 
from Eugene had been treated somehow with potions and healing 
magic, but... in the end, their master’s orders had been to prevent 
Eugene from entering Kazani, not to act as an escort and go with him 
if they weren’t able to deter him. 


Thanks to this, Laman was so unsettled that he couldn’t help but stay 
up all night long. After admitting to himself that even if his 
subordinates hadn’t spoken up for him, he wouldn’t have been able to 
stand the fear and pain that Eugene had brought him for much longer, 
Laman felt greatly ashamed of himself. 


Owing your loyalty to your master and having tight lips were 
important virtues for a warrior. But Laman had betrayed his master. 
His lips, which should have been as tight as a lock, [1] had flapped 
freely. He was also concerned about how his subordinates, who had 
been left with no choice but to return, would be treated... 


However, this was for the best. Although dying at Eugene’s hands was 
certainly a scary thought, Laman was more afraid that both his and 
his master’s honor would be tarnished because of this failure of his. 


He tried to comfort himself with the thought that he was protecting 
their honor by following Eugene, but Laman’s heart still couldn’t rest 
easy. On top of that, Laman couldn’t sleep because of all the slices and 
bruises that Eugene had inflicted upon his body, especially his face, 
which had been repeatedly smashed into the sand. 


On the other hand, Eugene was having a good night’s sleep. While 
Laman was tortured throughout the night with pain in both his body 
and heart, Eugene was sleeping like a baby some distance away, 
wrapped up in his Cloak of Darkness. 


Laman looked over to Eugene and clicked his tongue in dumb-founded 
shock. 


Although he had been beaten up, Laman’s limbs were still intact. His 
hands and feet hadn’t been tied up, and neither had Laman had his 
weapons taken from him. If he could only muster up the confidence, 
Laman could have attacked Eugene whenever he pleased. 


‘Is he just that arrogant... No, it can’t be,’ Laman rejected such an idea. 


Eugene wasn’t tossing and turning, nor was he snoring. He seemed to 
be deep asleep, breathing slowly with a calm look on his face. Even 
so, Laman still didn’t dare to get close to him. In that short time, the 
violence his body had been subjected to had broken Laman’s will to 
resist. 


Also, Laman still couldn’t see any openings in Eugene. 


Eugene was definitely asleep. Whether it was his breathing or his 
pulse, all the signs indicated that he was in slumber. Could he be 
faking his sleep? But what reasons would Eugene have for doing so? 


Laman’s defeat was by no means accidental. He had been thoroughly 
defeated by that nineteen-year-old boy from the Lionheart clan. It 
wasn’t just a lucky shot. Laman’s defeat was the natural result of the 
overwhelming gap in skill between him and Eugene. 


‘,..Could it just be a habit?’ Laman speculated. 


Laman guessed that Eugene was so accustomed to danger that he 
could fall asleep deeply even when he didn’t know where the danger 
was coming from or what form it might take. While his mind might be 
fast asleep, his body was ready to respond to any threat. Laman 
wondered if he should try and test his guess, but then he recalled that 
he lacked the skills to do so. 


With a snort of derision, Laman just continued covering his body in 
bandages. In the first place, calling it a mere test would be ridiculous 
when he was risking getting his throat cut. 


It was pointless to get anywhere near Eugene. 


“Shall we get moving?” Eugene suggested. 


Mornings came early in the desert. Eugene had immediately gotten up 
as soon as the rays of dawn began spreading across the sky. Even 
though he had just woken up, his eyes were unbelievably clear and 
bright. 


“...Alright,” Laman reluctantly agreed. 


In the end, Laman hadn’t been able to get even a wink of sleep. Even 
so, he didn’t show any fatigue. Laman was also accustomed to harsh 
conditions. As a warrior who could skillfully control his mana, he 
could recover from his fatigue with a handful of mana even if he went 
without any sleep. 


“Could it be that you’re in a bad mood because I treated you so 
rudely?” Eugene questioned him. 


“Not at all,” Laman denied. 


Eugene continued prodding, “Then are you upset because I trampled 
all over your honor?” 


“’..Not at all,” came Laman’s delayed reply. 


“Your first reply was quick, but the one just now was slightly slower. 
Ah, it’s fine if you are upset. I said what I did because I wanted to 
upset you, and that’s why I beat you up as well,” Eugene admitted as 
he started walking ahead, patting the sand off his cloak. “But that was 
yesterday’s business. Since the night has passed and the sun has risen 
on a new morning, let’s just start the new day with a new frame of 
mind.” 


Laman wasn’t sure what this bastard intended by saying such things. 


Eugene changed the subject, “Are there any Sand Shamans in the 
Kazani Desert?” 


Amid Laman’s confusion, another question had arrived. Laman 
couldn’t think of a reply immediately and just stared silently at 
Eugene’s back. 


“Don’t act like you don’t know,” warned Eugene. 
“J-I truly don’t know,” Laman stammered. 


Eugene threatened him, “Do you really want to spend some more time 
in hell at my hands?” 


“No way—! I really, truly don’t know. I’ll swear this on everything 
that I have,” Laman insisted. 


Laman was being sincere. And why was Eugene asking if there were 
any Sand Shamans in the Kazani desert? Why would the Sand 
Shamans, who had sworn sole loyalty to the royal family of Nahama, 
be in the Kazani desert, which was so far away from the capital? 


“What’s your rank?” Eugene suddenly asked. 
“ .. Huh?” Laman sounded confused. 


“You said that your master is the Emir of Kajitan. Since you even had 
subordinates with you, you must have some kind of military rank,” 


Eugene clarified. 


“Tm... the commander of the Second Division of the Red Sand 
Warriors, a unit under the direct command of my master,” Laman 
revealed. 


A unit under the Emir’s direct command. This was no different from a 
knightly order serving under a noble. This meant that being the 
captain of the Second Division had to be a fairly prestigious position. 
With the skills that Laman had shown yesterday, the position of 
captain wasn’t wasted on him. 


Eugene turned his head around to scan Laman’s face. What he saw 
there was just shame and fear. It didn’t feel like Laman was lying to 
him. Eugene now knew why someone like Laman, who had already 
reached the rank of captain, had been sent on a mission like this. 


Laman was both honest and loyal. However, loyalty could never be an 
absolute guarantee. Meanwhile, ignorance could always be relied 
upon. No matter how much you terrified, intimidated, and tortured 
someone, they couldn’t blab about what they didn’t know. In that 
respect, Laman was the perfect patsy. 


Eugene sighed, “Are you an idiot, old man?” 
“ ..Huh...?” Laman was perplexed by the sudden insult. 


“The Kazani Desert. It used to be the territory of the Kingdom of 
Turas, right?” Eugene prompted. 


“Why on earth would you bring up something so ancient... It’s true 
that it was the territory of Turas around a hundred years ago,” Laman 
played along with Eugene. 


“That’s right. But a sandstorm appeared out of nowhere and turned all 
the fine land and forests into a desert. Since the rest of their border 
with Nahama also turned into a desert, Turas had no choice but to 
cede this territory to Nahama.” 


Although Eugene called it a cession, it was basically extortion. While 
claiming that the spread of the desert had been mandated by heaven, 


the Sultan of Nahama stationed his warriors in the desert and began 
conducting military exercises. As a small country, Turas definitely 
couldn’t risk a dispute with Nahama; and no righteous country on this 
continent would shed the blood of its soldiers just because it felt pity 
for such a small country. 


“The desertification is still gradually progressing even now, isn’t that 
right? Since your guys can’t pull off such rubbish against the Kiehl 
empire, you just keep beating down on the pushovers in Turas,” there 
was a Clear tone of accusation in Eugene’s voice. 


“...Don’t you dare spread such nonsense,” Laman warned Eugene. 


“Unlike your appearance, it seems that you’re rather naive, old man. 
Or could you just be pretending to be naive?” Eugene asked. 


In an uncertain tone, Laman argued, “Even if what you say is true... 
there’s no way our master could be involved in such despicable 
actions...” 


“Weren’t your orders to conceal your identities and follow me around 
rather despicable?” 


“Th-that's... He was just worried that you might run into danger in 
such a treacherous desert...” 


“Tt looks like you really don’t know anything. Well, that’s fine. Since 
it’s not like it’s important whether or not you’re aware of the truth,” 
Eugene shook his head as he said this and turned to face forward. “But 
you should get one thing straight. I have no intention of coming all 
this way to a foreign country just to get mixed up in a conflict that I 
can’t handle, got it? I can roughly guess why your master wouldn’t 
want me to head into the desert. If a foreigner wanders into the base 
of the Sand Shamans, and if that foreigner happens to be the young 
master of the Lionheart clan, wouldn’t that just be a pain in the ass for 
everyone involved?” 


If Eugene was just some guy, then they could get rid of him without 
any concern. It wasn’t uncommon for travelers to go missing in this 
vast desert. However, the disappearance of the Lionheart clan’s young 
master would hold much different weight. If Eugene were to go 


missing in the desert, Gilead, the Patriarch of the clan, would never 
just let this issue rest. 


“,..I believe that I understand what you’re trying to say,” Laman 
replied as he lowered his gaze. “If there really are... Sand Shamans in 
there like you speculated... then before they can harm you, I will step 
in to protect you, my lord. Even if the Sand Shamans are directly 
under the sultan's command, they should at least show some respect 
for my master, the Emir of Kajitan.” 


“Tt would be nice if that were the case,” Eugene said without any 
confidence. 


“ ,.But my lord... why do you want to go to the Kazani desert?” 
Laman hesitantly asked. “There really is nothing to be found there...” 


“That’s something I’ll need to confirm with my own eyes,” Eugene 
stated firmly. 


Eugene wasn’t sure if he could really find Hamel’s grave in the desert. 
To a certain extent, this was all just supposition. It could be that there 
was nothing to be found there after all. But that said, he still felt the 
need to check it. 


Without saying anything more, Eugene started running across the 
desert. 


‘He’s so fast,’ Laman exclaimed to himself as he immediately began 
following Eugene. 


Although Laman had been beaten black-and-blue last night, 
fortunately, none of his bones had been broken. Thanks to him 
circulating his mana instead of sleeping, Laman wouldn’t have any 
problems keeping up, even if they were running. 


Though that should have been the case, it still proved difficult for 
Laman. While it didn’t seem like Eugene was running particularly 
vigorously, with each step he took, his body was sent flying across the 
sand. 


Laman still had time to wonder to himself. ‘...Could the sandstorms 


really... be the work of the Sand Shamans?’ 


As a warrior, Laman didn’t consider invading other countries to be an 
evil deed. After all, there was nothing wrong with the strong taking 
from the weak. This wasn’t just a law of the desert; everything in this 
world ran on the survival of the fittest. 


But to use a sandstorm as their means of invasion... wasn’t something 
like that truly despicable? 


Laman felt that if there was going to be war, then it was only right 
that it should be a ‘real’ war, where warriors shed their own blood for 
victory. But what if the great sultan was just showing that he valued 
and cherished the blood of his warriors? If he was indeed saving their 
blood from being shed until the day of their great war for conquest by 
doing this, then his soldiers should just prepare for the war with 
feelings of both joy and gratitude. 


This was all that a warrior could wish for. 


But it looked like Laman Schulhov wasn’t truly a warrior, as he could 
feel a treasonous emotion beginning to wriggle in the depths of his 
heart. 


Laman tried to ignore this feeling. 


“...An oasis...?” Laman gasped. 


A day had passed since Laman had started accompanying Eugene, and 
they had entered the Kazani Desert. Just as Laman and his lieutenant 
had said, the desert was barren and completely empty. It was a desert 
where nothing could survive. But that seemed to be all there was to it, 
as they hadn’t encountered any particular dangers during the half a 
day they had spent in this desert. Then they had abruptly spotted an 
oasis. 


Laman stared at the distant oasis with a look of disbelief. 


The Kazani Desert had no oases. That was why nothing could survive 
there, and Laman couldn’t be more familiar with these facts. But for 
them to have discovered an oasis... Could a terrible sandstorm have 
churned up the ground, freeing the water below? Or had the rain 
fallen here unnoticed and collected on the ground? Either way, Laman 
felt that the oasis they had spotted in the distance had to be a miracle 
of the desert. 


“Tt’s fake,” while Laman was looking at the oasis with ecstatic eyes, 
Eugene spat out these words in a cold tone. 


Laman was bemused, “...Huh?” 
“T said that it’s fake,” Eugene repeated himself. 
“Are you saying that it’s a mirage?” Laman asked. 


“Tf you see a mirage of an oasis, it means there must be a real oasis 
somewhere in the distance. But not in this case. That’s a magical 
illusion.” 


Eugene was certain of this. He had gotten the feeling that from that 
point onwards, the density of mana was different from the 
surrounding area. But Laman hadn’t been able to identify this as 
illusion magic like Eugene had. This was because his sensitivity 
towards mana was far lower than Eugene’s, and he didn’t have the 
same deep understanding of magic that Eugene did. 


“So that’s how they do it,” Eugene nodded with a laugh. “By showing 
us a mirage, they’re trying to make us think that we’re heading in the 
wrong direction, thus discouraging us from getting closer. But that just 
makes it even more suspicious.” 


Laman was slow to react, “You’re saying that’s a spell... That’s 
impossible.” 


“Hey, Laman. Try to keep your attempts to escape reality inside your 
own head. Don’t piss me off by pointlessly spouting your weak 
attempts at denial,” Eugene warned him. 


Laman bit his lip in silence, “...... 


“Tt’s admirable that you’re showing loyalty to your master, but it’s not 
like your master is my master as well, right?” 


“’..Please don’t insult my master.” 


“When did I ever accuse your master of being a son of a bitch? What 
do you mean by saying that I insulted him? Why are people so 
sensitive to such things nowadays? They keep making up insults from 
nothing.” 


What was with Eugene saying ‘things nowadays?’ Setting that thought 
aside, Laman forcefully relaxed his shoulders and lowered his gaze. 


“...If that’s really illusion magic, what should we do now? It would be 
dangerous for us to try and detour around it, so... Since they’ve gone 
so far as to cast such a spell to deter us, why don’t we just go back the 
way we came...?” Laman weakly suggested. 


“Tll need to take a closer look before deciding what to do,” saying this 
with a grin, Eugene started walking towards the distant oasis. 


Laman protested, “Didn’t you just say it’s an illusion? So why do we 
have to go there?” 


“To see if they really are trying to send people to a safe place by 
making them turn back the way they came.” 


edule” 


“For travelers in the desert, an oasis is an extremely precious site. To 
the extent where they would feel the need to make a stop there once 
they’ve seen it.” 


“.,.It can’t be. Do you think that they might have an ambush lying in 
wait?” 


“Shouldn’t that probably be the case? If it were me, that’s what I 
would do. Rather than deter an intruder who might still come barging 
in from who knows where, it’s overwhelmingly more convenient and 
efficient to slit their throats after reeling them in.” 


Laman looked at Eugene with shaking eyes. Although logically 
speaking, Eugene’s words were correct, it was hard to believe that 
such a judgment had come from a nineteen-year-old boy. 


Laman hesitated, “...If that really is the case... then why even risk the 
danger...?” 


“Tsn’t it better to confirm your suspicions?” as he replied, Eugene 
pulled out his map from his cloak. 


If Eugene wanted to head directly to where his hometown used to be 
three hundred years ago, he needed to pass straight through that 
oasis. 


However, was it possible that someone might have left a trap here 
knowing that was the case? 


Three hundred years ago, Hamel had been the type of person who 
would just go ahead and check it out himself if he suspected a trap 
was in front of him. Hamel hadn’t considered such actions to be 
reckless. Since he was sure he could handle whatever it threw at him, 
why not risk triggering the trap. So what if there really was a trap? He 
could just smash right through it. And if there wasn’t a trap? Then he 
could just head on through with a more relaxed mindset than before. 


Eugene would actually prefer it if the oasis was a trap. He hoped that 
someone really was there waiting to ambush them. If that was the 
case, that would make it a little easier for him to plan for future 
situations. 


It could also confirm that his grave was somewhere in this desert. 


Currently, the presence of Nahama’s Sand Shamans was just a 
suspicion on his part. But the fact that the oasis in front of him was an 
illusion cast by magic titled Eugene’s suspicions over to certainty. 


If that really was a trap meant to bury any travelers in this desert and 
not guide them back to a safer location... 


‘Then that just confirms it.’ 


And if it wasn’t, then he would just have to make another decision at 
that time. Whether to just continue exploring all by himself to find the 
unknown location of his grave or if he should properly seek 
permission for a full expedition. 


‘The Emir of Kajitan and Laman Schulhov, the commander of the Second 
Division of the Emir’s personal guard. With those two behind me, that’s at 
least a little insurance... and if that doesn’t work, I can also use the 
Lionheart name as additional insurance,’ Eugene planned. 


If his attackers just chose to ignore all of that, that just meant that 
there was something over there important enough to risk turning the 
Lionheart clan into an enemy. 


‘So what could it be?’ 
His thoughts turned to the rumors that there would soon be a war. 
‘But is that really something that Nahama itself has decided on?’ 


Amelia Merwin was based in Nahama. A black wizard who had signed 
a personal contract with the Demon King of Incarceration. It was a 
well-known fact that she represented a huge proportion of Nahama’s 
military strength. If Nahama truly was preparing for a war... was that 
because the war was what Helmuth had decided upon? Or was 
Nahama just concealing a growing ambition beneath Helmuth’s gaze? 


This was a question that he couldn’t answer. However, Eugene 
couldn’t just ignore his suspicion that the Demon Kings and Helmuth 
might be involved in all of this. 


He couldn’t risk ignoring the possibility. 


Eugene cursed, “Fucking hell, why is it so difficult just to find a 
grave.” 


“',.A grave? Are you here because you wanted to visit the grave of a 
family member?” Laman asked. 


“Mhm,” Eugene grunted in acknowledgment. 


“How could that—why didn’t you just tell me this earlier?” Laman 
asked exasperatedly. 


Eugene returned his question, “And what would you have done if I 
did?” 


“There’s an area allocated separately as a cemetery in Kazani,” Laman 
explained. “I could have just led you right there—.” 


“Tt’s not in a cemetery. The grave I’m looking for should be all on its 
own.” 


“Then I’m not sure what kind of grave you’re looking for, but there 
must be hundreds of thousands of corpses buried in this vast desert.” 


“That’s probably true. Are you a native of Kazani?” Eugene suddenly 
spat out this question without turning to look back at Laman. 


For a moment, Laman didn’t know what to say and just pursed his 
lips. 


Eugene listed his observations, “There’s the way your eyes lit up when 
you looked at that oasis earlier. There’s also the fact that you keep 
flinching during the regular sandstorms. Also, your mood shifted when 
I told you about the Sand Shamans.” 


“...That’s...,” Laman appeared reluctant to speak. 


But Eugene didn’t need him to say anything, “Were you part of the 
group who tried to settle in the desert? So you were lucky enough to 
survive the disastrous sandstorm and somehow managed to reach 
Kajitan... Was it your master who allowed you in? So that’s why you 
don’t want to believe that your master is connected to the sandstorms, 
but I’m sure you’re starting to have some doubts about it...” 


a 


....” Laman’s silence confirmed Eugene’s conclusion. 


“Hey, Laman. Let me give you a piece of advice,” Eugene offered. 
“With the way that the world works, most of the things that we don’t 
want to believe are true turn out to be correct. And among those, it’s 


especially the suspicions of someone secretly being an absolute 
shithead that turns out to have been the truth.” 


Laman ground his teeth. 


Eugene continued, “Although you might indeed owe a great debt of 
gratitude to your master, it should also be true that your master 
knows about the origin of the sandstorms. What Tairi Al-Madani never 
expected was the fact that I was strong enough to beat both you and 
your subordinates with ease. He also didn’t know I would be stubborn 
enough to head into Kazani anyway, ignoring all the threats and 
warnings.” 


“...There’s no way that’s the case,” Laman couldn’t stay silent any 
longer. 


“Didn’t I tell you to keep your attempts at escapism inside your head? 
Well, do whatever you want. It’s up to you to decide what you want to 
believe,” saying this with a snicker, Eugene continued to walk 
forward. 


At that moment, Laman’s expression suddenly changed. He kicked off 
the ground and charged at Eugene’s back. 


“Tt’s dangerous!” 


Laman wasn’t attacking Eugene. With a fearful cry, Laman pushed 
Eugene’s back as a dark blade erupted from the sand beneath Eugene’s 
feet. But Laman’s hands weren’t able to move Eugene’s firm back. 


Then Eugene jumped straight up and spun around in midair. 


“Do you really think I would miss something that you had noticed?” 
As Eugene grumbled, he summoned some wind spirits. 


Boom! 


The sand covering the ground was blown away by a strong force of 
the wind. 


1. The Korean version of this idiom is ‘lips as heavy as a rock’ which 
means someone is able to keep a secret. @ 


Chapter 62 
The Desert (4) 


Gales were mid-level wind spirits. If Sylphs were able to raise a 
breeze, then Gales were able to raise strong winds. Although there 
wasn’t even a single breath of wind currently blowing in the desert, 
the moment that the Gale was summoned, a strong breeze stirred up 
the sandy ground. 


No, it didn’t just stop at stirring up the sand. Eugene’s power 
amplified the Gale’s strength, creating a burst of wind that sounded 
like an explosion had gone off. All the surrounding sand erupted 
instantly, and Laman, who had been trying to push Eugene, was also 
sent flying head-over-heels. 


“Whoah!” Laman cried out in panic, but Eugene just stared down at 
the ground while floating in mid-air. 


Deep beneath the cracked surface of the sand, a man with a mask 
covering his whole head was writhing in pain. His mask was dyed a 
dark color, but the areas around his ears looked especially dark 
because of the blood that had burst from his ears due to the sudden 
explosion. 


Eugene recognized him, ‘He’s from the Assassins.’ 


There was never just one of them. Eugene’s eyes quickly swept his 
surroundings. In the spaces where the wind wasn’t able to blow, he 
could sense the swept-up sand deviating slightly. 


Eugene’s mind reached out to the Gale. The formless wind cried out a 
roar as it churned with even more ferocity. 


Whoosh whoosh whoosh whoosh! 


Now that the whole area was obscured in a veil of billowing sand, 


Eugene decided to cast some spells. 
‘It’s nice to have a lot of options on what to use,’ he mused to himself. 


A dozen mounds of sands erupted once more with explosions. The 
sand that had been sent flying by these explosions blew at the 
Assassins who had been waiting in ambush. They quickly raised their 
mana shields and tried to throw themselves out of range, but it was 
impossible to avoid all the grains of sand that were spread across such 
a wide area. 


Blood had splattered everywhere. The assassin who had been the first 
to attack Eugene was left in a truly terrible and torturous state. He 
had been too close to Eugene’s counterattack and had already been 
injured, so he wasn’t able to react in time. He was pierced by 
hundreds of sand bullets and had turned into a block of swiss cheese. 


Even so, the man didn’t let out a single scream. The Assassins of 
Nahama were trained not to make a sound under any circumstances. 
However, even if they couldn’t scream, that didn’t mean they were 
immune to pain, and it also didn’t mean they couldn’t die. Unable to 
keep standing any longer, the Assassin fell to the ground. 


The conditions of the other Assassins were a little better. Although 
they were bleeding from wounds piercing into their body in several 
places, they weren’t at any risk of collapsing. So they all took a step 
back and eyed Eugene. 


Their eyes were their only features not covered by their masks. 
Although one of their comrades was dying right in front of them, not a 
shade of fear could be seen in their eyes. That said, there weren’t any 
traces of anger either. These Assassins had no need for such emotions. 


“This was just self-defense,” for now, Eugene decided to try talking. 
“You’re the ones who attacked me first. If I hadn’t been able to avoid 
the attack, my crotch would have been split in two.” 


“L-lower your weapons!” Laman cried out as he ran over from the 
distant spot he had fallen in. “I am... Laman Schulhov, a warrior 
serving under the Emir of Kajitan, Tairi Al-Madani. Know that the one 
you are showing such hostility to is my master’s guest!” 


Although the fact that there really were Assassins laying an ambush 
here had shaken Laman, he didn’t forget the reason he had been 
dragged all the way here. 


Laman continued, “That is why you should all lower your weapons 
immediately and stand back. If you refuse, I will be forced to regard 
that as a challenge to the authority of my master, the Emir of Kajitan.” 


Even as he cried out these orders, Laman’s eyes glistened with a dark 
emotion. 


But the Assassins did not withdraw, nor did they show any signs of 
backing down. Instead, they readied themselves in fighting stances as 
they began to emit a cold killing intent. 


And these weren’t the only ones. In the distance, the sand stirred, and 
over a dozen Assassins rose from the ground. In the end, Eugene and 
Laman were surrounded by at least twenty Assassins. 


Laman was shocked, “Why on earth...? Could it be that they didn’t 
hear me?” 


Although Laman tried to repeat himself; once again, there was no 
reply. As the Assassins held up their weapons, their blades shining in 
the sunlight, they exchanged glances among themselves. 


Laman stammered as he tried to convince them, “I-I’m telling you that 
this man is the guest of the Emir of Kajitan. Also, he happens to be the 
young lord of Kiehl Empire’s Lionheart clan.” 


“Tt’s useless,” Eugene said with a shrug, his face showing that he had 
been expecting this. “Laman, those words will only give these puppies 
even more motivation to silence us and make their decision to kill us 
even easier.” 


“What do you...?” Laman trailed off in confusion. 


“Since they’ve already attacked us, there’s no way they’re just going to 
let us off. Ah, though they might decide not to kill me, they’re sure to 
kill you,” Eugene informed him. 


“Why wouldn’t they intend to kill you, Lord Eugene?” 


“Because my dying will cause them quite a headache. That said, they 
can’t just let me leave either. But those bastards should probably have 
a lot of unspeakable means to keep me from saying anything 
inconvenient.” 


Like poison or drugs, they might even have spells for that. There 
might be a variety of methods at their disposal, but in the end, they 
just had a single purpose—to prevent any witnesses from divulging 
what they had experienced to anyone. 


In fact, the simplest method was just to kill them. Corpses couldn’t 
speak and would always hold their silence. However, since the other 
person was a member of the Lionheart clan’s main family, it was 
impossible for them to simply kill Eugene thoughtlessly. As such, 
instead of killing him, they would just have to keep him from opening 
his mouth. But to do that, they would first have to subdue Eugene. 


Laman paled, “They would go so far...? Just why...?” 
“Who knows,” Eugene replied with a snort. 


The Assassins weren’t the only ones whose motivation had increased 
and who now found it easier to have reached a decision. Since these 
guys had revealed their intent to kill, Eugene would just have to treat 
them similarly. 


After all, Eugene wasn’t the one who had started this fight. 


“Shall I make the first move?” Eugene asked as his hands reached into 
his cloak and pulled some things out. 


The moment Eugene had asked this question, the Assassins all kicked 
off the ground as one. The first to move was the assassin who had 
collapsed from his severe injuries and was now dying. He shouldn’t 
even have been able to move properly, but the man still charged 
toward Eugene, crawling across the sand with his hands like a beast. 


This wasn’t anything to be panicked out. Even though three hundred 
years had passed, the Assassins were still the same. They were 


terrifying bastards who prioritized their orders and missions over their 
own lives. Even if their limbs were all sliced off, they would still try to 
attack by wriggling their torsos like worms. 


During Hamel’s time as a mercenary, he had clashed with them on 
several occasions. Thanks to that, Eugene was well aware of just how 
terrifying Assassins could be, and he was also very familiar with the 
only working method to stop these bastards, apart from being the one 
who gave them orders. 


Shiiick. 


The sand in the ground formed into blades. The body of the first 
assassin to come running in unawares was split in half. He was dead 
for sure, but Eugene didn’t spare the body even a single glance. 


The other Assassins were still attacking. They may have abandoned 
their stealth, but their movements were so swift and agile that stealth 
was no longer needed. They were using each other as cover, thus 
confusing their numbers, and they each began preparing different 
venues for attacks. If one went down, the next would attack, and if he 
went down, the next one would still be able to put their knives to 
Eugene’s neck. 


With a snicker, Eugene lowered his body. 
Flap! 


His cloak billowed, and six throwing knives were sent flying forward. 
Three from each hand. Although they were all thrown at once, each of 
the daggers shot off in different directions, with each knife aimed at 
one of the six Assassins. 


They weren’t just simple throwing knives either. 
Ching! 


Although all the Assassins took defensive action with a mana shield, 
they were still forced to stagger backward. That was just how heavy 
the daggers Eugene had thrown were. Blades of sand then erupted 
beneath the feet of the Assassins who had been staggered by his 


attack. They had already seen such an attack before, so they were able 
to react, but that wasn’t the only threat. 


In an instant, the air around the Assassins turned heavy. This wasn’t a 
metaphor. The air truly did grow heavier, pressing down on their 
shoulders. This slowed down their actions slightly, causing the blades 
of sand that erupted from the ground to slice the Assassins’ ankles and 
hips. 


Once again, there were no screams. All the same, there weren’t any 
cheers of joy either. Even in such a state, all the six Assassins raised 
their short swords at once and threw them simultaneously, as if they 
had already arranged to do so. 


Eugene wasn’t just standing still during all this. As he leaped forward, 
he transmitted his intentions to the Gale. As his mana infused into the 
wind, it altered the trajectory of his daggers. There was no need for 
the wind to guide the daggers the whole way. Just a slight twist in 
their trajectories had been enough to create an opening. An opening 
that Eugene didn’t miss. 


Kwachik! 


Eugene’s empty hands grabbed onto the heads of two Assassins, 
pushed them backward, and smashed them down to the ground. His 
cloak flapped open as he fell, and when he came back up, both of 
Eugene’s hands were holding onto a large ax. 


Kwaduduk! 


The ax that Eugene swung with the rotational force of his entire body 
chopped right through the bodies of the nearby Assassins. 


Blood sprayed out, and intestines spilled across the ground. Eugene 
didn’t remain attached to the ax after swinging it once. After he had 
chopped everyone nearby into two, he let go of the ax, and as the ax 
flew away, still spinning in circles, it embedded itself into the chest of 
another Assassin. 


Apart from that ax, Eugene had many other weapons. Since he didn’t 
know what might happen once he got to Nahama, he had made sure 


to prepare thoroughly. He had enough food and water to last for 
several months, as well as adequate changes of underwear. After he 
was finished preparing things like that, he had stuck all sorts of 
weapons into the cloak. 


Among all the weapons he had stored away like this, axes alone just 
counted for twenty of them. 


—Hamel, why do you go around carrying all those weapons that you never 
even use? 


—If I have them with me, I’m sure I'll use them sometime. 


—Leave him alone, Anise. I’m telling you that this bastard won’t listen to 
you no matter what you say to him. And also, well... there’s nothing wrong 
with being well-prepared. 


—But Sienna, Hamel’s behavior shouldn’t be encouraged. All those useless 
weapons belong to Hamel, so why does Molon have to pull the cart 
carrying them? 


—It’s because I won when we played rock, paper, scissors. 


—But that’s not fair either. Why were you staking who has to pull your 
luggage on a game of rock-paper-scissors with Molon? 


—wWhy do you keep making me out to be a bad guy? Do you really think 
that’s just my luggage over there? I can see an awful lot of jars of the ‘holy 
water’ that you like so much! There’s also the ax that belongs to that 
bastard, Molon! That ax is the heaviest thing on the cart! 


—If I was really the only one who uses my holy water, I would definitely 
carry it all by myself. But that’s not the case now, is it? You and Sienna, 
you two brats are always the ones who end up coveting my holy water the 
most. Also, doesn’t that idiot Molon always make a fist whenever he plays 
rock-paper-scissors? Do you really think it’s fair to play rock-paper-scissors 
with such a fool? 


—What about Sienna? Isn’t she the one who invited me to drink your holy 
water with her? And in the first place, we wouldn’t need to drag the cart 
with us if she could just store our luggage using her summoning magic! 


—wWhy the hell are you blaming me when you’re the one who said that you 
would just travel while carrying your luggage because it was hard to take 
things out quickly right when you needed them?! 


—Vermouth! You motherfucker, don’t just stay silent and say something. 
Why don’t you ever take turns pulling the cart? 


—None of my weapons are on there. 
—Must be nice for you. Subspace magic sure sounds fucking convenient... 


—It does sound convenient, doesn’t it? Isn’t that why I’ve said you should 
let me teach you magic? Although I’ve never taught anyone before, I feel 
like I should probably be good at teaching. If you get down on your knees 
and beg... W-well, I might just be willing to lose a little sleep so that I can 
kindly teach you a thing or two... 


In his previous life, he had often been chastised by Anise for going 
around carrying so many weapons. 


‘If I just had a cloak like this in my previous life, I definitely wouldn’t have 
been forced to listen to so many insults,’ as Eugene thought wistfully, he 
inserted his hands into the cloak, and when they came out, they were 
holding two long, bladed spears. 


It was overwhelming. 


Laman had taken a few steps forward to help Eugene, but stunned by 
the sight in front of him, he had frozen in place, unable to advance 
any further. There wasn’t any need for Laman’s help. The twenty-plus 
Assassins looked like a herd of sheep that had met a wolf—no, like 
ants who were being trampled beneath a person’s feet. 


The Storm Sword Wynnyd, which was known to be one of the 
treasures of the Lionheart clan, didn’t even make an appearance, and 
Eugene didn’t actively cast any offensive spells either. Apart from the 
intermittent casting of Blink, his magic was just used as a support 


during any critical moments... 


Unable to believe what his eyes were showing him, Laman violently 
shook his head. 


Eugene was left standing in the center of the Assassins’ strewn corpses. 
Rubbing off the blood splashed onto his cheek, he scanned his 
surroundings. Not a single Assassin remained alive. 


Laman struggled to find his voice, “...Was there really a need... to kill 
all of them?” 


“T don’t have the talents needed to open the mouths of these 
Assassins,” replied Eugene, as the wind moved at his command. 


The weapons he had used and then tossed away floated into the air 
and returned to Eugene. The wind cleanly blew away the blood and 
bits of flesh that had covered his weapons as they flew towards him. 


“There also isn’t any need to interrogate them,” Eugene added. 
Laman stayed silent, “...... 


“Furthermore, there’s no need to search their bodies. Because the 
Assassins won’t carry anything that could be used to prove their 
identities.” 


After he placed all his weapons back inside his cloak, Eugene turned 
to look at Laman. 


“Do you plan to keep going?” he asked. 
“ ..Huh?” Laman grunted in surprise. 


“T mean, the reason I brought you here was to use your master’s name 
for assistance. But these jokers seem to look down on the Emir of 
Kajitan. So there’s no reason to drag you with me any further,” 
Eugene explained. 


Laman stammered, “...Th-that might be the case, but I can’t just 
return like this.” 


“Why not? It’s not like you need to worry about me. Is it because you 
want to personally confirm what’s going on in front of us?” Eugene 
asked. 
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....” Laman’s silence was enough of an answer. 
Eugene hesitated, “It’s not like you’ll be of much help...” 


Laman weakly persuaded him, “...I’ll try not to be a burden for you, 
my lord...” 


“Fine, do as you like. But don’t expect me to be duty-bound to help 
you out...” 


As Eugene’s reply trailed off, he started to walk past all the corpses. 
It was at that moment. 
Rumble rumble! 


The desert shook, and the mana in the atmosphere fluctuated. Eugene 
felt an enormous amount of mana being formed into a spell underfoot. 
He immediately escaped from that spot with a Blink and climbed high 
up into the sky with the wind supporting his body. 


The sand beneath his feet had started bubbling like a pot. The 
Assassins’ corpses were covered in a red light, and Eugene saw them 
melt like ice. They were being used as an offering. Eugene’s eyes 
widened at this realization. 


“My lord!” Laman cried out. 


The desert had been transformed into a swamp. Even though the 
ground had been fine despite all the bursts of wind earlier, in an 
instant, the entire area had been converted into quicksand. 


As Laman leaped around, trying to resist the force sucking at his feet, 
he yelled at Eugene, “Please run away!” 


Eugene had been expecting Laman to scream for help, but instead, he 
had shouted something unexpected like this. Eugene was perplexed by 
his shout, but he wasn’t in a situation where he could pay any 
attention to Laman. 


The air was roaring with noise. Different from the winds created by 
his summoned spirits, another kind of unnatural wind was whirling 
below Eugene. Soon, it had formed into a massive tornado. Kazani 
was known for its sudden sandstorms, but no matter how sudden they 
might be, a sand tornado that appeared from out of nowhere like this 
and swelled in size was clearly abnormal. 


“Tt’s m-magic...!” Laman gasped, his face contorting. 


It was just as Eugene had said earlier. Most of the things one wished 
were not true turned out to be the truth. Especially when these truths 
were allegations about someone you respected actually being a 
shithead. Laman had no choice but to admit this. 


Kazani’s sandstorms were caused by the Sand Shamans. This meant 
that the sandstorm that had engulfed Laman’s village was also caused 
by the Sand Shamans. 


“Gaaaaah!” Laman roared and pulled out his kukri. 


He frantically started swinging his kukri at the tornado, which was 
slowly growing in size. But unfortunately, this was a meaningless 
endeavor. Laman’s skills made it impossible for him to slice apart that 
huge sandstorm. 


The same went for Eugene as well. As such, he didn’t even bother 
trying. He didn’t want to waste any valuable strength by attempting 
the impossible. Eugene instead fixed himself in the air so as not to be 
dragged around by the sandstorm. The Gale’s winds weren’t enough to 
help him escape the sandstorm. All it could do was help him endure 
the pull. Then would a Blink be enough to get him out of here? 


Just as he was about to try it, Eugene stopped. Something was rising 


from below the quicksand. Eugene slightly shifted his position while 
still in midair. He glanced down at Laman, who was still swinging his 
kukri in one slash after another as he was being sucked beneath the 
quicksand. Eugene clicked his tongue and sent some of his wind over 
to Laman. 


“Ugh!” Laman, who was about to be sucked under, grunted as the 
wind pulled him free. 


Laman turned to look up at Eugene as his legs continued to peddle in 
midair. Eugene had sent some of the wind holding him in place over 
to Laman, causing his body to gradually be drawn towards the 
tornado. 


Laman cried out in concern, “M-my lord!” 


“Get going, you idiot!” Eugene roared out this order and then turned 
his gaze away from Laman. 


In any case, the wind’s help wouldn’t be needed for what Eugene had 
planned next. Eugene gathered the remaining wind supporting him 
into one spot, concentrating its strength so that he could endure the 
tornado’s pull for now. Meanwhile, he was slowly descending to the 
ground. 


Eugene kept a count, ‘One, two, three, four... now!’ 
Kwaaaah! 


Something burst out from the middle of the quicksand. It was a 
sandworm with its jaws stretched wide-open. It wasn’t just a normal 
sandworm, but a giant sandworm whose length had to be several tens 
of meters long. It was a scavenger that devoured anything that walked 
into the desert. 


“My lord!” Laman howled in worry. 


“Open wide, you bastard,” Eugene growled as he looked down into 
the sandworm’s jaws. 


He could see thousands of tiny teeth gnashing away. Behind these 
teeth, bare flesh continued down into the worm like a winding 
passageway. 


“Phew,” Eugene took a deep breath and flipped up the hood attached 
to the Cloak of Darkness. Then he placed both hands inside the cloak 
and sighed, “Even though I never wanted to do something like this 
again.” 


Eugene reluctantly recalled some terrible memories from his previous 
life that he had tried to repress. They were from his time in the desert 
of Helmuth. The sandworms there were even bigger and more 
ferocious than the sandworms in Nahama. 


—Molon, you foolish bastard! 


That bastard really was an absolute fool. When the cart he was pulling 
got swallowed whole by a sandworm, Molon immediately leaped into 
the sandworm's jaws while saying that he was going to retrieve their 
belongings. 


While everyone else was frozen in shock and confusion, Hamel had 
also run into the sandworm’s jaws in order to save that fool. 


He didn’t really want to think about what happened after that. Eugene 
took a couple of deep breaths as he shuddered in disgust. 


‘This is still better than back then,’ he reassured himself. ‘At least I don’t 
need to save Molon, that idiot, this time around.’ 


The Gale’s wind disappeared. 


Having been thrown outside the quicksand, Laman’s eyes widened at 
the sight of the sandworm rising from the depths of the earth and its 
gaping jaws. 


He continued watching as Eugene was swallowed by—no, leaped into 
the sandworm’s jaws. Or at least that’s how it appeared to Laman’s 
eyes. 


“My loooord!” Laman wailed. 


‘It was all because he had to save me!’ Laman burst into tears at this 
thought. 


These were the tears of a warrior who owed his life to another! Laman 
let out a roar of determination as he kicked off the sand. 


Although Eugene had thrown him well out of the reach of the 
quicksand, Laman picked up his kukri and charged at the sandworm. 


From now on, the source of the sandstorms was no longer Laman’s 
true enemy. He had decided to dedicate himself to the quest of slicing 
open the sandworm’s stomach and rescuing Eugene. 


Eugene, of course, was unaware of Laman’s newfound determination. 
“This fucking stinks.” 


The smell was worse than Gargith’s body odor. Eugene stopped 
breathing through his nose and crouched down. His sturdy mana 
shield and the Cloak of Darkness had allowed Eugene to pass the 
sandworm’s teeth and enter its winding esophagus. Then Eugene had 
summoned the Gale once more to guide the direction of his falling 
body. 


This long, gigantic sandworm had become a living passageway that 
guided Eugene down into the depths of the earth. Fortunately, the 
sandworms of Nahama had the same internal structures as the 
sandworms of Helmuth. 


Sandworms swallowed most things they found walking on the surface 
of the desert. First, their teeth, which grew in a circle around the 
inside of their mouths, would chew their prey into fine pieces. Then 
this mulch would go down through their esophagus, break down even 
further inside the stomach, and enter the intestines, where it would 
meander deeper and deeper into the worm... 


As the sandworm’s food continued following this disgusting path, it 
would simply continue to decompose without ever being excreted. 
This damned monster didn’t even have an anus, so it couldn’t shit. It 
was a highly fuel-efficient monster that completely decomposed 
everything it ate and converted all of its food into energy. 


As such, this meant that once you entered, there was no way out. 


His mana shield and the Cloak of Darkness allowed Eugene to resist 
the monster’s digestive issues. While still making sure to continue 
breathing through his mouth, Eugene assessed his current position. He 
could see that this disgusting passage he was crawling down was 
slowly coming to an end. 


“Fuck, this stinks,” as Eugene spat out this curse, he pulled out 
Wynnyd. 


Fwoosh! 


By operating his White Flame Formula to its limits and then spinning 
it, Eugene transformed the formula into his own Ring Flame Formula. 
Inside the Circle drawn by his Stars, countless Stars were born and 
exploded. The mana that was amplified through this method caused 
Eugene’s flames to burn even stronger. 


This pure white flame was the symbol of the White Flame Formula, 
but as the density of mana in the flame increased, the closer Eugene’s 
flame got to a color other than white. It was beginning to shine with a 
pale blue light. This appearance could no longer be called by the same 
name as the White Flame Formula. 


With bloodshot eyes, Eugene held up Wynnyd. His mana flames 
engulfed Wynnyd, and then the wind emitted from Wynnyd mixed 
with his flames. Eugene stabbed downwards with Wynnyd, its blade 
covered in pale blue light. 


Squelch! 
The noise of the blade sinking in wasn’t loud. 


However, the sandworm’s huge body quickly shook from the pain of 


it. 


Eugene had carved out an anus for this poor monster who was born 
without one. 


Chapter 63 
The Desert (5) 
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The noise that the sandworm made was long, drawn-out, and echoing. 


With a loud boom, the wind was sent flying as Wynnyd exploded a 
hole in its side. Eugene held on tightly to himself as his body was 
thrown out of the hole. 


His surroundings were pitch-dark. This couldn’t be helped. After all, 
he had crawled through the long, winding body of the sandworm and 
torn a hole at its tail end before being expelled from it. Since the 
sandworm had tunneled up from beneath the quicksand, the place 
where it had come from and where Eugene had now arrived was 
obviously deep underground. 


“Ugh,” Eugene groaned as he got up from where he had fallen. 


He had been thrown quite a distance. Eugene was lucky that he hadn’t 
hit a wall or any sand while flying through the air. He had been 
prepared to be buried in sand in the worst-case scenario, but as per his 
prediction, that hadn’t happened. 


The only things summoned by that summoning spell were the 
quicksand terrain and the sandstorm. The sandworm itself hadn’t been 
summoned. Although it may have been enticed, the sandworm had to 
have been inhabiting the ground beneath the desert beforehand. 


Since that was the case, there would obviously be a sandworm’s nest 
deep underground. The place where Eugene was standing now was 
precisely that sandworm’s nest. Eugene looked around with a 
disgusted expression on his face. 


The first place Eugene looked was up top. He could still see the 


sandworm’s tail wriggling and twitching. He had pierced the 
sandworm a new anus, but would it die from that? He had no idea. 
Well, anyway, thanks to it, Eugene had been able to dive underground 
as he had been hoping to do. 


The tunnels underneath the desert were... extensive. But that was also 
what he had been expecting. They were created by the sandworms 
burrowing through the ground beneath the desert with their massive 
bodies. Earthworms would at least have made the soil fertile in the 
process, but the sandworms didn’t provide any such benefits. 


These sandworms sucked up all the water sources beneath the desert, 
draining any oases. Then the bodily fluids they excreted would 
solidify the sand as they burrowed, creating these complex and useless 
tunnel systems deep beneath the desert. 


This meant that a sandworm was just a useless, vicious monster. This 
nest may have also been a water source for what could have become 
an oasis, but now there wasn’t even a single drop of water left. 


In this desert, only one group of people could find a clever use for 
these useless sandworms. 


That would be the wizards. 


When wizards reached a certain level of magical power and started 
hearing people calling them Archwizards from all sides, they often 
started thinking about creating these things called ‘dungeons.’ 
Whether it was because they wanted to show off their superiority or to 
immerse themself in research that they didn’t want others to know 
about... the reason was unknown. 


These ‘dungeons’ were a powerful expression of a wizard’s typical 
maverick temperament, and the most well-known type of dungeon 
was the ‘labyrinth.’ The vast and empty deserts were a particularly 
ideal environment for collaborating with a wizard’s designs for 
dungeons and labyrinths. 


Dungeon Makers. 


Most monsters were harmful threats of no benefit to humans, but 


sandworms were beloved by wizards who chose to settle down in 
deserts. The sandworms’ nickname of the ‘dungeon makers’ had been 
given to them by these wizards. 


—Once you’ve summoned them, they'll dig beneath the desert of their own 
volition and create a labyrinth for you. It doesn’t take them that long 
either. Maybe ten days at most? If you just leave them alone during that 
time, they will create a complex labyrinth deep underground. Even if there 
is a water vein nearby, they’ll conveniently clear it up for you, and since 
they even get rid of all the wildlife above and beneath the surface, how 
much more convenient can they get? You can just leave them to their work, 
then, when the right amount of time has passed, you just go down and 
eradicate the sandworms. After that, all you need to do is to reinforce the 
labyrinth with magic... 


—So what? Are you planning on going to the desert later and making a 
labyrinth for yourself to live in? 


—Are you crazy? I have nothing to be ashamed of, so why would I want to 
live deep beneath the desert? 


While recalling a conversation that had taken place long ago, Eugene 
gauged the distance he had fallen. As he did, he pulled out his map 
and unfolded it. Although he had fallen deep underground, the 
location where Eugene was standing was still marked on the map. 


‘Looks like... there is a path.’ 
Eugene’s luck was good. 


No, there was no way it could be this good. Eugene’s face contorted. 
Judging from the map, this underground path lead straight to the 
vicinity of where Hamel’s hometown had been in the past. Could this 
really just be called luck? 


Well, the desert was vast, and it was still uncertain whether or not this 
path would lead him all the way to his former hometown. 


That said, Eugene still couldn’t let his guard down. The summoning 
spell had been cast from deep underground, and the ambush site was 
still nearby. If the Sand Shamans of Nahama were using this nest as a 
dungeon, he might run into a Sand Shaman or an Assassin somewhere 
ahead of him. 


But until then, there shouldn’t be any problems. 


However, there was still the fact that up ahead lay Hamel’s 
hometown. 


The knowledge of Hamel’s grave had never been made known to the 
world at large. There were no records of what had happened to 
Hamel’s corpse. Even in the fairy tale Eugene had found in Sienna’s 
Hall, it hadn’t said whether Hamel’s corpse had been left in Helmuth 
or whether his companions had taken care of it somehow. 


However, Eugene knew that there was a grave. If Hamel’s grave had 
to exist anywhere in this world, then the only place it could be was in 
Hamel’s hometown. Sienna, Anise, Molon, and Vermouth—he didn’t 
know what they had thought as they dug his grave, but they probably 
wouldn’t have left the grave of their dead comrade somewhere in 
Helmuth. 


Hamel’s hometown. 


It was the place where an ordinary little boy had lost his family and 
everything he knew, igniting within him a hatred for the monsters and 
the Demon Kings who had goaded them. From then on, Hamel 
dropped his farming tools and would only pick up weapons. 
Recklessly swinging a sword, he would join a mercenary corps that 
was in need of a camp servant. 


That was where Hamel had been born. 


‘Since it hasn’t been revealed in the past hundreds of years, it must still be 
hidden.’ 


The underground was a perfect hiding place. 


‘This is just speculation, but the fact that Anise came to Nahama on the 


pretext of a pilgrimage... well... she might have just been visiting my grave 
to pay tribute.’ 


But would Anise really do something like that? 


‘The Kazani desert was created less than two hundred years ago. If you put 
those facts together, the timing roughly fits. While Nahama’s Sand 
Shamans were fucking around in there, they might have found my grave... 
then what if Sienna’s familiar was killed in the process?’ 


If that were the case, was Nahama involved in Sienna’s 
disappearance? Or was it Helmuth, who had long since been the force 
behind Nahama? 


Eugene couldn’t tell for sure. Because of that, he would need to take a 
look for himself. 


Eugene headed forward without pulling out his hands, which were 
still buried in his cloak. 


“Laman Schulhov.” 


Laman desperately held onto his hazy consciousness. A few faces were 
wavering in his blurry vision. He couldn’t see clearly, but the ones 
who had caught him appeared to be covering their faces with gray 
masks and wearing turbans on their heads. 


These were the Sand Shamans. 


“Why did the talented young master of the Lionheart clan come all the 
way here? And why are you, a warrior of the Emir of Kajitan, acting 
as a guide for the Lionheart boy?” 


ce 


....” Laman refused to open his tightly clenched lips. 


In order to save Eugene, who had been swallowed by the sandworm, 
Laman had run out onto the quicksand. What Laman had been hoping 
to accomplish by wading across the quicksand was to slice open the 


sandworm. Though, such a huge sandworm was an incredibly tough 
opponent, even for a warrior able to emit sword-force. 


Nevertheless, Laman had attempted to save Eugene. When Laman was 
about to be sucked under the quicksand, it was the wind sent by 
Eugene that had saved him. That moment was clearly engraved into 
Laman’s mind. 


When some of the wind supporting Eugene’s body had blown over to 
Laman, Eugene could no longer remain fixed in mid-air and had 
slowly started to drift. With the suction from the sand tornado that 
was slowly growing nearby... Eugene had left himself in a state where 
he couldn’t control his movements. 


Then the sandworm had erupted from below. 
‘In order to save me... he gave his own life...!’ 


In fact, if he really thought about it, Laman would realize that Eugene 
hadn’t been swallowed by the sandworm and had instead leaped in 
with his own two feet. However, Laman couldn’t imagine such a 
possibility. Unless you were insane, there was no way that you would 
throw yourself into the jaws of a sandworm. 


In other words, Eugene Lionheart had given his own life in order to 
save Laman. But why? Laman couldn’t figure out his reasons for this. 
The only thing that mattered to Laman at that moment was the need 
to repay this life-saving grace. 


“Could Tairi Al-Madani be planning to betray Nahama?” the Sand 
Shaman asked as he brought his head closer to Laman. “It is his 
mission to impede those who should not be coming here. For him to 
fail his mission and instead attach a guide—” 


“What are you all doing here, in this place deep underground?” Laman 
squeezed out a rough voice. “The oasis. It was an illusion, wasn’t it? 
The sandstorm was also created with magic. Were those all your 
doing?” 


“Tt seems that you don’t understand your situation,” with a click of his 
tongue, the Sand Shaman shook his head. 


Creak creak creak! 
The pressure of the sand binding Laman’s limbs grew even stronger. 
Laman gasped in pain, “Gah...!” 


“We're the ones asking questions here,” the Sand Shaman reminded 
him. “Are you keeping your mouth shut for the sake of your master’s 
honor? That is pointless, Laman Schulhov. You will die in any case, 
but since you are going to die, wouldn’t a painless death be better 
than the torturous demise awaiting you?” 


Laman gritted out, “Just kill me...!” 


The Sand Shaman ignored his demand, “Why has Eugene Lionheart 
come to Kazani? From the moment he entered Nahama, he has moved 
with a clear purpose. In our view, the only possibility seems to be that 
he was trying to get the Emir of Kajitan to betray Nahama.” 


“Betray...?” Laman’s bloodshot eyes shone as he uttered this word. 


Betray. This word confirmed quite a few unfortunate truths for Laman. 
First, there were Sand Shamans in Kazani. They were creating the 
sandstorms, forcing the desert to expand. And the Emir of Kajitan not 
only knew about this, but he was also cooperating with them... 


“How dare you invade the territory of another country in such a cheap 
manner!” 


Saliva flew from Laman’s mouth as he suddenly cried out. The Sand 
Shaman’s eyes furrowed in a frown as he stepped back. 


“Invade? I have no idea what you’re talking about,” said the Sand 
Shaman. 


“Why else would all of you, who are supposed to be protecting the 
royal family, be here?! And that sandstorm...!” Laman angrily 
accused. 


“Tt seems that you’re making quite a huge mistake. Do you really think 


that the desertification could be sped up with just our power alone?” 
the Sand Shaman asked with a snort. “Although I know that warriors 
are usually ignorant, after hearing such brainless words, I can’t help 
but be amused. It would take hundreds of Sand Shamans to create a 
sandstorm large enough to cause desertification.” 


Tututuk! 


The strength of the sand binding Laman’s body progressively grew 
stronger. 


“Kuuuh... Then... if that’s the case... why are you... here...?” Laman 
groaned out his question. 


“I have no reason to answer that,” taunted the Sand Shaman. 


“If you’re going to kill me anyway, then you should at least tell me the 
reason for it!” 


“Why did Eugene Lionheart come to Kazani?” 


“What’s so important about his reasons for doing so?! Lord Eugene has 
already perished! You... he died because of you!” 


“That’s not true,” another Sand Shaman replied to Laman’s accusation 
with a laugh. “If Eugene Lionheart is dead, then the cause of it is just 
an accident. He went into a dangerous desert that he shouldn’t have 
entered and suffered an unavoidable disaster.” 


“That’s nonsense!” Laman roared. 


“The responsibility for his death will be placed on Tairi Al-Madani’s 
head,” the Sand Shaman continued. “It’s all because you were the one 
to guide him here. Although I’ve heard that he’s a favorite of the 
Patriarch, in the end, he’s just an adopted son from a collateral 
bloodline. As long as we hand the Lionheart clan the head of a big-city 
Emir, that should allay their fury.” 


Laman cursed, “You sons of bitches!” 


The Sand Shaman advised him, “If you want to be of some use to your 
master, then it would be best for you to confess everything that you 
know. Depending on the reasons, we might still be able to handle this 
situation smoothly.” 


“Handle it smoothly...? H-hold on. ‘If Eugene Lionheart is dead?’ Does 
that mean Lord Eugene is still alive?” Laman struggled to keep a hold 
of his dazed consciousness. 


Currently, Laman’s priority wasn’t the Emir of Kajitan, but instead 
Eugene. 


One of the Sand Shaman questioned him, “Are you really prioritizing 
Eugene Lionheart over your master’s head?” 


“Tt’s obvious that he’s just playing a trick,” the other Sand Shaman 
observed. “Are you really claiming that the decision to guide Eugene 
Lionheart was made on your personal whim and not Tairi Al-Madani’s 
order?” 


Laman just desperately demanded, “Where is my lord?!” 


“Looks like our words aren’t getting through to him,” one of the Sand 
Shamans sighed. 


The other one asked, “Wouldn’t it be better to just kill him? After all, 
his life is worthless.” 


“No. He might still be of some use as a hostage.” 


Although they didn’t know the reason for it, Eugene Lionheart had 
indeed tried to rescue Laman Schulhov. 


The Sand Shamans didn’t question Laman any further and instead 
gathered together to sit among themselves. 


“So, what have you found out?” 


“He was eaten whole by a giant sandworm... is it really possible to 
survive something like that?” 


“A hole has appeared in its tail.” 


“So what? Are you saying that after being eaten by a sandworm, he 
cut a hole in its tail and crawled out?” 


The more they looked at the facts, the harder it was for them to 
believe it. The Sand Shamans snorted in amusement as they shook 
their heads. 


“We can’t just allow him to go wherever he pleases.” 
“...The Assassins are exploring the nest. They should catch him soon.” 
“And what about after that?” 


“,.It’s not a good idea to pick a fight with the Lionheart clan. It 
should be enough to erase his memory and toss him outside Kazani. 
No, it might actually be better for us to actively show that we’re 
protecting him. Who knows, we might even be rewarded for our 
kindness.” 


“Tt’s just a shame that she’s not here. If she were—” 
“Shush.” 


It happened right at the moment that the terrified Sand Shaman had 
pursed his lips and shushed his comrade. 


Booooom! 


A loud roar shook the ground below. The Sand Shamans all got up in 
alarm. They shut their eyes tightly and resonated their mana with the 
sand in order to identify what was causing this roar. 


The same scene could be seen in each of their darkened fields of view. 
Dressed in a black cloak, Eugene Lionheart was approaching their 
location from a place not far from them. With each swing of his silver- 
blue sword, the magic barrier that barred intruders' entry was being 
torn apart. 


‘What about the Assassins?’ 


They expanded their field of view to include the path that Eugene had 
already taken. There were corpses strewn all over the place, both 
Assassins and Sand Shamans. 


‘He’s advancing so fast?’ 


Each and every Assassin who had remained here at their camp had 
received enough training to be a considerable threat to even the most 
skilled warrior. That went for the Sand Shamans as well. This meant 
they should have had enough power to not be slaughtered by just one 
person. 


What’s more, this was an advantageous battlefield for the Assassins 
and the Sand Shamans. This nest made by sandworms had already 
been a complex labyrinth in and of itself, but the Sand Shamans who 
had started using it decades ago had made this labyrinth even more 
complicated. 


The Assassins who were deployed here were skilled enough to be able 
to navigate the labyrinth with their eyes and ears closed. In such a 
situation, it would be difficult for even the most skilled warriors to 
notice their stealth techniques. Their sudden surprise attacks should 
have been enough to slice any ordinary warrior’s neck. 


The Sand Shamans also had an advantage here. Even though a huge 
sandstorm like the one they had created on the surface was 
impossible, in a place like this, where there was sand on all sides as 
well as above and below, any sand magic cast here would have more 
power than usual. 


Unfortunately for them, Eugene wasn’t a good opponent for them to 
face. 


Since Eugene had been prepared to forcefully barge into the Kazani 
desert, this meant that he had already accepted that he would have to 
confront the Assassins and Sand Shamans. He had even been certain 
that he was going to get attacked by the Assassins back at the oasis 
and had gone in anyway. 


Then he had managed to enter the tunnels deep underground. Eugene 
had been fairly sure that the Sand Shamans were staying somewhere 
underground and that the Assassins were hiding here as well. 


If Eugene didn’t have the confidence to protect himself from them, he 
wouldn’t have gone any further. 


Assassins and Sand Shamans weren’t the only ones who had an 
advantage in this labyrinth. Eugene, and Hamel, were used to all kinds 
of battlefields. 


Hamel had even fought Assassins before. 


Unlike the Assassins, who had learned their assassination techniques 
through harsh training, there were many natural assassins among the 
demonic beasts and demonfolk of Helmuth. There were demonic 
beasts who could travel from one shadow to another and demonfolk 
who could stab you in the back without revealing even a trace of their 
presence. 


Being prepared to receive a surprise attack in an unfavorable situation 
had just become second nature. 


Nevertheless, Hamel had survived. With every fucking surprise attack 
that Hamel had received, the wounds on his body increased one after 
another. And each time he received a new wound, he grew more 
familiar with surprise attacks, until one day, the number of injuries he 
received had stopped increasing. 


‘The level of the Assassins here isn’t that great. Their stealth is only at the 
proficient level... and their control over their mana isn’t amazing either,’ 
Eugene critiqued. 


The most infamous of Nahama’s Assassins weren’t just at this level. 
The highest grade of Assassins had stealth techniques comparable to 
that of a demonic beast or demonfolk and were so terrifyingly 
tenacious that they couldn’t even be considered human beings. 


The Assassins that Eugene had faced so far were certainly persistent, 
but they weren’t all that terrifying. 


‘If this is an important site for Nahama, there should have been better 
Assassins than these guys.’ 


The guards here were too weak. 


Although there were a lot of Sand Shamans, their skills didn’t seem 
that great either. If this really was a key part of Nahama’s plans to 
invade other countries, then more and better-trained troops should 
have been stationed here. 


Even if territorial aggression wasn’t their goal, no matter what other 
purpose they might have had for being here, if this place was of great 
value to Nahama, it should have received further support. 


But the preparations shown here were just too lacking. 
‘Could it be that Nahama... no, that the sultan wasn’t involved in this?’ 


Eugene’s sharp senses kept a watch over his surroundings. The 
moment the enemy broke stealth to make an attack, his body would 
react of its own accord. It wasn’t just that. Eugene also knew how to 
use stealth. It meant that this labyrinth was not just a convenient 
battlefield for the Assassins, but for Eugene as well. 


Then there was his magic. 


The Ring Flame Formula amplified all the mana that Eugene 
manipulated, including the mana shield he created while operating 
the formula. Even with the Cloak of Darkness alone, he could easily 
block spells up to the Fifth Circle, and then his mana shield was added 
on top of it. 


This meant that he could just ignore any spells being cast at his face. 
Of course, there was no real need for him to just ignore them. Rather 
than ignoring the attacks and enduring the assault, he much preferred 
to avoid the spell and counterattack. 


“Gak! ” 


A spell came shooting at him from the front, a sand bullet that had 


been sculpted to a sharp point. Eugene lifted his cloak up to the spell, 
swallowing it, and then sent it back along its path. He had managed to 
calculate the spatial coordinates of his target instantly. 


The returning spell crashed right into the Sand Shaman’s chest. Then 
came a surprise attack. 


Eugene had thought he had already killed quite a few of them, but it 
seemed that there were still a lot of Assassins left. Eugene didn’t even 
need to move his body to respond to the attack. The wind that was 
wrapped around his body blocked the Assassin’s blade and then 
proceeded to rip the Assassin into pieces. 


‘The tunnels are slowly getting larger.’ 


When he spread his senses wide, Eugene could tell that all the 
Assassins and Sand Shamans scattered all over the underground 
labyrinth were gathering here. 


‘The path also leads here,’ Eugene noted as he checked the map that he 
was holding in one hand. 


Hamel’s hometown was close. 


“Tt feels a lot weirder than I thought it would,” Eugene admitted to 
himself. 


His emotions were turbulent. 
“T never thought that I would live to see my own grave.” 


The Ring Flame Formula continued to amplify his mana. With each 
rotation from his ring of Stars, the color of Eugene’s flame was slowly 
changing. 


Eugene continued, “I also never expected to meet grave robbers 
there.” 


“Intruder!” an Assassin cried as he fell from the ceiling, clutching a 
dagger. 


Although it was an obvious surprise attack, the word he shouted 
strongly agitated Eugene’s already volatile emotions. 


“Intruuuuder? This motherfucker!” with a loud scream, Eugene cast a 
spell. 


Fwooosh! 


A blue flame wrapped around the Assassin’s body. Eugene had been 
planning to slowly burn him alive, but the flame magic amplified by 
his Ring Flame Formula was too strong for that. The Assassin couldn’t 
even scream properly before he fell apart into ashes. 


“You fucking thieving bastards!” Eugene roared as he leaped forwards. 


1. This part of the text is left exactly as the author wrote it and seems 
to be the roar of the sandworm. We believe it is supposed to be a loud, 
unintelligible, and indescribable sound, which is why the author wrote 
it as these three dashes. = 


Chapter 64 
The Desert (6) 


“What the hell is that brat talking about now?” 


The Sand Shamans looked at each other in bewilderment as Eugene’s 
cry rang through the air. Thieves? Strictly speaking, Eugene Lionheart 
was the one who had invaded their territory of his own volition. This 
meant that the one who should be called a thief was this fearless and 
ill-mannered little boy. 


“My Lord...!” Laman said as he heard Eugene’s cry. 
Just as he was sighing in relief, his body suddenly trembled. 


He recalled what the Sand Shamans had said earlier. Wasn’t he now a 
hostage? Laman didn’t want to be a chain around Eugene’s ankle, 
pulling him down. As such, he tried to pull his limbs out of the 
restraints holding them in place, but the Sand Shamans weren’t blind. 


“Don’t do anything foolish,” came the warning. 
Rumble rumble! 


The sand from the ground completely wrapped around Laman’s body. 
Having made their threat clear to Laman, the Sand Shamans 
exchanged glances among themselves. 


“What should we do?” 
“We can’t let him reach here.” 
“Of course, I know that... but should we report this?” 


The question was asked cautiously, the speaker’s voice laden with an 


unquenchable fear. The other Sand Shamans hesitated, unsure what to 
say. 


“’,.We can handle this ourselves,” someone eventually decided after 
an uncomfortable silence, and the other Sand Shamans nodded in 
approval. 


They didn’t want to have to send a report about this problem to their 
superior. 


Enough damage had already been caused that this incident couldn’t 
just be covered up, but... 


“It’s not like they would even care about such losses.’ 


This was a thought shared by all the Sand Shamans here. Quite a few 
Assassins and Sand Shamans may have died within a short time span, 
but that person would definitely dismiss their deaths as trivial. 


However, they couldn’t let this matter blow up any further. Even if 
everyone here died, they could not allow this intruder to progress past 
this point. 


They needed to resolve this matter before that person returned. If they 
hadn’t managed to take care of it by then, and that person happened 
to see what was going on while they were forced to ask that person for 
help because they couldn’t resolve it, then... 


‘Death would be preferable to that.’ 


They would definitely be left in a terrible state that couldn’t be 
considered either dead or alive. Not one of the Sand Shamans here 
wanted to imagine themselves suffering such a fate. 


Aaaargh! 
Gaaaah... 


These screams were heard coming from afar, but they were gradually 
drawing closer. Since the Assassins wouldn’t let out even a single cry 


under any circumstances, the source of these guttural screams that 
were currently reaching them had to be the other Sand Shamans. 


“Let me go!” Laman roared as he was dragged to the front of the 
crowd by the sand restraining him. 


Laman panted as he tried to struggle free. However, the Sand Shamans 
didn’t pay any heed to Laman’s cries. Instead, by resonating their wills 
with their mana, the Sand Shamans conveyed their orders to the other 
Sand Shamans scattered throughout the labyrinth. 


At the start, fifty Sand Shamans had been stationed within this maze. 
But, even though not that much time had passed, more than half of 
the Sand Shamans had died. And not to a disciplined army, but these 
dozens of Sand Shamans and Assassins had been slaughtered by a 
nineteen-year-old young man. 


The surviving Sand Shamans were gathered at this one location. 


Eugene was also aware of this fact. At some point, the frequency of 
magical attacks had drastically reduced. And the signs of someone 
approaching in his direction had faded into the distance. 


A large amount of mana was showing activity ahead of him, and 
Eugene could feel a familiar presence in the center of it. 


It was Laman Sculhov. 


‘Why are you tied up there when I did my best to let you run away?’ 
Eugene thought in exasperation. 


Bam! 


Eugene kicked an Assassin in this skull who had attempted a surprise 
attack from beneath his feet. Though all the Sand Shamans had 
gathered in one spot, a few Assassassins were still hiding here and 
there along the path. 


“There are a lot of things that I want to ask them, but...,” Eugene 
muttered as he placed a hand inside his cloak. 


A large amount of mana fluctuated just as Eugene took another step 
forward. 


The sand within the tunnel swirled. As the path Eugene was currently 
on collapsed shut, the sand then reached out to swallow him. This was 
a spell known as the Sand Prison. Even for Eugune, it would be 
difficult to use his magic to free himself from a spell of this scale. 


But was there really a need for him to do so? Eugene took out a box 
that had been placed in his cloak. It contained the fragment of the 
Moonlight Sword. The shard that had been used for his mana training 
during the past few years was now sitting silently within its luxurious 
box. 


Without any hesitation, Eugene threw the box ahead of him. The sand, 
which was writhing like it had a life of its own, swallowed the box 
whole. 


“Bang,” Eugene muttered as he flipped up the hood on his cloak. 
Boooom! 


A loud sound that was incomparable to the noise that Eugene had 
made rang out. The Sand Prison, which had been cast by dozens of 
Sand Shamans working together, could not withstand the power of the 
tiny fragment. Although the strength of the spell had been increased 
by using a large amount of mana, the spell’s cohesion was weak. The 
sand that had been freed from the mana’s control scattered and 
crumbled. 


Eugene waded through the pouring sand. Although tens of thousands 
of grains of dust and sand were obscuring his vision, Eugene’s senses 
could accurately detect what was going on around him, even when he 
wasn’t able to see ahead of him. 


From above and below, the Assassins who had approached together 
with the sand launched their surprise attacks. Their sword-lights were 
ignited in an instant. Without releasing even a trace of killing intent, 
even their flow of mana had been held back until it was their moment 
to strike. 


“T’ve seen this too many times already,” Eugene commented as his feet 
hit the ground. 


Bam bam bam! 


The flowing sand transformed into awls that pierced up into the 
Assassins. 


The Moonlight Sword’s fragment had collapsed the spell and scattered 
its mana. During the past two years, Eugene had trained the cohesion 
of his mana by using the fragment as his opponent. The mana refined 
through this method was stronger and faster than the mana Eugene 
had started out with. 


‘What did he do?’ the Sand Shamans wondered, more surprised at the 
method he had used to destroy the Sand Prison than they were at the 
death of the two Assassins. 


Was that a Dispel? No, it was different. A Dispel was a method of 
artificially interfering with the mana that made up a spell. Just now, 
Eugene hadn’t appeared to meddle with the Sand Prison at all. 


The Sand Prison had just... it just seemed to run out of mana. Even 
Aroth, famously known as the Magic Kingdom, didn’t possess such a 
Dispel. Could it be a trump card of the Lionheart clan? 


One of the Sand Shamans reminded the others, “He’s coming!” 


They couldn’t afford to continue panicking. The Sand Shamans licked 
their lips and started chanting a spell, their hands clasped together in 
front of their chests to make a seal. 


“My Lord!” Laman let out a shout from where he was bound in the 
sand at the very forefront of the group. “D-don’t come here! Run 
away!” 


Eugene snorted, “Who do you think you are to tell me what to do?” 


Laman ignored Eugene’s question, “There’s no need to risk yourself to 
save me!” 


“Why would I be here to save you? It seems like you have a strange 
misunderstanding,” Eugene muttered as he picked up the fragment of 
the Moonlight Sword that had fallen to the floor. 


He felt mana gathering once more to shape another spell. 
Eugene clicked his tongue, ‘I really don’t want to waste any more time.’ 


The location he had confirmed on the map was right in front of him. 
Behind the Sand Shamans, he could see a path continuing onward. 
Eugene’s eyes grew cold. He examined the fragment of the Moonlight 
Sword that he was holding in his hand. 


“Hm,” Eugene hummed to himself. 
Groaaan! 


The sand in front of him rose to form a giant wave. The ground 
beneath Eugene’s feet was pulled forward like water being drawn 
towards a wave. Eugene followed the path of minimal resistance and 
moved forward by following the flow of the sand. The bodies that 
were first dragged away by the sand were swallowed by the wave and 
crushed, dying the yellowish-white sand with a crimson shade. 


Eugene raised his arm above his head. He leaned his upper body back, 
drawing power from his body for a throw. 


When the wave was about to hit him, Eugene threw the Moonlight 
Sword’s fragment forward. Collapsing the spell wasn’t his only 
purpose behind this move. Even after the fragment of the Moonlight 
Sword had pierced right through the wave, it hadn’t lost any of the 
force from his throw. 


“Kagh ! ” 


The shard pierced the throat of the Sand Shaman who was standing 
beside Laman. The mana shield he had raised could not resist the 
power of the Moonlight Sword. Without even checking the results of 
his throw, Eugene lowered his body into a runner’s crouch. 


Then he activated the Ring Flame Formula. He had already started up 
the chain of explosions earlier, so Eugene’s body was immediately 
engulfed in a blue blaze. 


Roooooar! 


As Eugene kicked off the ground, the blue flame left a trail of fire in 
the air. 


Charging forward, Eugene instantly leaped into the air, flying over the 
heads of the Sand Shamans. Even as they panicked, the Sand Shamans 
tried to respond. The sand in all directions began crawling over, 
gathering to the Sand Shamans. 


But the Sand Shamans were reacting to what they saw as his obvious 
next move, when the actual attack would come from above their 
heads, from the ceiling. 


Eugene pulled out the hand that he had inserted into his cloak. 
Swiiiish! 


A black whip unraveled across the ceiling and swept Eugene’s 
surroundings. Although he didn’t really enjoy using it, Eugene was 
also good at using a whip. 


“Gurk!” 


The flexible whip wrapped around a Sand Shaman’s neck. As Eugene 
pulled sharply on the whip, the Sand Shaman’s head was sent flying 
into the air as Eugene’s body was pulled to the ground. 


Laman tried to raise his fallen body, but he was immediately left with 
no choice but to lie back down. 


The air was filled with screams and blood. A blade of wind sliced 
through everything above waist height, both sand and flesh. Bullets of 
mana wove in between the crowd. And blue flames scattered 
everywhere. As the Sand Shamans’ attempted incantations were cut 
off in screams, the sand spells cast by the remaining dozen shamans 


were scattered by a single gust of wind. 


As Eugene danced among them, he almost looked like a ghost. 
Whenever he was about to be caught by a spell, he would escape with 
a Blink. Then he would flare his cloak to swallow up the spell and spit 
it back out in a completely different direction. 


Eugene’s weapons were constantly changing, and when they focused 
on defending against his weapons, Eugene would use his magic 
instead, and he didn’t hesitate to swing his fists or legs either. 


Laman wasn’t even aware that it was possible to fight like that. 


When even a warrior like Laman felt amazement, there was no way 
that the Sand Shamans could react flexibly enough to deal with this 
assault. 


The Sand Shamans couldn’t help but panic, ‘What kind of spells are 
these... ?’ 


Eugene didn’t even use any incantations. He didn’t even use any 
casting techniques, and the process by which his spells were formed 
was so fast that they couldn’t even be seen. The spells were cast 
instantly. Not just on their own, but in groups or consecutively. The 
power of the spells cast in this manner was also absurd. As for how 
many Circles they were cast with? It was impossible to tell. 


The Circles of the spells that had been cast weren’t that high, but their 
power and speed were far beyond the Sand Shamans’ understanding. 


Right until the end, the Sand Shamans couldn’t comprehend the 
enigma called Eugene. 


After a short time had passed, blood had stopped spurting everywhere, 
and there weren’t any screams either. 


Though, there was a smell of urine in the air. 


“What were you all doing here?” Eugene interrogated the survivor. 


Of the dozens of Sand Shamans who had started this fight, only a 
single one was left alive. His teeth were chattering in fear as he looked 
up at Eugene. The situation was far beyond the survivor’s 
comprehension. The undeniable reality of what had happened filled 
him with great horror. The Sand Shaman trembled as he pinned 
together his thighs which were damp with urine. 


The Sand Shaman stammered, “You... just what on earth... are 
you...?” 


“T asked you what you all were doing here?” Eugene repeated with a 
frown and waved his hand. 


Squelch! 
A swiftly thrown dagger was now lodged in the Sand Shaman’s thigh. 
The Sand Shaman groaned, “Gah...!” 


“The military force here is too small for this to be a garrison stationed 
by the sultan. So what were you doing here without orders from the 
sultan?” Eugene questioned him. 


The Sand Shaman tried to pretend ignorance, “H-hold on, just what on 
earth are you talking about...?” 


“T don’t really want to bother with interrogating someone like you. So 
listen up. Will you die, or will you tell me what I want to know?” 
Eugene threatened him. 


“Wh-what’s happening here isn’t under the sultan’s command,” the 
Sand Shaman eventually admitted. 


“Then whose is it? Could it really be the Emir of Kajitan? What kind of 
nonsense is that motherfucker thinking of playing at this deep 
underground?” 


“It’s... it’s not him. We may have received his cooperation, but...” 


Eugene threw another dagger. 


Squelch! 
The dagger pinned the Sand Shaman’s other thigh. 


“A-Amelia Merwin,” the Sand Shaman finally answered as his face 
contorted in pain. “This is Amelia Merwin’s dungeon.” 


“...Don’t lie to me. Amelia Merwin’s dungeon is in the Yuras desert,” 
Eugene stated. 


“Sh-she’s been staying here since six years ago.” 
“Six years?” 


Eugene’s eyes narrowed. He shook his head as he tried to ignore the 
ominous thoughts running through his head. 


Once he had composed himself, Eugene asked, “...Why did Amelia 
Merwin come all the way here?” 


The Sand Shaman fell silent, “...... a 


“Are you afraid of Amelia Merwin? If that’s the case, then I will ease 
your concerns. I might kill you, but you can be assured that that is all 
Pll do. Pll allow you to die an extremely comfortable and simple 
death,” Eugene offered the man. 


The Sand Shaman’s eyes fluttered. He took a deep breath and then 
clasped his hands to his chest. 


“,.This... this labyrinth was created to accelerate the desertification. 
There are many other labyrinths apart from this one in the Kazani 
Desert, but this labyrinth... it was created ten years ago,” the Sand 
Shaman explained. 


“So what?” asked Eugene. 


“ ..Six years ago, the labyrinth expanded. We had believed that an 
unstable portion of the earth had collapsed, but then a large gate was 


found deep within the earth.” 
“A gate?” 


“Yes... we tried to open the gate ourselves, but we couldn’t do it no 
matter what we tried... so we... requested the assistance of Amelia 
Merwin.” 


Eugene nodded as he pulled out another dagger. Seeing this, the Sand 
Shaman felt relief instead of fear. 


“Thank you...” 
Squelch! 


Eugene’s thrown dagger pierced the Sand Shaman’s head. The Sand 
Shaman collapsed backward, dead. As Eugene had said beforehand, he 
had given the Sand Shaman a painless death. 


That was what the Sand Shaman had desired. Now that things had 
turned out this way, Amelia Merwin’s rage was inevitable. That 
vicious black wizard didn’t just kill her enemies; she enslaved them. It 
was better to just die comfortably than to live as an undead, neither 
dead nor alive, wishing for death for the rest of his existence. 


Eugene muttered to himself, “No wonder. I thought the military force 
stationed here was a bit too weak.” 


Among all the black wizards to have signed a contract with the 
Demon King of Incarceration, Amelia Merwin was a special existence. 
Both Balzac Ludbeth, the master of Aroth’s Black Tower of Magic, and 
Helmuth’s Count Edmond Codreth, had become black wizards by 
signing a contract with the Demon King. 


However, Amelia Merwin had already made a name for herself as a 
powerful black wizard even before signing a contract with a 
demonfolk or a Demon King. 


Those who did so were able to claim great benefits when signing 
contracts with the demonfolk. Of course, Amelia Merwin had indeed 


conceded her ‘freedom’ to the Demon King of Incarceration. Still, it 
was a clear fact that she enjoyed much greater freedom than other 
black wizards. 


‘If there’s a black wizard of that level here, there’s no need to garrison this 
labyrinth with troops.’ 


The reason for Sand Shamans and Assassins to still be here? They were 
here to act as Amelia Merwin’s caretakers and punish any travelers 
who approached. From what the dead Sand Shaman had said, Amelia 
Merwin’s ‘real’ dungeon was still in the Ashur Desert... so Amelia 
Merwin must not spend much time in this dungeon. 


“M-my lord,” Laman spoke up in a trembling voice. “We need to get 
out of here. I-If this place truly is Amelia Merwin’s... the ‘Black 
Thorn’s’ dungeon...” 


“When we’ve already come this far?” Eugene snorted and began 
walking forward. “Fortunately, Amelia Merwin isn’t in today.” 


“C-can’t we just turn back now...!” Laman pleaded. 


“And what if we do leave? Do you really believe that Amelia Merwin 
won’t pursue us? She’ll probably do so anyway. Although I don’t know 
her, that’s what I would do in her situation. I would definitely want to 
hunt down the person who intruded into my villa and caused such a 
mess,” Eugene reasoned. 


cc 


....” Laman couldn’t think up any arguments. 
“That means we are left with a bad situation no matter what we do.” 


Eugene wasn’t confident about the results of a conflict with Amelia 
Merwin. If at all possible, he had wanted to avoid her. However, now 
it seemed inevitable. If that was the case, they might as well confirm 
what they were here for before trying to escape. 


Or at least that’s what Eugene had decided. Without looking back at 
Laman, Eugene walked past the corpses. 


When Laman followed him, Eugene asked, “Why are you following me 
instead of running away?” 


“That’s... we don’t know what might happen from now on,” Laman 
feebly explained. 


Eugene impatiently asked him, “That might be the case, but I asked 
you why aren't you running away?” 


“Lord Eugene has granted me his lifesaving grace twice now. If... if 
Amelia Merwin returns and tries to kill you, lord, then I... I will give 
my life to open a path for you,” Laman swore. 


“You? For me? Huh...,” Eugene turned to look back at Laman in 
confusion. “With what ability?” 


“.,.Even without ability, I can still buy time with my life,” Laman 
protested. 


“Instead of doing something pointless, why don't you just run away?” 
“There’s no way I can abandon you, lord, and leave on my own.” 


“What do you mean, abandon? I’m the one telling you to go...,” with a 
click of his tongue, Eugene raised his hand. 


Then Laman suddenly lost consciousness. Eugene had no need for 
Laman's death. That said, he also couldn’t just drag Laman along with 
him, so Eugene just stunned him and threw him into a corner. 


Eugene’s thoughts turned away from Laman to what lay ahead, “..A 
gate?’ 


Six years ago... 
Six years wasn’t all that long ago. 


That was back when Eugene was thirteen. 


‘Back during the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony.’ 
After it was over, he had entered the Lionheart clan’s treasure vault. 
Inside there, he had discovered Hamel’s keepsake. 


Eugene tightly gripped the necklace that he was wearing around his 
neck. 


‘This labyrinth has been around for ten years, but this part of the labyrinth 
only collapsed six years ago.’ 


What if... 


What if the magic sealing his ‘grave’ disappeared when Eugene picked 
up this necklace? 


If that was how that ‘gate’ had appeared... 
“There was another graverobber.” 


Since he’d been reincarnated, this was the first time Eugene had such 
a cold and clear desire to murder someone. 


Eugene looked down at the deep hole leading further into the earth. 
This current location was already quite deep underground, but the end 
of the pit in front of him led to an even more unfathomable depth. 


“They sure buried it deep,” Eugene grinned, then he threw himself 
into the hole. 


Chapter 65 
The Grave (1) 


Although he had just leaped into the hole, Eugene didn’t want to land 
at the bottom without any protection. So he wrapped his body in his 
summoned spirit’s wind and as he stared down into the depths of the 
hole. 


‘Just like they said.’ 


He could see something like a gate at the bottom of the hole. A huge 
gate made of some unknown material was installed in place of a floor. 


The gate wasn’t tightly closed. There was an opening large enough for 
people to come and go through. Seeing this intrusion with his own 
eyes, Eugene’s hair couldn’t help but bristle with rage and murderous 
intent. 


The gate down there had been discovered six years ago, but it had 
been impossible for the Sand Shamans of Nahama to open the gate 
with their capabilities. 


That was why Amelia Merwin had been called here to open that gate. 
“Grick.” 


Eugene’s teeth ground against each other. Impatiently, Eugene 
accelerated his fall until he was hovering right in front of the gate, but 
he didn’t go through immediately. Instead, he took a few deep breaths 
and calmed his boiling emotions. 


It had yet to be confirmed that what was inside here was really 
Hamel’s grave. Perhaps... perhaps it wasn’t his grave, and instead 
something completely different, like an ancient dungeon. Eugene 
didn’t want to feel disappointed after getting his hopes up for nothing. 


“’,.Although that shouldn’t be the case,” Eugene muttered to himself. 


There were no special markings or engravings on the door. If there 
had been any magic left, Eugene could have made a guess as to the 
style of the protections that had been cast on it or the level of magic 
used, but the spells cast on the door had already been breached. 


Since that was the case, he had no choice but to just go in and see it 
himself. Eugene pushed his way through the gap in the gate. 


The path continued on the other side of the gate, leading further 
underground. But the surroundings were no longer that of soil but 
instead made of metal, the same material that had made up the door. 


‘It looks like a metal alloy.’ 
Tap. 


Eugene tried to bang on the wall with a fist infused with some power. 
But his strength had no effect, and his mana was also drained. Eugene 
stared at the wall for a few moments, then looked down. 


Had a dragon with its wings folded attempted to crawl down this 
tunnel? 


The walls were dented all over the place, cracked and smashed. Traces 
that looked like they might come from a weapon or a claw overlapped 
with each other in a chaotic mess. 


‘These are... ’ 
As he scanned these traces, Eugene continued his descent. 
“,..the traces of a battle.’ 


Eugene had felt that there was a possibility of this being a dragon’s 
lair. However, the evidence he had seen seemed too violent for the 
marks a dragon might leave while tossing and turning in its sleep. 


‘’m not sure... what type of weapon could have caused these. Are these the 
slashes left from swinging a blade? It also seems like the wall might have 
been stabbed in places... In the first place, the mana needed for an attack 
of this size would be... ’ 


It was impossible to tell anything more from the traces. Although 
Eugene was sure that these were the traces left by a battle, he couldn’t 
make any guesses as to how many people there were, why they had 
fought, or how they had fought. 


Even though he felt like he couldn’t just ignore these traces, it didn’t 
seem like continuing to examine them would produce any further 
results. Eugene tore his attention away from the wall and continued 
descending downwards. 


In doing so, he realized a few things. 


This passageway must have originally hidden dozens, maybe even 
hundreds, of traps. However, whether it was because they had all 
gotten caught up in the battle that took place or whether they had 
been dealt with when Amelia Merwin broke in, all the traps had been 
destroyed. 


‘,..It’s not like I was some kind of emperor. So wouldn’t it be a bit too 
much to set up so many traps in my grave?’ 


This thought made his initial conclusion feel shaky. No matter how 
Eugene looked at it, this place felt more like a dragon’s lair than 
someone’s grave. 


However, once Eugene had passed through the passageway and 
reached the next floor, such thoughts disappeared completely. 


Eugene was dumbfounded as he stared up ahead. 


In the center of the floor stood a statue. There was no way Eugene 
wouldn’t recognize it. It was a statue of what he had looked like in his 
past life, a statue of Hamel. 


Eugene gulped and headed over to the statue. The reason why he 
could so clearly recall this statue and recognize it wasn’t just because 


the statue was carved into his previous life’s image. It was also 
because Eugene had seen such an ‘image’ once before. In Aroth’s 
Royal Library, Akron. Within Sienna’s Hall. 


Sienna had left behind a record of her former comrades’ appearances 
there. 


The Great Vermouth. 
The Brave Molon. 
The Faithful Anise. 


The Stupid Hamel. 


“ ..Haha,” Eugene burst out laughing as he shook his head. 


This statue’s appearance was identical to the image he had seen in 
Sienna’s Hall. Eyes without any trace of amusement, a slouched 
posture, and a face that had yet to see too many scars. 


“As I said, if you’re going to leave a record behind, you should at least 
have it be smiling.” 


Hamel Dynas 
(Holy Calendar 421~459.) 


He was a son of a bitch, an idiot, an asshole, a douche, a piece of 
trash. 


But he was also brave, faithful, wise, and great. 


In remembrance of this stupid man, who sacrificed himself for 
everyone and was the first to leave us. 


A memorial stone had been placed beneath the statue. Eugene stood 
there blankly, staring at the memorial stone. He recognized the 
handwriting on it. 


In Molon’s large handwriting was the word ‘brave.’ 

In Anise’s perfect handwriting was the word ‘faithful.’ 

In Sienna’s crooked handwriting was the word ‘wise.’ 

And in Vermouth’s sharp handwriting was the word ‘great.’ 

“’,.Ah fuck,” Eugene cursed without any heat and rubbed his nose. 


His eyes were getting blurry, and his nose felt stuffy. He felt the need 
to rub his eyes, but Eugene refused to do so. Although nobody was 
even watching him, he didn’t want to admit to himself that he was 
truly driven to tears in front of this statue and memorial stone by 
wiping them away. 


“Those sorts of words should have been said to me while I was alive. 
What’s the use of writing them on my tombstone after I’ve died? How 
would I even see them, you fuckheads?” Eugene complained as he 
rested a hand on the tombstone. 


But Eugene couldn’t allow himself to get lost in his own emotions. 
‘It’s strange.’ 


The statue and the tombstone were in excellent condition. No pieces 
were broken off, and they didn’t show any signs of aging despite the 
hundreds of years that had passed since they were created. 


But that wasn’t enough to be considered strange. Magic was a 
convenient tool. If preservation magic had been properly applied, 


items could be maintained for hundreds of years without any signs of 
aging. 


That was unless they were intentionally broken. 


Ignoring the tears flowing down his cheeks, Eugene looked around at 
his surroundings. 


This place was a ruin. He couldn’t help but see it as such. 


Traces of battle had definitely been left in the passageway, but seeing 
these ruins made those traces feel more like the results of a child’s 
play. The floor here was cracked or overturned, and items that 
appeared to have been pillars had been thrust into the walls and floors 
like spears. 


Hamel's statue and the memorial stone were the only things that 
weren’t broken and still intact. 


‘Just what on earth happened here?’ 


Two hundred years ago, Sienna had detected the death of her familiar 
and had left Aroth to travel here to Hamel’s grave. 


Did a fight break out immediately after that? For now, he couldn’t 
help but suspect that was what had happened. She must have met 
with the unknown grave robber, and then... 


‘Sienna is strong,’ Eugene reminded himself. 


She was always strong but became even stronger after Hamel died. 
Although Eugene didn’t truly know what Sienna had been like during 
this time, the glimpse of this ‘Wise Sienna’ that he had seen through 
Witch Craft showed that she had to have been the most powerful 
wizard in the world. 


If the intruder had the ability to fight Sienna, who had such strength... 


“...then that means Sienna... wasn’t able to win.’ 


If Sienna had won the fight, there was no way that she would have left 
this place in such a ghastly ruined state. 


Since that was the case, could Sienna have died here? 
“There’s no way,” Eugene assured himself. 


Eugene had seen a phantasm of Sienna in Aroth. It hadn’t just been an 
illusion. When he had met it in the square in front of the bank, the 
phantasm of Sienna had been able to clearly convey what it was trying 
to say: I’ve found you. 


‘So she must have been injured during the fight that took place here... then 
went into hiding somewhere.’ 


At the moment, he had no choice but to believe that. Eugene 
scratched his head in frustration. Who on earth could have pushed 
Sienna so far? Could it have been a demonfolk? Was a Demon King 
behind this? Between the Demon King of Incarceration and the Demon 
King of Destruction, which of the two could it possibly be? 


And what reason could they have for doing so? Hamel had died. 
Unable to see their attempt at conquering the Demon King of 
Incarceration’s castle to its conclusion, Hamel had passed away 
beforehand. Then an unknown ‘Oath’ had kept the two Demon Kings 
of Helmuth from making any noise for the past three hundred years. 


What reason could there be for these Demon Kings to break their 
silence and make such a move? There’s no way they would’ve come to 
Hamel’s grave to pay their respects... so what reason could a Demon 
King have for coming here? 


While scratching at his head, Eugene spun around on the spot. No 
matter how much thought he gave it, no plausible assumptions sprang 
to mind. In the end, there was only one solution to solve this mystery. 
He needed to find the place wherever on earth Sienna was hiding. 
Although Eugene currently didn’t know where she was, the best way 
to find out exactly what happened hundreds of years ago was just to 
look for her. 


‘After I look around here for a little more, that is.’ 


There were no traces left in these ruins other than the statue and the 
memorial stone. Looking at this spacious interior and all the broken 
structures, it seemed like all sorts of things had been stored here 
before the place got turned into such a state... But for now, Eugene 
just took a quick look around. 


Eugene examined the pillars that had fallen onto the floor. It was hard 
to see because of all the cracks, but if you looked closely, they were 
inscribed with words that were about the same size as sesame seeds. 
These words were part of the magical techniques used to create the 
tomb, but the writing was so fragmented that it was impossible to tell 
what their original form had looked like. 


But it wasn’t all just magic. Apart from Sienna’s scrawled magic runes, 
other things had also been written on them. 


Almighty God of Light, please protect and watch over this foolish lamb. 
Guide him with love and mercy to his rest after his arduous journey, and 
even when darkness falls on this lamb’s path, please show him the way 
with your light. 


“Anise, you fucker. I told you that I don’t believe in the gods.” 


Burn the sins that he has committed during his life with your sacred flame. 
And please open the door to heaven, which is full of peace and happiness, 
not the door where only pain and despair await. If his good deeds are not 
enough for him to enter heaven, please allow me to shoulder his debts so 
that we might someday reunite with each other. 


“’,.Rotten bitch,” Eugene said with a sigh and patted the fallen pillar. 


Eugene could clearly picture what this site had looked like before it 
had been turned into ruins. It wasn’t that hard to recall what it must 
have been like because he could clearly remember what type of 
people his companions had been. 


Molon, that idiot, must have erected these pillars with a face pouring 
with tears and snot that didn’t suit his buff body. Although it would 
have been simple to do such a job using magic, Molon would have 
insisted on doing it personally. Molon might even have been the one 
to personally dig all the way down through the earth to these depths. 


Sienna, that chick would have also been crying. Right before Hamel 
died, Sienna had been crying the most. Molon would have tried to 
make the statue himself, only for Sienna to yell at him to not be so 
obnoxious. Then she would have made a statue of Hamel based on the 
image she had stored of him in her memories. 


While carving prayers onto these pillars, Anise would have pointed 
something out without even looking at the statue. She would have 
asked, don’t you think Hamel was uglier than that? As she continued 
to exude the faint smell of alcohol, Anise would have done her best to 
hold back her tears. That was just how Anise had been even when 
Hamel was dying. While taking sips from the little holy water that she 
had left, Anise had asked him to consider converting to her god... and 
in the end, she had given him one last drink. 


As for Vermouth. 


Would he have been crying? Eugene simply couldn’t imagine the 
appearance of Vermouth shedding tears. Perhaps... he might have 
continued blaming himself even after having come all this way. Still 
insisting that there was no need for Hamel to have pushed Vermouth 
out of the way of that attack only to be hit by the blow that had 
finally killed him. Vermouth might even have blamed himself for 
Hamel being forced to become the party’s tank. After all, they had no 
other option but to use Hamel in this role when they were up against 
the two strongest subordinates of the Demon King of Incarceration, 
the Staff and the Shield. 


In Eugene’s — no, Hamel’s memories, Vermouth was just that type of 
guy. Both before and after entering Helmuth, upon seeing the corpses 
of those who had been killed by demonic beasts, demonfolk, monsters, 
and other such things... Vermouth would also say the same lines 
despite these corpses having nothing to do with him. 


I could have saved them. 
I was supposed to save them. 
They didn’t have to die. 


Saying things like this was Vermouth’s bad habit. Especially whenever 


his comrades suffered an unavoidable injury during their journey. 
Even when they had managed to survive after defeating a powerful 
enemy. While everyone else was getting drunk on joy and a sense of 
accomplishment, not caring about the pain from their injuries, 
Vermouth would wallow in his self-blame. 


There was no need for you to get hurt. 
I should have been better. 


Vermouth would mutter such self-recriminations. 


—Asshole, why are you spouting such bullshit again. What do you mean 
by ‘there was no need for that’ and ‘I should have been better?’ Hey, do 
you think you’re a god? You’re just a human like us, aren’t you? So what 
makes you think that you can do everything by yourself? If you were able 
to do that, then fuck, why would you bring us along with you? 


—Hamel, stop bothering Sir Vermouth. 


—Don’t butt in, Anise. You also clicked your tongue just now. Do you 
really think I wouldn’t notice your desire to shake some sense into this 
bastard and make him realize that he’s being an ass by spouting such 
bullshit? 


—I didn’t click my tongue because of Sir Vermouth. I clicked my tongue 
because I knew that you would utter some kind of nonsense. 


—You really are treating both of us like a pair of fools. 


As he reminisced about the past, Eugene recalled a conversation that 
would never again be able to take place. Although he had cried a little 
when he saw the statue and the memorial stone, these damn tears 
were flowing once more. Like last time, Eugene refused to wipe away 
his tears. Instead, he just allowed them to flow down. He didn’t try to 
stop them or hold them back. 


If not at a time like this, when else were you meant to cry? 
“...Everything else is broken, but... ’ 
There was just one place that didn’t seem to have been destroyed. 


There was a door in the wall behind the statue. Eugene stared at it. 
Unlike the statue and the memorial stone, which had no trace of 
damage, the door showed off quite a lot of scratches. 


However, it hadn’t been completely destroyed. Eugene walked closer 
to the door. Although it appeared intact on the surface, the inside of 
the room may also have been destroyed. For now, that was all that he 
could expect. Eugene didn’t want to set his hopes too high. 


Creeeak. 


The door wasn’t locked. While taking a deep breath, Eugene opened 
the door and looked inside. Just as he had expected, the inside of the 
room was a mess. From the roof to the walls, nothing appeared to 
have remained intact. 


However, at the other end of a long hallway stood another door 
without a single scratch on it. And someone was sitting at the bottom 
of the door with his back leaning against it. 


His appearance caused Eugene to unconsciously gasp. Because he 
couldn’t be sure if something might happen at any moment, Eugene 
had been in a constant state of tension. But even so, he hadn’t been 
able to notice this man’s presence. And that was still the case even 
now. Despite having both eyes on this man, Eugene still couldn’t feel 
anything from him. 


The man got up. His whole body was covered in a black suit of armor 
with a full helmet that covered his face. From inside this helmet, a 
bright red light flashed. 


“...Who are you?” Eugen demanded as he stared at the man who had 
gotten to his feet. “Why are you sitting there, blocking that door?” 


The other person didn’t respond. Instead, he just staggered closer. The 
hair all over Eugene’s body stood on end. He could feel a vicious and 
intense demonic power coming from the armored form walking up to 
him. 


‘A demonfolk?’ 


No, this sensation was different. Could it be a human who had made a 
contract with a demonfolk? Looking at his appearance and the air 
around him, he couldn’t be a black wizard. If that was the case, could 
he be a Black Knight? A fallen knight who had sworn allegiance to a 
demonfolk in exchange for power. 


‘No... that’s not it.’ 


Eugene couldn’t feel any life-force emanating from this man. He 
wasn’t a demonic beast, nor a demonfolk, nor even a contracted 
human. 


As such, there was only one possibility that Eugene could think of. 
‘An undead,’ Eugene concluded. 

But there’s no way that he could be, right? 

As Eugene’s face contorted, he placed a hand inside his cloak. 


“T asked you who you are, motherfucker,” Eugene cursed 
threateningly. 


“| ..Thief...,” a cracked and hoarse voice rattled from inside the 
helmet. 


Judging by the fact that it had responded, it seemed like this thing 
still had some ability to reason. 


“’,.Your name,” Eugene growled as he felt an eerie mix of anxiety, 
anger, and murderous desire. 


He chose not to hide his obvious hostility. His cloak flapped around 
him as blue flames engulfed Eugene. 


Eugene demanded once again, “I said, give me your name, you son of 
a bitch.” 


“T am...,” the undead trailed off. 


The Death Knight pulled out his sword. It was a pitch-black 
longsword. A sword that Eugene didn’t recognize. 


The undead monster finally answered his question, “I am... the Stupid 
Hamel.” 


“What did you say, you motherfucker?” Eugene barked out as this 
reply caught him off-guard. “Hamel? You? And you’re claiming to be 
the Stupid Hamel at that?” 


Crack crack crack! 


The floor beneath Eugene’s feet shattered under the pressure he was 
giving off. 


Iam Hamel. 


But there was no need for him to say this. Eugene had no intention of 
competing with this Death Knight standing in front of him over who 
was the real Hamel. He was definitely Hamel, so without even needing 
to think about it, the Death Knight in front of him was a fake. 


Eugene lectured the fake, “Hamel would never allow that fucking title 
to pass his own lips.” 


The Death Knight was just a psychopath that thought it was Hamel. 
This meant that the Death Knight had to have lost its mind. 


But, that body... 


Could it be...? 


“Take off your helmet, you son of a bitch,” Eugene roared as he kicked 
off the ground. 


Chapter 66 
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Although Eugene spat out this demand, the Death Knight didn’t 
comply with his order. Instead, it emitted a hideous and sinister glare, 
but the anger and murderous intent that Eugene leaked in return 
wasn’t lacking in comparison. 


As he projected his hostility, Eugene ran forwards. Thoughts he didn’t 
want to think about kept rolling around inside his head. He kept 
imagining some truly ominous and fucking disturbing ideas. No, he 
wasn’t just imagining things. After all, wasn’t the proof right in front 
of him? 


This place was Hamel’s grave. 


Death Knights were made from the corpses of dead warriors. 
Resentment, anger, and hatred — souls that had been drenched in 
these sorts of emotions would refuse to leave this world, even after 
they had died, and would remain trapped in their corpses. 


Most undead were made by tempting these sorts of souls. In return for 
granting their desires, these souls would sacrifice themselves to their 
contractor and become slaves. Souls that had refused to leave this 
world would never reject such an offer. Their bitter resentment would 
force them to accept the deal even if it meant becoming a slave for the 
rest of their existence and never being able to reincarnate. 


Although liches were usually insane wizards who had turned 
themselves into an undead, a Death Knight was a corrupted soul that 
had chosen to remain on earth even after it had died. A Death Knight 
was something that had given up all the dignities that living beings 
should possess and sacrificed everything it had for the sake of 
revenge. 


Because of that, they couldn’t help but be strong. Eugene was well 


aware of how terrifying and terrible the power that they had obtained 
from using their soul as collateral could be. 


But what was going on here? 

‘Hamel?’ 

The Death Knight was claiming that its name was Hamel. 
‘You’re really saying that you’re Hamel?’ 


Crazy bastard, it seemed like it had completely lost its mind after it 
had passed away. 


Eugene had no doubts about the fact that he was Hamel. In the first 
place, there was no room for him to doubt himself. The Spirit King of 
the Wind, Tempest, had confirmed that Eugene’s soul was previously 
Hamel’s. 


Even without Tempest’s confirmation, there was no reason to doubt 
this fact. If Eugene wasn’t Hamel, then who on earth could he be? His 
memory, experiences, and everything else all fit his identity perfectly. 


However, Eugene’s soul might have belonged to Hamel, but his body 
did not. 


‘That build... ’ 
It was just like Hamel’s. 


‘His habits... there aren’t any. Well, it’s true that I didn’t have anything 
like that.’ 


Although it wouldn’t be strange for someone to develop one or two 
habits that would reveal themselves during a battle, during his 
previous life, Hamel had intentionally erased all of his habits. He 
wouldn’t have been able to grow any stronger if he had held on to his 
established habits. He wouldn’t have been able to survive in Helmuth 
either. And he wouldn’t even have the slightest chance of surpassing 
Vermouth. Under such pressing motivations, he had erased all the 


habits that weren’t of any use to him. 


As such, Eugene couldn’t tell this guy’s identity just by looking at him 
like this. Although it seemed certain that this was a Death Knight 
formed from some poor soul, that alone wasn’t enough. 


His face, Eugene needed to see his face. 


‘If they really did make my corpse into an undead by stuffing another soul 
in there... ’ 


If that was the case, then all this rage and murderous intent that 
Eugene felt wouldn’t simply go away. That thing was his body. The 
body from his previous life. The body that Sienna, Anise, Molon, and 
Vermouth had painstakingly built a grave for and laid to rest. 


“Which fucking bastard was it—” 

Boom! 

Eugene jumped into the air and twisted his body. 
“—that stuffed you—” 


His cloak billowed. As the space inside opened wide, the handles of 
countless weapons protruded from it. From among all of these 
weapons, Eugene grabbed hold of two sword-hilts. 


“into that body?!” 
Swoosh! 


The two swords that Eugene held in either hand were thrust 
downwards. Although the Death Knight had two swords descending 
toward its head in a flash, it didn’t panic. Instead, it skillfully twisted 
its body to get out of the swords’ trajectories and then spread its hand 
out towards Eugene. 


A hand that was covered by a black gauntlet shot straight at him. 


Eugene gritted his teeth hard and blocked the attack with both hands. 
Boom! 

The blue flames wrapped around Eugene’s hands exploded. 

‘It has a Mana Shield,’ Eugene realized. 


Strictly speaking, the power that Death Knights and Black Wizards 
used wasn’t mana but was instead demonic power. However, the way 
that they used it was no different from mana. Its dense demonic power 
had been wrapped around the Death Knight’s body to form a shield. 


After Eugene managed to push the Death Knight away, he retracted 
his stiffened hands. This opponent wasn’t something that he could 
compete with in terms of strength. No matter how well Eugene was 
able to control his mana or how effectively he could amplify it by 
using the Ring Flame Formula, the fact that it had only been six years 
since Eugene had first started training his mana remained unchanged. 


It was only natural that he couldn’t compete with this Death Knight in 
front of him in terms of strength. 


Eugene reminded himself, ‘I also don’t really know anything about it.’ 
How long had that Death Knight been guarding here? 


The first thought that came to mind was that this Death Knight had to 
have been created by Amelia Merwin. She had opened the door to this 
tomb six years ago, entered inside... and then made a Death Knight 
from Hamel’s corpse. Since Hamel’s soul hadn’t remained trapped in 
his body, she had to have stuffed a different soul in there. 


If that really was the case, that made it even more unlikely for Eugene 
to be able to defeat this Death Knight. As a Death Knight made by a 
black wizard of Amelia Merwin’s caliber, it had to be at least as strong 
as the Lionheart clan’s Patriarch, Gilead, or a Captain of the Black 
Lion Knights. 


Using his logic, Eugene could only reach such a conclusion. However, 


Eugene had no intention of retreating. 
So what if the Death Knight was strong? 
Fwooosh! 


The flames covering Eugene grew even more intense. As he exploded 
his mana without restraint, Eugene reached into his cloak. 


Whoosh! 


The Death Knight’s hand tried to grab Eugene once more. Eugene 
immediately evaded with a Blink, reappearing behind the Death 
Knight. 


The weapon that he pulled out next was a giant ax. As Eugene 
retrieved this ax from inside his cloak, he spun his body. 


But as he unleashed his blow, Eugene wasn’t able to send the Death 
Knight flying like he had hoped. The moment that the ax touched its 
body, the Death Knight’s sword had sprung into action. 


Schk! 


The large ax was sliced in half exactly down the middle. Eugene 
immediately let go of the ax and took a half-step back. 


Eugene’s hand was already reaching back into his cloak. What he took 
out next was a greatsword that was even larger than the previous ax. 
Eugene raised the sword over his head and swung it down at the 
Death Knight’s helmet. 


Although Eugene may have stepped back, the Death Knight refused to 
reciprocate. Instead, it charged forward and swung its sword. 


Kacrack! 


The greatsword immediately shattered into pieces. Eugene had never 
seen an attack like this that could so easily destroy an opponent’s 


weapon. 


Eugene examined the way that the Death Knight was swinging his 
sword. Although it seemed to have intentionally erased its habits, 
from the way it looked when wielding a sword to the allocation of its 
mana and the strength of its sword-force... such things weren’t habits 
but instead part of its basic skills. These sorts of things couldn’t be 
discarded, even if you wanted to. 


“...It’s similar,’ Eugene admitted. 


He couldn’t deny it. The Death Knight’s movements resembled 
Hamel’s. 


But it was just his movements, nothing else. 
This guy in front of him wasn’t Hamel. 
Eugene was reassured about this truth once more. 


His cloak flapped loudly as, in the middle of all this, Eugene lowered 
his stance. The Death Knight instinctively sensed his approach, so it 
spun around and held up its sword. 


Boom! 


The attack unleashed from beneath Eugene’s cloak came as a shock. 
However, the Death Knight’s demonic power wasn’t even shaken. 
Instead, its eyes gleamed from behind its upheld sword. 


Eugene pulled out a spear and held it in both hands as he brandished 
it towards the Death Knight. 


“Boy, it seems like you’re good at wielding various weapons,” the 
Death Knight spoke up. 


Boy? Eugene snorted and lowered his knees. 


“If you’re trying to imitate me, then do it properly,” Eugene critiqued 


him; Hamel would never use tame words like that. “Didn’t I tell you to 
take off your helmet?” 


The Death Knight replied, “There is no reason for me to do so.” 
“T think I liked it better when you just kept your trap shut.” 


If the Death Knight was going to claim that its name was Hamel, then 
it should stop talking so politely. From when he was young, and even 
as he grew older, until the day he died, Hamel had never spoken so 
politely. 


Shick. 


The spear thrust forward. No, it just looked like it had been thrust 
forward. It had been a feint. But the deceptive movements of the 
swaying tip of the spear as it was pulled back and forth couldn’t just 
be dismissed as a simple trick. The obvious momentum of the speartip 
could instantly turn the fake into the real at any time. 


The Death Knight didn’t show any reaction. It just stepped back a little 
to get itself out of the spear’s reach. 


Just as the distance between them was growing wider, Eugene’s body 
moved into gear. The blue flames wrapped around the spear gave off a 
brilliant shine. Each time the spear shook, sparks would scatter off of 
it. The Ring Flame Formula then transformed each of these sparks into 
a spell. Chains of flame pierced through the air along with his spear. 


Crack! 


The chains that were about to wrap around the Death Knight’s body 
were cut apart by a dark ray of light, but this attack failed to block the 
spear. At the moment of collision, the spear’s trajectory twisted aside. 
In Eugene’s hands, the straight spear was able to move both flexibly 
and freely. This transformed an ordinary spear into a deadly viper. 


With its fangs bared wide open, the viper struck the Death Knight. 


Bang! 


The Death Knight’s mana shield fluctuated, but the one blow wasn’t 
enough to push it back. Even though Eugene had managed to strike it 
firmly, the blow was still too light. Eugene’s strength was insufficient 
to shove his opponent away. 


However, Eugene had done this in order to confirm something with 
his own eyes. The technique Eugene had used to handle his weapon 
was something that had belonged to Hamel. If the Death Knight was 
claiming to be Hamel, then it needed to at least be able to see through 
and understand this technique. 


“Boy, your skill is amazing,” the Death Knight complimented. 
Eugene sneered, “I told you to shut your trap.” 


The Death Knight was acting like nothing had happened just now. As 
soon as it had been bitten by the viper, it had retreated backward so 
the attack couldn’t dig in any deeper. 


Its technique was also sophisticated and skillful. However, this wasn’t 
enough for the Death Knight to be able to claim its identity as Hamel. 
Even though the Death Knight had managed to retreat from the blow, 
it had still set its bones ringing. 


But then something broke. 


Eugene looked down at the shattered spear in his hands. It was 
because of the Death Knight’s sword. Its attack had been just a simple 
stab with no finesse, but it was strong and fast enough to shatter his 
spear. 


Now, the Death Knight had no intention of retreating any further. A 
vicious demonic aura filled the room. Shaking off the pressure that 
was constricting his whole body, Eugene shoved his hands inside his 
cloak. 


“How unfortunate,” the Death Knight muttered. 


Suddenly, it appeared right in front of Eugene, its sword swinging 
forward in a black slash of light. It was impossible to read any 
emotions from its eyes, but the words spat out by its hoarse voice 


made the Death Knight’s opinion obvious. 


Eugene’s face was no longer contorted in a scowl. Having gone far 
beyond the boiling point of rage and murderous intent, his face had 
hardened into a cold mask. 


Then, in the next moment, Eugene’s sword-force split apart the Death 
Knight’s darkness. 


It happened in an instant, and the Death Knight was left looking like it 
couldn’t understand what had just occurred. This was only natural. Its 
slash had come close to slicing open Eugene’s throat, but suddenly it 
had failed to make contact. 


It was as if its sword had been twisted to the side. However, there was 
no reason for the sword to do so. With Eugene’s strength, he shouldn’t 
have been able to strike the Death Knight’s sword aside. 


“ ..What did you just do?” the Death Knight asked. 


“You don’t know?” Eugene spat out in a voice that carried no trace of 
amusement. “That’s proof that you’re not Hamel.” 


This was an application of mana that had been able to astonish even 
an Archwizard like Sienna. Although his affinity to mana was also 
excellent, what Hamel had truly excelled in was his mana control. He 
might not have been well-versed in magic, but in his previous life, 
Hamel had still been extremely good at manipulating his mana. 


Hamel’s body hadn’t been as strong as Molon’s. He wasn’t even as 
well-rounded as Vermouth. He hadn’t known how to use magic or 
divine power either. 


Nevertheless, Hamel had been able to run wild on the battlefield. The 
reason why he was able to face the attack from the huge Kamash 
head-on and pierce through it was— 


“Parrying?” the Death Knight asked as it looked down at the position 
of its deflected sword. 


Of course, it wasn’t just simply parrying. The moment both attack and 
counterattack collided — at that instant, Eugene had synchronized a 
wave of mana composed of sword-force along with his counter-attack. 
So that the whole strength of his sword-force would burst forth the 
moment that their attacks met. 


‘How heavy.’ 


Eugene ignored the throbbing pain in his arm. He could also taste 
blood at the back of his throat. Although he had definitely gotten the 
timing down perfectly, it was impossible for him to have dealt with 
such a strong attack without any issues. Hiding all signs of this, 
Eugene cycled the Stars rotating around his heart even faster. 


Bang, bang, bang! 


Countless Stars exploded and reformed in the Circle formed by his 
original Stars. 


Baaang! 


A sword wrapped in blue flames collided with the darkness, but he 
couldn’t sustain such a fight for very long. As Eugene resisted the urge 
to pant for breathl1], he attacked the Death Knight with one blow 
after another. The Death Knight defended itself while aiming for a 
counterattack, but its sword wasn’t able to move as it desired. 


Eugene wouldn’t allow this to happen. If the Death Knight tried to 
swing its sword, Eugene would stab at it from below. If it tried to stab 
at him, he would chop down from above, and if it tried to chop at 
him, he would slice at its side. Eugene was able to read the Death 
Knight’s attacks and make the first move each time. 


However, it felt like Eugene’s bones were splintering, and his muscles 
were being torn apart. So even this talented body couldn’t stand up to 
such abuse? But this didn’t matter. Because Eugene had been able to 
fight just as well with a body that was in much worse shape than this. 
As long as he was still conscious and his head was clear, he could still 
move. He could still fight. 


Most importantly, Eugene needed to take off that helmet and see its 


face. If the Death Knight refused to take it off, then Eugene would just 
need to break it. 


Even if the face that was revealed because of this wasn’t Hamel’s, 
Eugene still planned to kill the Death Knight. The reveal wouldn’t 
change anything. The fact that it was a Death Knight was more than 
enough reason to kill it. 


On top of that... how dare this thing... lock itself up in his grave? 
Acting like it was the owner... sitting in front of this door... blocking 
this passageway 2], And it even dared to call itself Hamel? 


Something like this? 
“Hmph...!” the Death Knight grunted. 
It was being pushed back. 


The Death Knight’s body and feet were slowly sliding backward. The 
sword that it couldn’t wield as it wished was just serving as a 
hindrance to it. The Death Knight’s movements were now completely 
under Eugene’s control. No matter how much stronger the Death 
Knight was compared to Eugene, Eugene’s skills exceeded its strength, 
and it was left unable to swing its sword in a way that truly took 
advantage of its strength. 


Eugene was currently dancing on the edge of a blade. He was bursting 
forth with one attack after another, but he still wasn’t able to inflict 
any fatal wounds on this Death Knight. In the first place, injuries 
meant nothing to an undead. And with the strong demonic power that 
this Death Knight possessed, any wounds it received were healed 
immediately. 


‘ need to end this in one blow,’ Eugene thought desperately. 


He wasn’t paying any more attention to his breathing. Instead, all his 
focus was concentrated on the attacks. 


‘Counterattack, watch out for the sword, then recline upper body.’ 


The mana shield wrapped around Eugene’s body was growing ever 
fainter. All the mana erupting from his Ring Flame Formula was being 
infused into his sword. Thankfully, he was using the Storm Sword 
Wynnyd. Its wind worked together well with his flames. 


Squeeeeal! 


Eugene’s sword screeched as it collided with the Death Knight’s armor, 
prompting the Death Knight to back away in alarm. 


The Death Knight wasn’t Hamel. Its skills were too inadequate, and its 
battle instinct was lacking. Even though it showed off a bloated 
strength, it still couldn’t control this power properly. 


Eugene realized something, ‘In the first place, you—’ 


Eugene’s body slid to the side, avoiding a simple and obvious stab. 
The Death Knight’s stab was just a simple attack down a straight line. 
Although there was sufficient speed to give it great power, that was all 
there was to it. Then the explosion of the demonic power infused into 
the sword almost engulfed Eugene. 


Just before Eugene Blinked away, he stomped on the ground with his 
foot. 


Pwooosh! 


The ground melted into mud with the sticky consistency of glue and 
swallowed the Death Knight’s feet. Although that’s what it looked like, 
the gluey mud was actually disintegrated the moment it touched the 
Death Knight’s demonic power. But that delay alone was enough. As 
long as it was able to occupy the Death Knight’s attention for a few 
moments, the distraction had proven effective. 


‘_you’re not a swordsman.’ 


Although it seemed to be able to handle its sword quite well, the 
Death Knight’s swordsmanship was so crude that it was hard to 
believe that it was even capable of acting as a Death Knight. Eugene 
could admit that such swordsmanship would be able to receive praise 
for its strength no matter where it went. However, there was no way 


that it would have been able to stand at Vermouth’s side with only 
this level of swordsmanship. 


Three hundred years ago, among all the knights who had followed 
them into Helmuth, there was not a single one whose swordsmanship 
was lacking in comparison to the Death Knight’s. 


Every time it swung its sword, the Death Knight had to withdraw to 
recover its stance. Additionally, when the Death Knight swung with its 
right hand, its left hand, shoulders, and knees would all twitch 
beforehand. Finally, the Death Knight’s gaze was also a little slower 
than its swing. All this proved that the Death Knight wasn’t a 
swordsman. 


Unleashing another attack, the Death Knight violently twisted its 
body! 


Kwaaargh! 


The demonic power that spewed from the sword swing sprayed across 
the entire hallway. Something was damaged and fell to the floor. 


It was one of the countless weapons now strewn across the hallway. 


The Death Knight’s eyes shook in shock, ‘How did they all appear in 
such a short time...? Was it while he was casting Blink?’ 


Behind it! 


It was faster for the Death Knight to release a spray of demonic power 
backward than turn around. The demonic power collided with a blast 
of flames and exploded. But this explosion was part of Eugene’s plans. 


The Death Knight’s senses were suddenly covered in points of high- 
density mana. In ones and twos, dozens and then hundreds, their 
sudden appearance overwhelmed his senses. Each of them was an 
attack that Eugene had fired wildly at it. 


Bang bang bang bang! 


Hundreds of magic missiles shot into the Death Knight’s wavering 
demonic aura. In the midst of all this, Eugene readied his body. 


“Now, let’s see your ugly mug,” Eugene panted in a harsh voice. 
Wynnyd’s sword-force split apart the darkness as he leaped. 
The Death Knight’s helmet was sliced in half. 

Thud. 


As the only noise that could be heard was the sound of Eugene 
landing behind the Death Knight, he turned his head to look back at 
it. 


The Death Knight was standing still, holding the split-apart pieces of 
its helmet in both hands. As Eugene recovered from his panting, he 
glared at the back of the Death Knight's revealed head. 


It had short hair, a severed left earlobe, and the back of its neck had a 
tangled mess of scars. 


As he calmed his heart which felt like it was about to burst, Eugene 
demanded, “Look at me.” 


The Death Knight turned its head. 


A scar ran from the tip of its right chin, across its eye, and onto its 
forehead. Eugene was very familiar with this scar. Before the point 
where he actually died, that was the scar that Hamel had received 
upon coming closest to his death. The event had happened shortly 
after entering Helmuth. 


It was the scar he had received while fighting the Blade of 
Incarceration!3], 


‘The earlobe... that was pierced through while fighting the Demon King of 
Cruelty.’ 


At the sharp point of the Demon Spear Luentos. 


Although it was hidden by the armor, the scar from his battle with the 
Demon King of Carnage should also still remain on its right shoulder. 
That guy’s weapon had been the Annihilation Hammer Jigolath. If 
Hamel had been even a little late in retreating, his body would have 
been crushed in half. 


But he had come the closest to truly dying back then, at the moment 
when his face was sliced open by the Sword of Incarceration. Looking 
at these scars, Eugene’s current face, which was clean of any scarring, 
seemed to be throbbing for some reason. 


“ ,.Bastard, you sure are one handsome guy,” Eugene cursed as he 
looked at Hamel’s face. 


Even though hundreds of years had passed, that face hadn’t rotted 
away and was still the same as it had been in his previous life. 


However, there was no life to it. Its skin was pale and bloodless, and 
its two eyes were a grayish red like rotting blood. 


“Your soul is incredibly ugly, but at least your face is handsome,” 
Eugene consoled the undead. 


The Death Knight did not respond. With blank eyes, it was staring 
down at the helmet it was holding in its hands. 


Te EET iy: VWWOOQ 05” 
Its body started trembling as it made these sounds. 
The helmet it was holding shattered into pieces. 


“Roooar!” with a roar, the Death Knight threw its sword. 


1. The original Korean idiom for this feeling is that Eugene is 
swallowing a breath that has come up to his chin. = 


2. These pauses were in the raw text appear to show that Eugene is 
gasping for breath and is distracted. = 


3. One of the three strongest servants of the Demon King of 
Incarceration, along with the Staff and Shield. = 


Chapter 67 
The Grave (3) 


Claaaang! 


The sword thrown by the Death Knight pierced into the wall of the 
hallway and shattered the wall into rubble. Although Eugene had 
managed to avoid the throw, he couldn’t afford to relax. The Death 
Knight was still attacking him. 


“Fuck, this stinks.’ 


Although it wasn’t hot down here, Eugene had been moving his body 
so vigorously that his whole body was now drenched in sweat. 


It had been a long time since he had last felt this tired, and it wasn’t 
just his overworked muscles either. The mana in his Core was slowly 
starting to bottom out. 


Eugene had overused his strength to keep up the reckless parrying and 
break through the Death Knight’s defenses. If it wasn’t for his Ring 
Flame Formula, his mana would have already been depleted, and he 
would have collapsed onto the floor. 


‘Now, what do I do?’ 


Eugene had managed to see the Death Knight’s face. He had confirmed 
that its body was created from Hamel’s corpse. He had also confirmed 
that the soul inserted into that body was just the soul of some 
unknown bastard. 


But that wasn’t enough. Eugene wanted to kill this Death Knight and 
was determined to do so now. Adjusting his breathing, Eugene 
continued to operate the Ring Flame Formula. 


The source of power for a human being was their heart. But a Death 
Knight’s heart didn’t beat, nor did it have any flowing blood. To kill a 
Death Knight, one would need to tear it into so many pieces such that 
it wouldn’t be able to regenerate any longer. 


Was the current Eugene able to do such a thing? Even if he couldn’t, 
Eugene would just have to manage it somehow, so why ask such an 
obvious question? Eugene encouraged himself like this as wind 
wrapped around his blade. As the amount of mana Eugene could 
infuse into the blade dwindled, the wind evoked by his spirit was 
strengthened to make up for it. 


Baaang! 


Eugene’s body flew into the air. Swallowing the blood that he was 
about to cough up, Eugene looked down at the floor. The Death 
Knight rose slowly from the center of a deep crater that looked like 
the site of a recent explosion. All it had done was throw away its 
sword, but it was now incomparably faster and stronger than it had 
been before. 


This was its original level of skill. By holding a sword that it wasn’t 
even familiar with, and as it had tried to prioritize using common 
sword techniques without leaning on its true strength, all of the Death 
Knight’s moves had been blunt and simple. 


But now... 
‘Fuck.’ 


Each time Eugene endured an attack, it felt like his arms were being 
torn out of their sockets. Even though he was parrying the blows, with 
each burst of mana, he could feel his reserves of mana being drained 
away in large clumps. It was a godsend that Eugene was able to 
handle releasing such large bursts of mana. 


It was fortunate that Eugene had trained his control over his mana by 
using the Moonlight Sword’s fragment as the target of his spells 
because if he hadn’t done that, his mana would already have reached 
the bottom of the tank through his parrying alone. 


‘But my specs still fall short,’ Eugene noted pessimistically. 


When the Death Knight was still holding a sword, it had been an easy 
opponent, but now that it had dropped the sword and was fighting 
with its bare hands, it was a tough opponent for him. On top of that, 
the Death Knight’s fighting style was so messy that it was difficult for 
him to read the attacks and gauge how much mana he needed to deal 
with them. 


It was like he was fighting with a wild beast or a monster. 


It might be fighting with its bare hands, but although the Death 
Knight was wearing gauntlets, it wasn’t fighting with its fists. Black 
demonic power was wrapped around its hands, and it was swinging its 
fingertips like they were claws. 


‘Claws? No, it’s different. Its fingers are curved, which means it’s also using 
the power of its hands.’ 


Some weapons had blades on the back of their hands or even their 
fingertips. Those sorts of weapons focused on slicing and scratching. 
However, the Death Knight’s style was different. It was actively using 
its grip strength and its knuckles. It wasn’t just using its arms like a 
beast’s limbs. 


Then there was also its posture. The Death Knight was tilting its upper 
body forward, and its arms were nearly low enough to touch the floor. 
It seemed that this posture was a more natural fit for it than when it 
had been standing upright on both feet, as it was correspondingly 
more agile. 


‘Fuck. If they were going to put a soul in my body, then it should at least 
have been a human’s soul. Just what kind of monster did they stuff in 
there?’ 


A monster... No, was it really? It had been able to hold a 
conversation, but then there was its messy and barbaric fighting style. 
Its primary weapons were its arms and fingertips. Though its stance 
looked sloppy, the center of gravity was clearly settled around its 
lower body. There was also the way it had gone into a berserk frenzy. 


He had seen something like this somewhere before... 
“’,.A lycanthrope?” 

The moment he uttered these words— 

Cracracrack! 


The Death Knight’s fingertips scraped against Wynnyd. Eugene twisted 
so that his body turned with the blow's force rather than resisting it. 
By doing this, he managed to retreat backward after spinning around 
a few times. 


“Graaah!” the Death Knight let out a bestial howl. 


Grk, grgrerk! 


Its teeth were grinding and gnashing against each other. A glance 
downward showed that the Death Knight was wearing metal boots, 
but even there, black demonic power was sticking out like claws. 


“Fuck, I was right,” Eugene cursed suddenly. “What kind of 
combination is this? Why would they stuff a lycanthrope's soul into a 
human's corpse? What on earth do we even call something like you?” 


There was no answer to his questions, “Groooooar!” 


It looked like his words weren’t getting through to it. Eugene spat out 
the blood pooling in his mouth and glared at the Death Knight. 


“... They really are pulling all sorts of crap,” barking out these words, 
Eugene reached into his cloak once more. 


Grrrr! 


The Death Knight charged over with another growl. Since the 
situation had changed from what it had been earlier, the tools that 
Eugene was using should also change to keep him from being passive. 


Eugene pulled out a small box and crushed it in his grip. This revealed 
the fragment of the Moonlight Sword, which he took and threw at the 
fingertips slashing at him. 


‘A single fragment won’t be enough to dissipate everything.’ 


However, it could at least reduce the power of the blow to an 
acceptable level. Wynnyd’s slash drove into the Death Knight’s 
wavering demonic power. 


Claclang! 


The power of Eugene’s blow was also dissipated by the fragment. 
Things might have been different had he been using the real 
Moonlight Sword, but the fragment sure was inconvenient to use. 


That said, it was enough to turn the tides. As Eugene swung his sword 
in a frenzy, he pushed back the Death Knight’s claws. This way, he 
was able to snatch up the shard and throw it at the Death Knight once 
more. He repeated this over and over until his head felt like it was 
about to explode. 


Eugene had to read the dizzying trajectory of the Death Knight’s 
attacks, avoid what could be avoided, then grab the fragment, throw 
it, attack, and then grab the fragment once more. And the cycle 
repeated. Although Eugene was familiar with all sorts of fights, even 
in his previous life, he had never once been in a fight as troublesome 
as this one. 


Eugene was getting short of breath. He had no choice but to accept 
that the difference in their specs was far too large. Even though they 
should both have been consuming each other’s strengths, the Death 
Knight’s demonic power appeared barely drained. Instead, every time 
it was attacked, the Death Knight was becoming even more ferocious. 


Eugene was wearing the Cloak of Darkness. It was an artifact that 
could block spells up to the Fifth Circle without any difficulty, but it 
still wasn’t enough to completely protect Eugene’s body from the 
Death Knight's attacks. Shallow wounds kept piling up, and Eugene’s 
body was drenched in blood. He had already lost enough blood that 
his sight was starting to get blurry. 


However, his concentration kept getting sharper even as the mana in 
his Core was slowly starting to reach rock bottom. Should he try to 
retreat now? 


His specs just weren’t high enough to win this fight. If it were a few 
years later, Eugene felt like he would be able to win this. But should 
he retreat because of that? Someone like him? In the face of someone 
who was playing around with his corpse? 


Eugene had managed to pierce through the Death Knight’s defenses 
several times. But its armor was just too tough. He had tried to thrust 
his blade into the joints, but he didn’t get the feeling that he was 
cutting anything important. It seemed that the corpse itself had also 
been strengthened. And Death Knights were the highest rank of 
undead, so it was impossible for Eugene to neutralize it with just that 
one fragment of the Moonlight Sword. 


Ever so slowly, Eugene started getting pushed back. While he was still 
putting up a fight by actively using the fragment, Eugene’s body 
wasn’t mature enough to draw out Hamel’s full power. His physical 
abilities were sufficient for it, but his mana capacity still wasn’t 
enough. 


“Gargh!” Eugene gasped as he swallowed back the blood that was 
about to escape his lips and threw his body back into the fight. 


Slash! 


The Death Knight’s fingertips scraped past, slicing open his side, but 
Eugene ignored this as well. 


By doing this, he was able to thrust the fragment of the Moonlight 
Sword into the Death Knight’s chest. The Death Knight’s flickering 
demonic power lashed out at Eugene’s arms and body, but Eugene just 
pushed his head even closer and pressed strongly on the fragment. 


Just as the Death Knight’s defenses were dimming, Eugene started 
casting spells. Explosions and projectiles burst against the Death 
Knight’s undefended breastplate. 


A fragment of the Moonlight Sword was able to dissipate all magical 


power into neutral mana. Eugene was very familiar with this effect, so 
he knew it was fine as long as his spells didn’t touch it directly. With 
bloodshot eyes, he made sure to control the trajectories of each of his 
spells. A chain of explosions landed around the fragment. 


“Gaaaaah!” with a rage-filled roar, the Death Knight’s body was 
thrown backward. 


Eugene wasn’t able to catch the falling fragment in his hands. He 
didn’t have any strength left to spare for that. He coughed up blood as 
he kept his eyes fixed on the dark cloud of smoke. 


Eugene had only managed to push it back for a few moments; the 
Death Knight wasn’t defeated yet. However, he had succeeded in 
shattering the breastplate it had been wearing. 


“...Kuh... kukuh!” Eugene chuckled as he saw something absurd. 


He wasn’t laughing at how tough the Death Knight was. He was 
laughing because the shattered breastplate had exposed its chest. 


There was nothing there. Only a hollow hole could be seen in the 
Death Knight’s torso. The wound that had caused Hamel to die in his 
previous life had remained intact even hundreds of years later. 


And in the center of that hole, he could see there was a red gem 
placed within. It seemed obvious that it was meant to serve as this 
thing’s ‘heart.’ 


“No... don’t look!” demanded the insane Death Knight that had 
mistaken itself for Hamel. 


Eugene snickered and pointed at the hole in its chest. 


He asked mockingly, “You’re saying that you’re Hamel with that thing 
in your chest?” 


The Death Knight roared in anger, “Graaaah!” 


It was important to know when you could afford to provoke someone 


and when you would be better off staying silent. Now was the time to 
do the latter. Although Eugene knew this very well, he just couldn’t 
stand it. Having seen it for himself, how could he not laugh at the 
absurdity? 


But the price for his momentary amusement was harsh. 
Baaang! 


Eugene’s body was slammed against the wall. Although the Cloak of 
Darkness gave him some protection, since he was driven into the wall 
with enough force to crumble it, his body didn’t make it out 
unharmed. His bones were definitely injured, and it felt like his 
internal organs might be as well. 


“You... stupid... bastard! How could you be Hamel? You’re just a 
Death Knight. Not even a human one at that... but a lycanthrope,” 
Eugene collapsed onto the floor and coughed out blood as he smiled. 
“From the way you move, it looks like you were some kind of feline 
beast... Haha! Could you have been a tiger? Or maybe a lion? No, 
that’s not it. Seeing how your actions are so cute, you might just be a 
housecat.” 


The Death Knight growled, “I'll... kill... you...!” 


“Just try it, you fucking bastard. What were you trying to say again 
when you can’t even deal with a nineteen-year-old kid? You said that 
you were Hamel? Are you making fun of Hamel?” Eugene mocked the 
Death Knight as he tried to get to his feet. 


Crunch! 


The Death Knight didn’t allow Eugene to stand up. It grabbed Eugene 
by the shoulders and pulled him up so they could talk face-to-face. 


“TJ... 1am Hamel,” the Death Knight insisted. 


“Like fuck you are, asshole,” Eugene cursed as he spat some of the 
blood flowing from his mouth into the Death Knight’s face. “Also, 
don’t get so close to me. Since you give off the smell of a rotting 
corpse. If you’ve died once, then you should just rest in peace already. 


Where do you think you get off, wandering around in someone else’s 
corpse and messing with the living?” 


“Grrr...!" 
Crunch. 


The hands holding Eugene's shoulders tightened their grip. 
Suppressing a groan, Eugene glared into the Death Knight's face. 


Eugene had lost. Was he going to die now? Just like this? No, this 
wasn’t the end for him. He had even been reincarnated, so he had no 
intention of dying in such a fruitless manner. 


If he had felt like he was going to lose, he would have run away 
immediately. 


Eugene hadn’t run away because he had wanted to confirm its 
identity. 


When Eugene had first raised his sword against the Death Knight, he 
had felt like he could win. 


And now? 
‘If I really have to use that, I’ll be a fucking mess for the next few years.’ 


Although it wasn’t all that impressive, in his previous life as Hamel, he 
had kept one special move hidden as his trump card. In fact, it was so 
simple that it couldn’t even really be called a special move. But still... 


If Eugene used it, he was sure to win. He would win no matter what. 


Even a special psychopath like this Death Knight that wouldn’t die 
unless it was torn to pieces would be shattered into dust without 
leaving any traces behind. But as strong as this move was, it came 
with the same amount of recoil. 


Although it was impossible for him to kill a Death Knight with his 


current specs, if he used Ignition, Eugene would definitely be able to 
kill it. 


Just as Eugene was considering whether or not to use it, he heard a 
voice call out to him. 


“Young master!” 
‘What now?’ 


It was Laman Schulhov! That fool, Eugene had knocked him out to 
give him the chance to run away, but why had he continued to follow 
Eugene all the way here? 


Eugene couldn’t turn his head to look at Laman. The Death Knight was 
still holding Eugene by his shoulders. 


“Get back! You monster!” Laman shouted as he rushed at the Death 
Knight. 


But the Death Knight also didn’t turn to look at Laman. It just picked 
Eugene up with one hand and threw him at the ceiling on the opposite 
side of the room to Laman. 


“Gagh!” 
Bang, boooom! 


Eugene’s thrown body crashed into the ceiling, slammed back down to 
the floor, and was sent rolling across the room. Since Eugene had been 
reincarnated, this was the first time that his body had been so severely 
damaged. As Eugene kept spitting blood, he raised his head. 


Perhaps, could it be? 


For a few moments, Eugene got his hopes up. Was it possible that 
Laman, who had come running here so confidently, had awakened 
some great power and was now able to defeat the Death Knight? 


But this ended up being just a daydream. Laman’s sword-force was 
easily overpowered by the Death Knight, and his kukri was shattered 
to pieces. 


“Gugh!” 


Then Laman wasn’t even able to get away in time. The Death Knight 
grabbed Laman by the throat and turned to look at Eugene. 


Surprisingly, it asked, “...Is this... your henchman?” 
“Nope,” Eugene casually denied. 


Laman shouted, “Young master...! P-please run away. While I’ve got a 
hold of him—!” 


What kind of bullshit was that when Laman was the one who was 
being held captive? Eugene burst out laughing because his claim was 
so ridiculous. 


This just made Laman admire Eugene even more. Even after suffering 
so many injuries and being cornered in a fight with this mysterious 
monster, Eugene was still able to laugh like that. 


‘He truly is a great man,’ Laman wholeheartedly admired. 


While Laman was caught up in his arbitrary fantasies about Eugene, 
the Death Knight glared at the still grinning Eugene and threw Laman 
at him. 


“Gaaah!” Laman screamed. 


Eugene was struck by the thrown Laman and was sent skidding across 
the ground with him. 


“What... Grrrr... Is so funny?” the Death Knight growled. 


“T’m just laughing since you look like a fool,” Eugene said as he 
pushed Laman off him and staggered to his feet. 


Laman got up at the same time as Eugene and quickly moved to 
support him. 


“Young master. I’ll rush over and make an opening, so you have to run 
away no matter what. You don’t... you don’t need to try and save me 
anymore,” Laman gave this heartfelt plea, but neither the Death 
Knight nor Eugene paid him any attention. 


“Youre saying... that I’m funny?” 
“Yeah. You’re hilarious.” 


Behind Eugene stood a tightly closed door. It was the door that the 
Death Knight had been guarding at the start. 


Even though it knew there was a door here, the Death Knight had still 
thrown Eugene over to this side instead of where they had first 
entered. 


This meant that it didn’t matter even if they did open it. Or else that it 
wasn’t able to be opened. 


‘Let’s confirm this first.’ 


Eugene shuffled his feet backward. Laman, who was supporting 
Eugene, was also dragged back. Seeing this sight, the corners of the 
Death Knight’s mouth twisted into a smile. 


“That’s... Grrr...! That’s not where you should try to escape to,” it 
informed them with a growl. 


“Even though there’s a door here as well?” Eugene asked casually. 
“Are you afraid of me?” 
“No, as I said, I find you amusing.” 


“Then why... are you trying to open that door?” 


“I’m curious to see what’s inside there.” 


“That door doesn’t open. Nobody, not even her, has been able to open 
that door.” 


“Is that so?” 


Eugene’s hand reached the door. Laman was looking between Eugene 
and the Death Knight with an anxious expression. Why had they 
gotten close to a door that couldn’t even be opened? Could it be that 
this was some part of a deliberate plan to distract the enemy? 


‘As expected of a great man like him.’ 


Just as it looked like Eugene was trying to open the door, they should 
charge at the enemy. Of course, Laman couldn’t just say something 
like this out loud. Instead, Laman furiously winked one eye at Eugene 
to inform Eugene that he was in on the plan. 


‘Why the hell is he winking like that?’ Eugene thought to himself. 


“T’ve already told you it’s useless,” the Death Knight said. “That door 
doesn’t open.” 


“After hearing those words, I want to open it up even more,” Eugene 
cheekily replied. 


If this was a situation where he would need to use Ignition, then 
Eugene would have no choice but to use it. However, before that, he 
still had to check what was behind this door. Since this was Hamel’s 
tomb, and he was Hamel, then if Sienna or someone else had planned 
for his reincarnation, then... 


This door that wouldn’t open no matter what must have been left for 
this grave’s owner. 


‘Though perhaps Amelia Merwin opened it and then immediately spelled it 
shut,’ as Eugene considered this thought, he pushed against the door. 


But it didn’t open, his attempt had failed. Immediately after this, 


Eugene’s necklace gave off a small light. Eugene felt some heat 
coming from his necklace as the door began to move. 


Eugene smirked, “See, it does open.” 


The Death Knight’s expression changed. It quickly kicked off the 
ground and charged at Eugene, but Eugene pushed the door open and 
dragged Laman in with him. No, rather than ‘opening’ the door, it was 
more like they were sucked through the door. 


“Ugh,” Laman collapsed onto the ground with a groan. 


Unable to understand what had just happened, he raised his head to 
look around, but Eugene chopped him on the back of the neck to keep 
him from getting up. 


“Although you weren’t of any help, since you did try to save me,” as 
Eugene muttered this, he took a seat on the back of the now- 
unconscious Laman. 


Eugene turned his head around to look behind him. The door was shut 
tight. The Death Knight must be going crazy trying to open the door, 
but the door didn’t even shake, let alone transmit the sound of 
someone pounding on the other side. 


For now, Eugene could assume that this was a safe place. He nodded 
his head and turned his head to the front. 


“_,.Those crazy bastards,” Eugene muttered as he looked at the center 
of the wide-open space in front of him. “Why did they leave it here?” 


The light that illuminated this dark room wasn’t coming from a 
magically conjured flame. 


It was the pale shade of moonlight. 


In the center of the dark room, a crescent moon hovered over a pure 
white coffin. 


Chapter 68 
The Grave (4) 


Three hundred years ago, in Helmuth. Near the Demon King of Carnage’s 
castle. 


It had originally been a plain, but the entire area had been overturned 
due to the battle with the Demon King of Carnage. After the battle was 
over, the heroes searched the surroundings to see if there were any 
remaining forces that had fled the Demon King’s castle or were trying 
to stay hidden in the vicinity. 


Somewhere in all that overturned ground, they found a path leading 
underground. Under the suspicion that they might fight Carnage’s 
minions hiding down there, they followed the path downwards, but 
they didn’t find any demonfolk, demonic beasts, or monsters down 
there. 


It was unknown for how long it had been around, but they found a 
ruin deep underground. Upon seeing the ancient words carved into 
the walls, Sienna speculated that it might be a relic of the 
mythological period. 


Sienna and Anise were able to translate most ancient scripts, but even 
for erudites like them, it was impossible to translate the ancient 
language that they found engraved on the walls of the ruin. 
Eventually, since they weren’t able to uncover the true identity of 
these ruins, they had no choice but to explore deeper into the ruins. 


And in the deepest level of these ruins, they found a hidden room. 
There was no opening to the outside and no source of light, yet in the 
center of the room, they saw a full moon shining with a pale light. 


‘I call dibs on that one.’ 


As soon as he saw the sword that had been embedded beneath the 


moon, Hamel immediately took the lead in claiming it. His 
companions didn't have any complaints. In their battle with the 
Demon King of Carnage, most of Hamel’s weapons had been shattered 
and broken, leaving him with only a single intact sword. 


As for the Annihilation Hammer Jigolath, the weapon wielded by the 
Demon King of Carnage, both Hamel and Molon had coveted it, but 
neither of them were able to become the Annihilation Hammer’s new 
master. It was close to impossible for a human to properly wield a 
Demon King’s weapon, so the only one who could wield it without 
taking any damage was Vermouth. 


Molon preferred heavy and large axes over swords. Vermouth already 
possessed various weapons such as Wynnyd, the Holy Sword, and 
Gedon’s Shield; moreover, he had just gotten his hands on the 
Annihilation Hammer as well. Thus, he didn’t put up a fight when 
Hamel claimed the sword that they found in these ruins. 


However, Hamel wasn’t able to get his hand on the sword. 


The moment that he got close to the sword bathed in moonlight, he 
fell to his knees coughing out blood. The mysterious moonlight also 
dissipated Hamel’s mana and left him feeling disorientated. 


In the end, that sword was also taken by Vermouth. Vermouth was the 
only one in the party who could safely approach it from beneath the 
moonlight and draw the sword. No one knew the reasons for this. But 
in fact, this wasn’t anything to be surprised about. All his comrades 
knew just how special Vermouth was. 


—Motherfucker, why do you always end up with everything? 
—I tried to yield it to you. 
—And who asked you to do that? 


—Would you like me to hand it to you now? 


—I won’t take it, you crazy fool. Are you trying to piss me off? 


They gave the sword that they had found in the ruins the name of the 
Moonlight Sword. 


Although the name was simple and straightforward, it was also 
appropriate. The sword had been found embedded in the ground 
beneath a full moon. The gray blade that could be seen whenever it 
was pulled out of its scabbard appeared to be the same shade as 
moonlight and whenever the sword was swung, the luminous 
phenomenon it produced looked like it was scattering rays of 
moonlight. 


Yet, despite its appearance, that thing wasn’t just a simple sword. It 
wasn’t just Hamel who had felt that way, all of his companions shared 
this sentiment. Fundamentally, literally any weapon was a tool meant 
to kill and destroy; however, among all the weapons in the world, the 
Moonlight Sword most perfectly captured the essence of this entity 
called ‘weapon’. 


The Moonlight Sword was pure ruination in the shape of a sword. 


The Demon Spear Luentos was the prided weapon of the Demon King 
of Cruelty, and its terror was overwhelming. In spite of that, it 
couldn’t even pierce through the light of the Moonlight Sword. 


After Vermouth got his hands on the Moonlight Sword, the Holy 
Sword would no longer make an appearance on the battlefield. This 
was only natural. Rather than the beautiful Holy Sword that emitted a 
brilliant light, the simple-looking Moonlight Sword was much, much 
stronger. 


Currently, Eugene was blankly staring up at a moon. 


In the ruins where they had first discovered the sword, the moon they 
had seen had been a full one. However, the one in front of him now 
was only a crescent moon. 


As Eugene was about to pull out his fragment of the Moonlight Sword, 
he burst into laughter, “I forgot to pick that thing up.” 


After slamming into the Death Knight’s chest, the fragment had fallen 
to the floor, and Eugene hadn’t gotten a chance to pick it up. He had 

wanted to take the fragment out to see if it would show any reaction, 
but it looked like he would have to leave that for later. 


“...Vermouth,” Eugene muttered as he shook his head from side to 
side. “Why did you leave something like this in my grave?” 


Unlike when he had first seen it three hundred years ago, the 
Moonlight Sword wasn’t embedded into the ground, but was instead 
floating in the air. Eugene stared at the Moonlight Sword as it hovered 
in front of him. 


The fragment of the Moonlight Sword had been discovered in the 
Khazad Hills. As such, Eugene had thought that Vermouth had 
personally shattered the sword and sealed it away because it was too 
dangerous. 


But now, what was the Moonlight Sword doing here? What reason 
could there be to seal the Moonlight Sword away in Hamel’s grave of 
all places? 


“Was it out of sympathy for me?” 


Although Hamel had wanted to possess the Moonlight Sword, he 
hadn’t been able to obtain it. He had never held any regrets because of 
this, but... Eugene felt that this was a very Vermouth-like display of 
sympathy. Rather than writing a tear-filled letter or bursting out with 
some emotional words, Vermouth had been the kind of guy to just 
suddenly offer what his colleagues had desired, just like this. 


Eugene looked at the space below the Moonlight Sword. He could see 
a white coffin laying there. That was probably where his corpse had 
been placed. 


“What’s the use of giving it to me after I’ve died?” 


Eugne laughed and shook his head as he said this, though he wouldn’t 


have even been able to use it while he was alive. 
But this wasn’t the time to get all emotional. 


Apart from the Moonlight Sword, there was nothing else in this room. 
It didn’t have any statues or memorial stones like the room outside. 
The only entrance was the door that they had used to enter. That was 
also the only way out. If they wanted to leave this room, they would 
have no choice but to face that damned, insane Death Knight once 
more. 


The Death Knight wasn’t the only thing that Eugene needed to be 
concerned about. The Black Wizard, Amelia Merwin, had also set foot 
in this grave. For a Death Knight to have been found here, it must 
have been Amelia Merwin who had created it. And Eugene had no 
idea when that bitch of a black wizard might return. 


As such, he needed to finish things here as soon as possible, and then 
escape from here. 


The issue was that things were getting more complicated than he had 
expected. With a frown on his face, Eugene approached the Moonlight 
Sword. His body was still covered in wounds, and his heart was still 
racing from the battle’s adrenaline. 


He didn’t know why the Moonlight Sword was here, or what 
Vermouth’s intentions were for leaving the Moonlight Sword here, but 
the fact that it was here... meant that Vermouth had left this sword as 
an offering to Hamel. 


“Tf that’s the case, that just means it’s alright for me to take it,” saying 
this with a grin, Eugene stretched his hand out towards the moonlight. 


Yet feelings of worry outweighed Eugene’s giddiness and hope. In his 
previous life as Hamel, it had been impossible for him to even hold 
the Moonlight Sword in his hand. Although he had been reincarnated 
as a descendant of Vermouth, would he really be able to wield the 
Moonlight Sword because of that? 


“Tl just have to try and hold it,” Eugene muttered as he reached his 
hand out. “After all, that bastard did dedicate this sword to me.” 


The moment his hand touched the moonlight, all the hairs on his body 
stood up in shock. Even though it should just be rays of light, Eugene’s 
breath was starting to race. The mana inside his body was fluctuating 
and it felt like he would soon run out of mana just by leaving his hand 
under there. Eugene gritted his teeth and started operating the White 
Flame Formula in order to wrench back control over his mana. 


With this, Eugene pushed his body forward. Yet it was easier to handle 
than he’d been expecting. Was he recalling the experience incorrectly? 
Or was this because he was Vermouth’s descendant? Could it be due 

to the fact he had learnt the same White Flame Formula as Vermouth? 


No. 
‘It’s been weakened.’ 


Eugene was sure of this. The Moonlight Sword in front of him was 
incomparably weaker than the one that he had first seen in those 
ruins. Just as he had thought, the Moonlight Sword must definitely 
have been broken into pieces. 


His hand touched the hilt. 
Crackle! 


A gray electric current wrapped around Eugene’s body. The mana that 
he had been keeping a tight grip on fluctuated wildly, but then calmly 
subsided. Taking a deep breath, Eugene sat down right where he was. 


He was holding it. The sword that Hamel hadn’t been able to even 
touch... Eugene was now definitely able to hold it in his hands. 
Eugene calmed his rough breathing and glanced down at the 
Moonlight Sword. 


From the outside, it just looked like an ordinary sword. Setting aside 
the overly glamorous Holy Sword, even Wynnyd had some fancy 
decorations on its pommel and guard, but the Moonlight Sword didn’t 
have any of that. The same went for its scabbard as well—it didn’t 
have any artwork or jewels. But such decorations weren’t of any 
importance to a sword. 


Eugene took a gulp and grabbed the scabbard. 
“..It’s not there.” 


Although he’d been half-expecting this as he pulled on the hilt with a 
shaking heart, the gray blade was nowhere to be seen. The Moonlight 
Sword had appeared to be intact from a distance, but in fact, only the 
ricasso was left of the whole blade, allowing the hilt and guard to be 
attached to the scabbard. [1] 


‘As I thought. They must have shattered it.’ 


The moment this thought passed through his head, the crescent moon 
floating in the air began to dissipate. The moonlight that had been 
illuminating his surroundings gathered to the Moonlight Sword. 
Eugene watched what was happening to the Moonlight Sword with 
wide eyes. As the light converged, it took the shape of a straight 
blade. 


“.,.Hahaha,” Eugene burst into laughter as he looked down at the 
gleaming sword. 


This blade was made of light, not metal, so it was different from the 
Moonlight Sword that Eugene was familiar with. Nevertheless, this 
light was still unmistakably moonlight. 


Eugene slowly raised the sword, infusing his mana into it at the same 
time. 


Although the Moonlight Sword could collapse all forms of magic and 
mana, Eugene’s mana wasn’t dissipated. Instead, the sword greedily 
swallowed up the mana, as if it had been waiting for this moment. 


Fwoosh. 


The moonlight flickered like the flame of a candle. This was caused by 
the flames from the White Flame Formula resonating with the 
Moonlight Sword and becoming one. 


Eugene shrugged and smiled, “It really is a bullshit sword.” 


The words he spat didn’t show any signs that he was overwhelmed 
with happiness. 


Eugene understood exactly what kind of weapon the Moonlight Sword 
had become. He knew that this sword made from light would be able 
to resonate with the White Flame Formula, but it proved to also be a 
huge drain on Eugene’s mana. Of course it might have a lot of power 
that made up for this drawback, but it was still a difficult weapon to 
handle for Eugene, who had yet to become ‘complete’. 


“Still, it’s amazing,” Eugene complimented it. 


Even though it had been shattered into pieces, it still had this much 
strength. It might eat up his mana like crazy, but as long as he used it 
properly, it would be able to show overwhelming superiority during 
battles that used mana. 


‘If I had known that this would happen, I would have chosen the Devouring 
Sword.’ 


In the treasure vault of the Lionheart clan was stored the Devouring 
Sword Azphel, one of the weapons that Vermouth had used. The 
sword was able to slice apart spells and devour the mana. However, 
while its ability to slice apart spells was indeed similar to the 
Moonlight Sword, in terms of sheer power, the latter was far superior. 


If the two swords were used together, their drawbacks would be 
compensated by each other. The mana drained by the Moonlight 
Sword would be supplemented by Azphel’s absorption, and Azphel’s 
lack of power would be supplemented by the Moonlight Sword. 


‘Since there’s no way I could have known that I would actually be able to 
get my hands on the Moonlight Sword, it can’t be helped.’ 


In any case, he already had Wynnyd, which was unsurpassed in terms 
of convenience. If he was eventually able to successfully summon 
Tempest, Eugene would be able to create a storm even without having 
to swing his sword. 


“..If Ido my best to act cute and beg for it, maybe they’ll give me 
Azphel as well?” Eugene muttered to himself. 


If it was Gilead, then this idea could probably work for real. Clicking 
his tongue, Eugene slid the Moonlight Sword back into its scabbard. 
Of course, it was just an idle thought. There was no way that Eugene 
would ever act cute in front of Gilead. 


“But now, what?” Eugene fell into deep thought as he rubbed his chin. 


Should he just rest here and drag out the time for a bit? No, never 
mind. It would be a pain in the ass if Amelia were to arrive while he 
was doing that. 


‘I might still have the personal letter from Balzac, but... ’ 


There was no way that Eugene could have expected that he might 
encounter her in a place other than Amelia’s own territory. Eugene 
might have accepted the letter, but he really didn’t want to rely on 
Balzac’s favor... Well, in the worst case scenario, he would have no 
choice but to use it. 


‘Though I’m not sure if she truly will back down just by seeing one letter.’ 


Eugene couldn’t put all his hopes into this letter. If at all possible, he 
wanted to handle this situation himself. 


He glanced at Laman, who was still collapsed on the ground. For now, 
he would just leave this guy here while he dealt with the Death Knight 
outside. 


‘As for Ignition... there’s no need to use it,’ Eugene judged. 
This was also a chance to test the power of the Moonlight Sword. 


Before that, Eugene opened up the white coffin. As he had thought, 
there wasn’t any corpse lying within. 


However, taking a closer look, Eugene was struck dumb with surprise, 
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The corpse was indeed missing, but there were other things inside the 
coffin. On the underside of the coffin’s lid, an inscription had been 


written. 


Some day, I will meet you again in the world that you’ve been longing for. 


And beneath these words written by Sienna, something else had fallen. 


“Grrr...!” while growling like a beast, the Death Knight glared at the 
door. 


Not much time had passed since the intruders had gone through that 
door. In this short time, the Death Knight had already swung its claws 
at the door hundreds of times. 


However, it still hadn’t been able to break down the door. It had 
attempted to break through the door hundreds of times before, but let 
alone breaking, the door had never even shown any signs of damage. 


‘How did they enter?’ the Death Knight questioned once more. 


It just couldn’t understand this. The Death Knight grabbed its head 
and groaned. 


This was the grave of the Stupid Hamel. 
The Death Knight was Stupid Hamel. 


That’s just how it had to be. Since this body belonged to Hamel, the 
soul inside this body also had to be Hamel’s. This was the strong 
suggestion |2] that had been placed on the Death Knight when it was 
created. The master of the Death Knight had been able to synchronize 
the lycanthrope’s soul with Hamel’s body through this powerful 
suggestion. 


It was a necessary modification. Hamel’s soul may not have remained 


inside it, but the corpse still carried all the traces of his life 
experiences. If the newly-inserted replacement soul was able to 
perfectly tap into these traces and respond accordingly, then the Death 
Knight would be able to subconsciously draw from Hamel’s 
experiences. 


The skills that were elicited through such a method might not be 
comparable to that of the real Hamel, but the Death Knight’s master 
was still greatly interested in this prospect. Wasn’t that only natural? 
The Stupid Hamel was a companion of the Great Vermouth, and he 
was the only one among all these companions, Vermouth included, 
who had left an intact ‘corpse’. 


This corpse was one of the best materials for making a Death Knight. 
It was different from a soul, which was basically a consumable item. 


“Tam... lam Hamel,” the Death Knight mumbled as it tore at its hair. 


The lycanthrope knew that there had been several souls placed within 
this body before it, but it didn’t know which version of Hamel it was. 
It didn’t want to know either. If it became aware of this, its already 
unstable sense of self would only grow even more shaky. 


‘Disposal,’ the Death Knight’s eyes shook and eyelids fluttered at this 
thought. 


Its helmet had been split open and its breastplate was shattered. The 
Death Knight’s master had not permitted these to be broken, so they 
would definitely be enraged. And if that happened? The only thing 
waiting for it was disposal. Souls that were judged to be useless were 
discarded, and then other souls would be used as a component for the 
Death Knight instead. 


If the Death Knight wanted to avoid that, then it needed to prove that 
it wasn’t useless junk that should be discarded. He needed to kill the 
intruders and offer them— 


No, it couldn’t kill them. It needed to capture them. Since they were 
able to easily open the door that its master had been unsuccessfully 
trying to open, the Death Knight needed to offer them to its master 
alive. 
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‘Need to do it quickly. Before the master returns... 
Had its earnest wish been answered? The door started shaking. 


The Death Knight shook its body and readied its claws. This was also 
something that its master would be furious about. The master had 
insisted that it was a human, not the soul of a lycanthrope. This meant 
that it wasn’t allowed to use its fingernails or toenails as claws, which 
meant that the Death Knight was forced to rely solely on the body’s 
muscle memory for any fights. 


Readying its claws was a direct disobedience of its master’s orders. 
However, the Death Knight couldn’t help it. After all, this opponent 
wasn’t green enough for the Death Knight to believe that it could 
defeat him by relying on unfamiliar methods. 


A call came as the door opened, “Did I keep you waiting?” 


Eugene had been expecting to be attacked the moment that the door 
opened. But the Death Knight didn’t do that. Insteads it crouched 
down, lowering its center of mass and pressing its heels into the 
ground as if it was ready to explode into movement at any moment. It 
glared at Eugene. 


“How did you get through that door?” it questioned him. 
Eugene shrugged, “I just tried to go in?” 

“_,.What did you see... inside there?” 

“It’s a secret.” 

“Who the hell are you?” 

Crunch! 


The Death Knight’s feet dug into the ground. Eugene chuckled and 
placed his hand on the sword at his waist. 


He taunted the Death Knight, “Who do you think I am?” 
“Graaaaaagh!” 


Having been persistently taunted like this, the Death Knight finally 
couldn’t take it anymore, so he roared and kicked off the ground. It 
wanted to kill Eugene and tear him into pieces, but it couldn’t afford 
to do that. Suppressing its murderous intent, the Death Knight swung 
its claws at Eugene. 


Eugene lowered his stance. Just as the Death Knight’s claws drew 
close, he pulled out the Moonlight Sword. 


1. Although the author used the word tang (G41) the tang is the part 
of the sword that connects the guard, hilt, and pommel, so it never 
touches the scabbard. The ricasso is the unsharpened part of a blade, a 
few centimeters from the guard, which allows for a tight fit between 
the blade and the scabbard, among other functions. https:// 
www.reliks.com/functional-swords/european-swords/ricasso/ 


2. Suggestion in terms of a hypnotic impulse. = 


Chapter 69 
The Grave (5) 


The quick-draw technique was, in simple terms, a technique for 
drawing the blade from its scabbard and slashing with it in one 
continuous motion. It was meant to catch the opponent off-guard, and, 
if done well, it could also be used to cut things at extremely close 
range directly. 


The problem was that it usually wasn’t all that powerful. No matter 

how fast the sword was pulled from its scabbard, it was much better 
to just get into the right stance and slash with the full force of your 

arms. 


But that was only as far as an ordinary sword was concerned. The 
Moonlight Sword didn’t really have a physical blade at all — the 
entire length of the blade, except for a small bit of the ricasso, was 
made up of pure moonlight. 


Normally, this quick-draw technique required particular attention and 
care — when slashing out right after drawing, the blade could take 
damage from hitting the opponent at the wrong angle, so the speed of 
the draw was somewhat limited. 


But with the Moonlight Sword, there was no need to care about that. 
All one had to do was draw and slash, no pause in-between. Thanks to 
that, it was possible to raise the speed of the initial cut to its limits. 
And as for power? 


That was a silly question. 
The Moonlight Sword was ruination in the form of a sword. 


It was as if Eugene had just drawn a crescent moon, or at least that 
was what it looked like to his eyes. The moment that he drew the 
sword from its scabbard, the light of the sword seemed to become a 


hew moon. 


Its light illuminated the darkness. No... it didn’t just illuminate it. It 
broke the darkness apart. 


Craaash! 


The Death Knight’s claws that were approaching Eugene were 
shattered by the moonlight and completely erased from existence. The 
Death Knight’s eyes showed that it didn’t understand what had just 
happened. 


“Hutt...” 
While taking a deep breath, Eugene pushed forward. 


Although he had only swung the sword once, it already felt like he 
was choking for air and his vision was blurred. These were the typical 
symptoms of mana depletion. Once Eugene’s tank of mana completely 
reached the bottom, he would become exhausted and would have no 
choice but to collapse. 


‘can do it twice more before I... ’ 


Eugene had thought that he would have enough control over the 
sword’s power, but as expected, the assumptions that he had made 
before actually trying to use it were quite off. Still, the power of this 
slash satisfied him. 


Even though he had only swung the sword once, he had completely 
crushed the incoming attack. 


The Death Knight could not comprehend what had happened. It had 
definitely swiped its claws. There was no way that this tired and 
weary intruder should have been able to respond. It had been 
intending to cut off the intruder’s arms and bring him to his knees. 


Nonetheless, it had failed. The claws that had been slashing at its prey 
had been shattered by a pale light, and the Death Knight’s gauntlets 
were now also cracking into pieces. 


Eugene clicked his tongue as he saw this. “Tsk. I was trying to cut off 
your arm.” 


Eugene’s plan had been the same as the Death Knight’s, and the results 
were also identical: neither of the two ended up achieving their goal. 
The Death Knight had been unable to cut off Eugene’s arms, and 
Eugene had also been unable to slice off the Death Knight’s arm. 


‘Did I overestimate the power output? Or could it be that... I was expecting 
too much from it, and its strength actually dropped more than I thought 
since it’s been shattered?’ 


Since he didn’t have enough mana, Eugene hadn’t been able to try its 
strength out earlier. What was clear was that, with its current power, 
the Moonlight Sword couldn’t completely destroy the Death Knight’s 
body. 


‘T’ve also cut the Death Knight a few times previously, but I wasn’t able to 
really injure it.” 


What the hell had they done to someone’s corpse? As Eugene angrily 
ground his teeth, he approached the Death Knight. 


“Graaaah!” the Death Knight roared. 


It might not be able to understand what had happened, but the cause 
of the mystery was clear. That ominous light had shattered its 
demonic power. 


Demonic power was the source of all black magic. A high-ranking 
undead like a Death Knight wouldn’t just disappear because it had 
used up all its demonic power, but consuming all of its power source 
to deal with an opponent like this would only further inflame its 
master’s rage. 


Well, anyway, so what if that was the case? Wasn’t the solution 
simple? There was no pressing need for the Death Knight to use its 
demonic power. Looking at the intruder, his eyes were cloudy and his 
face was pale. It didn’t seem like he even had the strength needed to 
walk, as he was now staggering over. 


With this body of its, although it had never properly learned 
swordsmanship, the Death Knight ever-so-rarely got the feeling that it 
was used to swinging a sword. However, it had never been able to 
draw these instincts out completely. Having fought with its claws[1] 
for all its life, it was much easier and more efficient for the Death 
Knight to continue using its claws rather than wielding a sword. 


What it was going to do now was something that the Death Knight 
had always enjoyed and been good at. Although it didn’t have its true 
claws, the Death Knight’s enhanced grip power could shred a sheet of 
tough metal like it was just paper. And if its target was a human 
body? There was nothing stopping its hands from piercing into a 
human body and tearing it apart. 


Even with his blurry vision, Eugene was able to make out all of the 
Death Knight’s movements. Was it really not going to use demonic 
power because it was wary of the Moonlight Sword? So what, it was 
just going to fight with its bare body? Without holding any weapons? 


Against him? 


“T really don’t think that’s a good idea,” Eugene commented as he saw 
the Death Knight getting ready to attack him with just its bare flesh. 
“You cheeky bastard.” 


As Eugene chuckled, he swapped the Moonlight Sword to his left 
hand. Then, he drew Wynnyd with his right. Just maintaining the 
light of the Moonlight Sword was eating up all his mana, so Eugene 
couldn’t afford to drag this out for too long. 


‘Though Vermouth, that bastard, was able to wield it like it was just an 
ordinary sword.’ 


That monstrous son of a bitch... but Eugene had more pressing things 
to do than reminisce of the past. Right now, a literal monster was 
attacking him. 


Bam! 


The swinging hands were just as wild as ever, but perhaps because it 
wasn’t using demonic power, Eugene’s opponent didn’t feel as 


overbearing as it had before. Eugene brushed its hand aside with 
Wynnyd and dove into its chest. As the Moonlight Sword was raised 
slightly, the Death Knight flinched and leapt backwards. 


‘I didn’t even swing,’ Eugene scoffed. 


He cut at the retreating Death Knight’s waist with Wynnyd. The sound 
of metal scraping against metal rang out. Although Eugene had only 
managed to make a shallow cut, that was enough. The wind that burst 
off of Wynnyd wrapped around the Death Knight’s body. 


It was the wind spirit, Gale. 
Kwaaaah! 


The Death Knight’s entire body was engulfed in a whirlwind. While 
maintaining the light of the Moonlight Sword, Eugene calculated the 
Death Knight’s coordinates. As his blue flames were infused into the 
whirlwind, they wrapped around the Death Knight’s limbs. 


“Gagh!” the Death Knight roared as it tried to free its limbs. 


It wasn’t using demonic power, just the strength of its bare body, but 
even so, each thrash of its limbs created a strong burst of wind, 
pushing away the wind summoned by the spirit. 


Eugene’s gaze traveled upwards towards the ceiling. Thin cracks had 
spread across it like a spider web from the previous battle. After 
calculating the location of its epicenter, Eugene cast a spell. 


Groooan! 


The ceiling collapsed and countless metal fragments rained down on 
the Death Knight’s head. They weren’t just falling naturally either. 
Eugene’s magic was infused into each and every one of the fragments, 
turning them into bullets that he could move as he wished. 


Bam-bam-bam! 


The bullets followed the Death Knight as it attempted to evade and 


pierced into its flesh regardless. Like this, Eugene was able to make 
the Death Knight move according to his will. 


“If my body was just in better shape, I’d be able to take care of you 
with just my bare hands,” Eugene boasted. 


It felt like a few of his bones were broken, and whenever he moved, 
there was throbbing pain coming from his internal organs. Eugene 
sighed in regret and struck the ground with his foot. 


Fwoosh! 


Blue flames erupted from his feet and transformed into a hand that 
shot out at the Death Knight. 


“Grawh!” the Death Knight roared and hastily spun around. 
The hand of flame barely glanced past its chest, tearing off a pauldron. 


Once again, its armor had been broken. The Death Knight’s eyes rolled 
around in anger. Frenzied rage stalled its ability to reason, and a 
monstrous fury was aroused. The Death Knight raised its hands into 
the air, forming giant claws. 


Eugene mocked it, “That’s why, if you hold back, you just turn to shit, 
asshole.” 


The claws tore apart the blazing whirlwind. The Death Knight burst 
free and swung both arms at Eugene. 


“But you were already shit anyway.” 


Eugene flattened his body and dove beneath the Death Knight. The 
metal fragments stuck in its armor began to move according to 
Eugene’s will. The Death Knight’s body was frozen in mid-air — it was 
just for a moment, but that was enough to create an opening. In any 
case, with Eugene’s remaining mana, it was impossible for him to 
completely control the Death Knight’s movements. 


The slight stiffness in the Death Knight’s movements bought Eugene 


more than enough time. Rays of moonlight flashed as the Moonlight 
Sword pierced the Death Knight’s chest and accurately struck the 
reddish gem at its core. 


The Death Knight wasn’t even able to make any final death throes. As 
the Moonlight Sword’s blade of light dissipated, its body fell to the 
ground. In order to not get trapped beneath the corpse, Eugene 
quickly rolled out of the way. 


“Uwagh...” He then proceeded to dry heave. 


It had felt like he had kept a good control of the sword’s strength, but 
his mana had already been far too low to start with. Eugene retched a 
few more times before getting up. 


‘Still... at least this is better,’ Eugene comforted himself. 


He was in a better state than he would have been if he had been 
forced to use Ignition. Eugene gasped for breath and rubbed his lips 
clean. A glance at the Moonlight Sword revealed that it was no longer 
emitting any moonlight, so its blade was all but gone. 


“This bullshit sword,” Eugene muttered as he placed the Moonlight 
Sword back in its scabbard. 


Then he weakly staggered over to the Death Knight. Although it had 
lacked any sense of vitality from the very beginning, being only a 
deceased corpse... now it was fully dead. Eugene had felt its core 
breaking on the tip of his sword and he had seen it shatter as well. 


All that was left was the corpse of Hamel, and Eugene standing there 
blankly, staring down at his own corpse. 


This corpse proved that it had been no ordinary Death Knight. With a 
normal Death Knight, the moment that the core containing the soul 
was destroyed, the body would also disappear. However this corpse 
had still been left lying in front of Eugene. 


“ .. This feels like shit,” Eugene eventually muttered. 


Shouldn’t there be limits on how far you could insult someone who 
had died? Not only had they dared to break into someone’s grave, 
they had even turned his corpse into a Death Knight? Gritting his 
teeth, Eugene lifted Wynnyd upwards. For now, his priority was to 
destroy this thing and then escape with Laman, who was still lying 
down stunned on the other side of the door. 


The sword descended. 
Or, at least, it tried to. 
His arm wouldn’t move. 


Eugene gritted his teeth. Drawing on the last of his strength and mana, 
he tried to pour strength into his arm, but it was completely immobile. 
It wasn’t just his arm either. His whole body was being held against its 
will, unable to move. 


“...Fuck,” Eugene snorted and spat out a curse. 


Being so tired that he was unable to move... wasn’t the cause of this. 
Rather, his entire body was being tied up by some great, invisible 
force. 


“Can’t we talk this out face to face?” Eugene requested. 


He wanted to turn his head to look around, but he wasn’t able to do 
so. All that Eugene could do at this moment was move his lips and 
release his voice. And the fact that he was able to do so, was because 
they had given him permission to open his mouth and speak. 


“Ym thinking of what I should do with you,” a voice approached him. 
“Quite a lot of ideas spring to mind, but the one that most appeals to 
me is... this. I will drag you up to the surface with me, still tied up 
like this. Then I will throw you into some heated sand. Of course, I 
won’t just let you die suffocated like that. I will make sure to leave 
holes for your eyes, nose, and mouth.” 


“You’re too kind,” Eugene said sarcastically. 


“Tll make sure that your mouth is frozen open, unable to close. Your 
eyes will also be made unable to shut. Before long, your eyeballs will 
dry up and shatter into pieces, and your tongue will become like a 
withered twig.” The voice was now coming from right behind 
Eugene’s back. 


“T think that I’ll be baked dead in the sand before that even happens,” 
Eugene pointed out. 


“No, you won’t. Because I won’t allow that to happen. And after 
that... Do you know what a scarecrow is?” the voice asked. 


Eugene answered, “Of course.” 


“You will become the scarecrow of this desert. I will break all the 
bones in your legs, wind them around each other, and tie them tightly 
with your muscles and blood vessels so that they won’t unravel. Then 
I’m going to drive long iron rods through each of these fingers of 
yours,” the voice tapped one of Eugene’s hands with a cold finger as it 
said this. “From here... they will climb up your forearms... and go 
across your shoulders until they reach the fingertips on the opposite 
side, so that you'll be forced to keep your arms open wide. 


Though... you won’t be able to see what happens to your body, 
because your eyes will have already crumbled to dust. Well, even if 
you can’t see it, you will certainly be able to feel it. I won’t allow you 
to become so numb to pain that you block out these sensations.” 


“Tf you go that far, I’ll probably already be dead from shock,” Eugene 
pointed out. 


“T told you that I won’t let you die,” the voice repeated. “You... no 
matter what happens to your body, you will never die. That’s how you 
will continue to serve me as this desert’s scarecrow. For a long, long 
time, until I finally become bored of you, I will make you stand in a 
place where I can see you, on your one twisted leg, with your arms 
spread wide open.” 


“Hah...” 


“Do you know who I am?” 


The touch traveled from his hand up to his arm and then caressed 
Eugene’s neck. In stark contrast with their horrifying words, their 
fingers were soft and warm. 


“You’re Ameila Merwin,” Eugen said, feeling disgust at her touch. 


“Tt seems that you’re well aware. Iam Amelia Merwin,” she 
confirmed. “The Dungeon Master of the Desert. The Black Thorn. The 
Answer to Death. That is me.” 


Her hand stopped caressing his neck. Suppressing his boiling 
emotions, Eugene continued staring straight ahead. 


Amelia Merwin had brown skin and long, dark hair that hung down 
her back. The expression on her face was unreadable, because her 
mouth was covered by a white veil. Although her purple eyes were 
fixed in a calm gaze, Eugene could feel a terrible murderous intent 
hidden deep within those pupils. 


“You broke my pet,” Amelia accused. 
“... Your pet?” Eugene asked. 


Amelia pointed to the Death Knight at her feet, “It may have been a 
useless pet, but it was mine. Whether it’s to bully, destroy, or kill it, 
those are the sort of things that only its master gets to decide.” 


“You’ve really raised quite a disgusting pet. Shouldn’t you at least 
regularly give it baths? The corpse stench was really—” Eugene wasn’t 
able to finish speaking. 


Pow! 
The staff that Amelia Merwin was holding smashed into Eugene’s face. 


“The only one who can say that sort of words about it is me, its 
owner,” Amelia scolded. 


Eugene spat out the blood flowing from the cuts inside his mouth. 
Amelia’s staff was made of various bones, with the horned skull of a 


goat as the pommel. Fortunately, the horns were curved in the 
opposite direction, so he had just been smacked in the mouth. If he 
had been hit the wrong way, Eugene would now have sported a hole 
in his face. 


“’.. Your pet almost bit me,” Eugene said with a smile, revealing 
bloody teeth. “No, instead of biting, it actually tried to scratch me. If I 
had been less careful. I could have died.” 


Amelia promised him, “You will regret not allowing yourself to die 
like that.” 


“Balzac Ludbeth,” Eugene said as he once again spat out the blood 
that kept flowing into his mouth. “You know who that is, right?” 


Instead of answering immediately, Amelia stared at Eugene. After a 
while, she lightly shook her head. With each shake, a ringing sound 
came from the large gold earrings in her ear. 


“’,.. really can’t think of why you would bring up such a name at this 
time,” Amelia said eventually. 


“Tt’s not something I’m all that proud of, but I happen to be 
acquainted with Balzac. Did you know, he actually wrote a letter for 
me and told me to give it to you if we met?” 


“...,” Amelia stayed silent as her eyes narrowed. 


Still staring at Eugene, she took a step back. Then the invisible 
bindings holding Eugene’s body disappeared as well. Eugene collapsed 
on the spot and took a deep breath. 


“There will be consequences for saying such words,” Amelia warned 
him. “I really don’t like hearing his name.” 


Eugene agreed, “I don’t like saying that bastard’s name either.” 


Could he kill her? Eugene considered this for a moment as he placed 
his hand inside of his cloak. The opponent was a wizard. No matter 
how fast she was at casting magic, there should still be a small 


opening. If he was able to take advantage of that opening, would he 
be able to kill her? 


Eugene immediately reached a conclusion, ‘I can’t kill her.’ 


He wanted to try using Ignition, but even if he did, it wouldn’t work. 
She was different from the Death Knight. Amelia Merwin was a Black 
Wizard who was considered to be one of the strongest people in the 
entire world. For the current Eugene, even if he was given a hundred 
chances, it would still be impossible to kill Amelia. 


Eugene set aside his regrets and pulled Balzac’s letter out of his cloak. 
There was no need for him to hand it over personally. As soon as 
Eugene had taken out the letter, the letter left his hand and flew over 
to Amelia. 


“...This seal,” Amelia muttered as she stared at the wax seal sealing 
this envelope. “It’s the real thing. I can’t understand it. Who are you to 
that man that Balzac would write a letter for you?” 


“He said that he liked me,” Eugene offered as an explanation. 
“Do you know what this letter means?” 
“He said that If I had this letter with me, you wouldn’t kill me.” 


“That’s not exactly correct.” Amelia continued speaking as she stared 
down at the envelope, “I received some help from Balzac at one point, 
a long time ago, and in return, I promised to owe him a favor.” 


Eugene listened silently. “...” 


“That favor should have been of great value to Balzac. Because with 
that, he would be able to make one request of me, Amelia Merwin. For 
decades, he hasn’t asked me for anything, which means that he never 
had a problem which required him to use up this favor from me.” 


Fwoosh! 


Balzac’s letter was engulfed in black flames and disappeared. 


“Do you know what I’m trying to say,” Amelia’s eyes turned to look at 
Eugene once more. “Since he gave you this letter, it means that you 
can make a request of me on behalf of Balzac. Although it’s up to me 
to see if I’m willing to listen to your request.” 


“...Well, that’s quite something,” Eugene said, unsure of what to say. 


“If you don’t want to die, then ask me to spare you,” Amelia advised. 
“Tf you do, then I won’t kill you. However, I won’t just let you go 
either. Why did you come here, how did you get here, and what did 
you do here? I need to hear the answers to these questions from you.” 


“T want to commit suicide,” Eugene lied. 


“T already told you that it’s up to me whether or not to listen to your 
request,” as she said this, her veil shook with laughter. Amelia tilted 
her head to the side as she continued speaking, “So I will give you two 
choices to choose from. If you choose not to speak, I will respect your 
choice. That means I will kill you. If you choose to live, I will spare 
you. But instead, I will hear everything from you that I want to 
know.” 


“\..)” these options left Eugene speechless. 


Amelia attempted to reassure him, “Don’t worry too much. I won’t 
play with my words by doing something like sparing you, but turning 
you into a cripple instead. As for torture? There’s no need for that. 
Aside from torture, there are many other ways for me to get my 
answers from you. 


“T really am very interested in you. How did you find your way into 
here, when even the sultan doesn’t know about this place? The only 
ones who should have any knowledge of this location are the Sand 
Shamans. Was there a rat among them who was in communication 
with you? But that would be quite strange. They shouldn’t have a 
reason for doing so...” 


Damn it, Balzac. If he was going to write Eugene a letter like this, 
shouldn’t Balzac at least have given him a proper explanation? 
Although Eugene felt quite dissatisfied because of this, in fact, there 
was no need for Balzac to feel ashamed. How could Balzac have 


imagined that Eugene would truly invade Amelia Merwin’s territory 
and destroy one of her possessions? 


‘What should I do?’ Eugene asked himself. 
Couldn’t he make some other request? Apart from suicide, that is. 
“ ,.What if I ask you not to pursue me?” Eugene asked tentatively. 


“Then I won’t pursue you. But that request doesn’t involve me sparing 
you, does it?” Amelia pointed out. 


Even if Eugene could somehow get out of this situation, there were 
still a lot of problems. Amelia would do everything that she could to 
get those answers from Eugene, but Eugene absolutely didn’t want to 
spill anything about it. 


If she asked him why he came here? He could just say ‘by chance’, of 
course, but Amelia would never believe him. In the first place, since 
she had said that she would get him to talk without resorting to 
torture, that meant she was going to use magic, and the mental 
manipulation spells that a Black Wizard like her could use were able 
to simply ignore their subject’s will and draw out the right answers. 


“Tt seems that your mind is racing. Whatever it is that you’re thinking 
of... would you like me to listen to it and take it as your request?” 
Amelia asked with a chuckle as she pointed her finger at Eugene. 


A dark light shone on the tip of her finger. Eugene was conscious of 
the Moonlight Sword, whose hilt still hung at his waist. Using Ignition, 
if he could first get off a swing with the Moonlight Sword and then 
run away... No, it was impossible. This space was already under 
Amelia’s complete control. 


“T will count to three,” Amelia whispered. 
“One.” 


Could he use the name of the Lionheart clan? Would Amelia even 
respect the Lionhearts? Was the name even capable of dispelling the 


doubts of this bitch of a Black Wizard? 
“Two.” 


Should he just tell the truth? But what was he supposed to say? 
Eugene had entered the grave, opened the door that even Amelia had 
failed to open, and found the Moonlight Sword within... it all sounded 
like nonsense. If he said something like that, Amelia might spare 
Eugene, but she would definitely take the Moonlight Sword from him. 


“|...” there was an unexpected pause as Amelia didn’t call out ‘three’. 
With a surprised expression, she tilted her head and looked down. 
Her eyes were on Hamel’s corpse—the remains of the Death Knight. 
Its eyes had opened and were now staring up at Amelia. 


“...Could this... truly be...,” Amelia mumbled as she took a few steps 
backward. 


Eugene felt nauseous, as if his insides were being flipped over, and all 
the hairs on his body stood up as he felt terror wash over him. 


The Death Knight’s two eyes, which had turned completely black, 
including the whites, turned to stare at Eugene. 


Eugene — no, Hamel knew this gaze. 
“Why would he be here?” Amelia mumbled in disbelief. 


She slowly got down onto one knee, but instead of bowing her head, 
she continued to stare at the Death Knight. 


The Death Knight slowly stood up. 


“...It’s a Demon King,’ Eugene thought as he swallowed the bile rising 
in the back of his throat. 


1. The original text has fingernails and toenails, but claws feel more 
appropriate for the context. @ 


Chapter 70 
The Grave (6) 


After it stood up, the entity possessing the Death Knight didn’t directly 
reveal who it was. However, there was an ominous presence lurking 
deep within those dark eyes. And just by the fact that Amelia had 
gotten down on one knee, Eugene could be sure that the presence 
within the Death Knight was none other than the Demon King of 
Incarceration himself. 


“Eugene Lionheart,” the Death Knight said. 


Although the words coming from its jaws were spoken in the same 
hoarse voice as before, they were packed with a ‘power’ that made 
them feel incomparable to before. Eugene’s heart, which was racing as 
if it was about to burst, cooled down instantly the moment he heard 
the undead’s manner of speech. 


The cold sweat running down Eugene’s back felt like a drop of ice. 


“T have seen you through the eyes of Balzac Ludbeth,” the Death 
Knight — no, the Demon King murmured. “Are you here to offer 
flowers at the grave of your ancestor’s closest companion|1]>” 


“ ...” Eugene didn’t answer him. 


“Since you have seen it, you should be aware of this as well. The 
owner of this grave is Hamel Dynas|2], Although he is known to the 
world as Stupid Hamel, he was truly far from stupid. Among ‘dear’ 
Vermouth’s comrades, he was especially outstanding and strong, so 
much so that Vermouth always kept that man by his side.” 


You. What makes you think. That you have the right! TO TALK LIKE 
THAT?! 


Eugene barely managed to suppress this shout as it threatened to burst 


out of his mouth. He bit his lips with such force that they were 
bruised and split, dripping blood down his chin. Eugene glared at the 
Demon King with bloodshot eyes. 


“T do not comprehend your hostility,” the Demon King commented. 


Even though Eugene was blatantly emitting killing intent, the Demon 
King didn’t show any signs of displeasure. 


“Vermouth and I truly understood each other and built a friendship 
based on this understanding,” the Demon King claimed. “Admittedly, 
trying to force such a relationship from three hundred years ago onto 
his distant descendants would be a ridiculous stretch. I might respect 
the ‘Lionhearts’ as the descendants of a close confidant, but that does 
not give me reason to force you to return this respect.” 


cc 


....” Eugene kept a firm hold of his tongue. 


“This may be our first time meeting in person, Eugene Lionheart, but 
I’m already aware of your exceptional accomplishments. It has been 
three hundred years since Vermouth passed away. I have seen many 
Lionhearts during this time, but among those, I believe that you are 
the one who has most strongly inherited the blood of Vermouth.” 


“.,.Ha,” Eugene could help but bark out a laugh of incredulity. 


‘Dear’ Vermouth? Respect? All of what the Demon King had been 
talking about had already seemed absurd, but what he was saying now 
felt even more ridiculous. 


“..Lionheart. I see, so that’s how things are,” Amelia, who was still 
kneeling on one knee, muttered to herself. “Gray hair and golden eyes. 
The Kiehl Empire’s Lionheart clan.” 


Amelia stared at the Demon King through narrowed eyes and asked, 
“For you to personally come to this shabby place, using this Death 
Knight as your vessel... Demon King of Incarceration, how am I 
supposed to accept such an honor?” 


The Demon King dismissed her veiled barb, “It is your freedom to 
choose how you respond to my presence.” 


“However, I still need to accept the consequences that come with this 
freedom, right? Please don’t speak to me in such an impish manner. 
Demon King of Incarceration, is your purpose for coming here really 
just to protect this naughty lion?” Amelia demanded. 


“Tt is because he is the descendant of my close confidant.” As the 
Demon King said this, he turned his gaze towards her. 


Amelia’s eyes shook slightly as they met with those pitch-black eyes. 
She covered her veil, which was shaking from her rapid breaths, with 
her hands. 


Once she had composed herself, she asked, “...Just for that, are you 
really going to suppress my freedom, which you’ve always claimed to 
respect?” 


“Amelia Merwin,” the Demon King intoned. “Although I may love and 
respect you, I don’t love and respect you as much as I do Vermouth.” 


“Vermouth is dead.” 


“However his bloodline has continued uninterrupted, especially within 
Eugene Lionheart. In him, I can see the appearance of my old friend, 
Vermouth.” 


These words stirred up Eugene’s emotions even more. Eugene 
wondered what kind of reaction this Demon King would show if he 
got up right now and started cursing this bitch of a Demon King to his 
face. Didn’t he say that he wouldn’t force the Lionhearts to return his 
respect? If that was the case, wouldn’t it be alright even if Eugene did 
swear at him? 


“..The ghost of someone who died three hundred years ago... you’re 
saying that you respect it more than me, who’s currently living?” 
Amelia angrily demanded, her emotions having been similarly 
agitated by the Demon King’s words. 


Amelia’s eyes widened and she tried to stand up, but things didn’t 
move according to her will. Her body was about to get up, only to sink 
back down again. Amelia showed a flustered expression on her face, 
but she didn’t release any sounds of distress. Instead she glared at the 


Demon King with even more venom in her eyes. 
She hissed, “You dare... to my body...!” 


“You have indeed been given independence, but that independence 
can never supersede my authority,” the Demon King said. “Amelia 
Merwin. No matter what you planned to do with Hamel’s grave, I 
respected your freedom to do so. But if you wish to harm Vermouth’s 
descendants, then I am afraid I cannot allow that. At least, not for 
now.” 


“ ..For now?” Eugene hadn’t missed those last words. 
He raised both eyes and glared up at the Demon King. 
“What do you mean by that?” He demanded. 


“As I thought, you really are a disrespectful brat,” Amelia spat out 
with frowning eyes. 


She felt infuriated that Eugene wasn’t showing proper respect to the 
Demon King. 


“Vermouth is dead,” the Demon King said. “Although, to me, it doesn’t 
feel like it happened too long ago... It has already been three hundred 
years. That’s quite a long time, for humans at least. During these past 
three hundred years, I feel like I have continued to show a sufficient 
amount of goodwill and respect to Vermouth’s descendants.” 


Amelia no longer showed any signs of displeasure, and instead stared 
at the Demon King with eyes full of anticipation. 


The Demon King’s voice lowered as he continued speaking, “I have 
respected their freedom to not show me any goodwill or respect in 
return. However I am concerned that you may be taking my continued 
goodwill for granted. First and foremost, I am the ruler of numerous 
demonic beasts and demonfolk, a king of Helmuth.” 


With each word that the Demon King said, Eugene felt like his heart 
was being constricted in a vice. While enduring this pressure that felt 


like someone was stepping on his chest, Eugene glared at the Demon 
King. 


Eugene refused to kneel in front of the Demon King. He had no reason 
to kneel, nor did he wish to. 


The Demon King lectured, “With freedom comes responsibility. 
Freedom without responsibility is just indulgence. Descendant of 
Vermouth, tell this to everyone in the Lionheart clan. Do not take the 
goodwill that I have granted you as an incentive to go too far. If you 
will not give me my due regard, then I shall no longer respect you 
either.” 


Eugene clearly understood the meaning of these words. It was a 
warning. 


The Demon King of Incarceration hadn’t attempted to conquer the 
world in the past hundreds of years, and had instead taken to showing 
his goodwill and respect to the other countries. Eward’s affair, which 
had taken place just two years ago, was one such example. 


To the Demon King of Incarceration, Eward’s scandal wasn’t 
significant enough to even be considered a problem. That said, the 
Demon King of Incarceration had still gone out of his way to solve the 
situation ‘peacefully’. Balzac Ludbeth, who was personally contracted 
to the Demon King, had bowed his head to the Lionheart clan’s 
Patriarch, and the Demon King had even beheaded the incubus who 
had attempted to contract Eward. 


It wasn’t just the Lionheart Clan. Following the Oath made three 
hundred years ago, there had still been a lot of people who were wary 
of Helmuth’s demonfolk and Demon Kings. The Holy Empire and the 
Anti-Demon Alliance, who were located in Helmuth’s immediate 
vicinity, had made several attempts to rally support for conquering 
Helmuth and slaying the remaining Demon Kings. 


Of course, an attempt had never actually taken place, but there had 
been several musterings of armed forces. Even now, the troops of the 
Holy Empire were stationed on the border with Helmuth, and the 
forces of the Anti-Demon Alliance were aligned with them. 


However, both Helmuth and the Demon King of Incarceration had 
simply ignored them. For the past three hundred years, the demonfolk 
had worked hard to rectify their image, but in spite of that, there were 
still places on the continent where demonfolk were being oppressed. 


In Eugene’s opinion, they were just receiving the punishment that they 
deserved. He knew full well just how terrible the world had been three 
hundred years ago. 


However the demonfolk of Helmuth certainly wouldn’t think so. And 
perhaps that went for the Demon King of Incarceration as well. 


“,.What are your reasons for coming here and saying these words 
now?” Eugene managed to spit out after taking a deep breath. 


After having been silent for three hundred years, what was it that 
made him send a warning now of all times? 


“Your ancestor may have made an Oath in exchange for his freedom, 
but now, the end of that promise is drawing near,” the Demon King 
revealed. “The time is coming for the wheel that has stalled to resume 
moving forward once more.” 


“'...” Eugene silently processed these words. 


The Demon King paused in thought for a brief moment. 


“Someday... we may have to make a new Oath. I wonder who will be 
able to make a new promise in Vermouth’s stead, and stop this wheel 
once more.” 


“...Just what the hell was in the Oath?” Eugene burst out once more. 


The Demon King did not respond for a few moments, then ‘Hamel’s’ 
lips twitched in a faint smile as he said, “You do not deserve to know 
such details.” 


Eugene struggled to keep himself from cursing, “...... 


“Because you are not Vermouth,” the Demon King explained. 


“,.My ancestor died three hundred years ago,” Eugene reluctantly 
argued. 


“Tt seems that you resent your ancestor,” the Demon King observed. 
Eugene was struck dumb, “...... 
The Demon King smirked, “You Stupid Lion.” 
Those words. 


Eugene’s body trembled in surprise. He unconsciously tried to run 
towards the Demon King, but his body wouldn’t move according to his 
will. 


The Demon King stared at Eugene’s trembling body and continued 
speaking, “Your existence, your soul, and everything else that you 
have... it’s all thanks to Vermouth’s Oath that you were able to be 
born now, after three hundred years have passed.” 


“..What?” Eugene grunted in confusion. 
“Amelia Merwin,” the Demon King said, no longer looking at Eugene. 


Eugene desperately tried to squeeze out a few words, but his voice just 
wouldn’t come out. The same force that had been constricting his 
heart was now constricting his throat. 


“Return to your dungeon,” the Demon King ordered. 


“..1 still have something that I need to ask that brat about,” Amelia 
tried to argue. 


“There is nothing that he can tell you.” 


“But that’s absurd...! My pet is dead because of him. And then there’s 
that door—!” 


“There is nothing beyond that door.” As the Demon King said this, he 


reached his hand out towards the door. 


At this gesture, the closed door turned to dust and disappeared. On 
the other side, Laman was still collapsed on the floor, having yet to 
come to his senses. This sight caused a bewildered expression to 
appear on Amelia’s face. 


“Nothing of importance happened here,” the Demon King affirmed 
once more. 


Amelia desperately wanted to refute this. Nonetheless, in the face of 
the Demon King’s gaze, as he stared right at her, she couldn’t put up 
any resistance. 


She eventually squeezed out a question, “...Demon King of 
Incarceration. Have you developed a fondness for that body?” 


“T will return this corpse to you,” the Demon King reassured her. 


“Ts that alright? Isn’t that the body belonging to your dear, cherished 
Vermouth’s friend?” 


“T have no fondness for Hamel.” 


This reply caused Amelia to burst into laughter. Straightening up from 
her bent knee, she nodded her head. 


Then she looked at Eugene and said, “...You got lucky.” 
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....” Eugene glared at her silently. 


“The next time, your luck won’t be as good as it was today,” Amelia 
threatened. 


She was still left with a lot of questions about this place. Just in case, 
Amelia had tried to read the memories recorded in the mana, but it 
was just as the Demon King of Incarceration had said. The mana’s 
memory had been erased, making it appear like nothing had happened 
here. It wouldn’t be too much trouble for the Demon King of 
Incarceration to have done something like this, but it felt unlikely that 


the Demon King would go so far to protect that young lion. 
“,..Next time,’ Amelia promised herself as she slowly turned away. 


The Demon King of Incarceration had made his will clear. Amelia also 
didn’t know anything about the contents of the Oath, but she was 
more interested in the ‘warning’ that the Demon King of Incarceration 
had given—that the Oath was about to expire—than in what the Oath 
involved. 


She couldn’t do anything about this brat right now, but someday... 
Once the Oath was over with, there would come a time when things 
wouldn’t stop at just a warning. 


Amelia Merwin left the grave. The Demon King of Incarceration, who 
had possessed the Death Knight for this brief period of time, also left 
with her. 


Nevertheless, Eugene remained fixed on the spot for quite some time. 
Until the very end, he had refused to kneel to the Demon King of 
Incarceration. Even now, he remained standing. The Demon King of 
Incarceration may have already disappeared, but Eugene was forcing 
himself to stay upright. He didn’t want to collapse, nor did he want to 
just sit down. 


Eugene stood there for quite a while, trying to get control over his 
emotions. 


In the end, he couldn’t stand it any longer and screamed, “... 
Aaaaaarghh!” 


Eugene stomped on the ground several times, then he smashed his 
fists against the cracked walls. He didn’t care about his exhausted 
body, his injuries, or anything else. Roaring out several curses, Eugene 
vented his anger. 


“That fucking bastard!” 


After his tantrum had continued for quite some time, Eugene’s rage 
had settled slightly. He took deep breaths and sat down on the 
ground. 


‘He knows about me,’ Eugene thought to himself. 
‘Stupid Lion.’ 
That choice of words had to be deliberate. 


‘My existence, my soul, and everything else is only possible because of 
Vermouth’s Oath? What does that even mean?’ 


Could it be? Had the Demon King of Incarceration meant to say that 
Vermouth had sworn an oath with the Demon Kings in exchange for 
Hamel’s reincarnation? But this sounded absurd. Perhaps there were 
some pure feelings of friendship hidden deep within that dreary man’s 
chest, that made it so that Vermouth couldn’t get over the death of his 
comrade. But if that guy had truly cared for Hamel, then he would 
have just prioritized killing the Demon Kings instead of arranging for 
Hamel’s reincarnation. 


In the first place, that Oath was something along the lines of a peace 
treaty. It shouldn’t have been focused on my reincarnation.’ 


Didn’t the Demon King of Incarceration say something else as well? 
That in exchange for the Oath, Vermouth had sacrificed his ‘freedom.’ 


‘The end of the Oath... the stopped wheel. That motherfucking 
Incarceration bastard. As a Demon King, why does he have to be so coy 
with his words?’ 


The more he thought about it, the more he felt like he was about to 
boil over. Should he have just let loose at the Demon King without 
thinking about the consequences? There were hundreds of curses that 
Eugene had wanted to fling at him, so he should have just gone ahead 
and tossed them all at the Demon King. 


I have no fondness for Hamel. 


“T also hate you, you son of a bitch,” Eugene cursed as he ground his 
teeth. 


In the end he hadn’t managed to destroy the corpse from his previous 


life that had been turned into a Death Knight. Well, alright. It couldn’t 
be helped. Rather than the deceased body from his previous life, 
wasn’t the body that he had been reincarnated into more important? 


‘I got lucky? That goes for you too. Because next time, I’m going to kill 
you,’ Eugene promised Amelia in his head. 


The Demon King of Incarceration hadn’t killed Eugene. 


Even though he knew that Eugene was Hamel, the Demon King still 
hadn’t killed him. He hadn’t asked what had happened beyond that 
door either. 


I wonder who will be able to make a new promise in Vermouth’s stead, and 
stop this wheel once more. 


‘T have no intention of making any promises.’ As he thought this, Eugene 
reached into his cloak. ‘Why should I try and stop that wheel? If that 
fucking thing starts moving again, rather than stop it, I just need to break 
Ie? 


If his reincarnation... had been arranged by Vermouth instead of 
Sienna or Anise then... 


‘If it’s you. Then you won’t be expecting too much from me, right?’ 
Eugene pulled his hand out of his cloak. 


What he had pulled out were a few withered leaves. He had found 
these leaves... in the room where the Moonlight Sword had been 
sealed. 


Why were there leaves fallen here, deep underground, where there 
weren’t even weeds, let alone trees? 


“.,.A nasty thought comes to mind,” Eugene mumbled as he stood up. 


Two hundred years ago, after Vermouth had died, somebody had 
intruded into this grave. 


Sienna had noticed what was going on in the grave, so she had 
traveled all the way here from Akron. She had gotten into a fight with 
the intruder, and then she had disappeared. 


Eugene recognized these leaves. ‘These are the leaves of the World 
Tree’ 


They were a treasure that Sienna valued even more than Akasha. The 
leaves of the World Tree, the holy figure of the elves’ religion. With 
these, it was possible to teleport to the forest of the elves from 
anywhere in the world. 


If Sienna had been driven into a corner, she may have used the leaves 
of the world tree to warp to the forest of the elves. 


But who was the one who had broken into his grave? Had they really 
been able to back Sienna into a corner? 


He was also reminded of a previous mystery, ‘A lich’s curse is said to 
annihilate both body and soul.’ 


Eugene stumbled as he tried to stand up. 


‘Was it cured by Anise? Or perhaps it was due to the power of the Holy 
Sword? In any case, it seems that I wasn’t annihilated, by any standard.’ 


His corpse and his soul had been preserved. Then, they had both been 
placed in this grave. 


‘Then someone took my body from the coffin in that room... and brought it 
out here... but the only one who could do that would be... ’ 


Vermouth. 


“...So he faked his death... but what reason could he have had for doing 
that?’ 


Eugene suspected that the one who had fought with Sienna was 
Vermouth himself. 


But he truly didn’t want to believe this. 


1. The Demon King has a very stiff and formal way of speaking. 


2. The raw text has Bryce, but this seems to be a typo. Hamel’s 
surname was previously revealed to be Dynas and the wiki agrees 
with this. 


Chapter 71 
The Grave (7) 


The companions had all been good friends. Or at least that was what 
Eugene had believed. 


Although they came from different backgrounds, they shared a hatred 
for the Demon Kings. 


Hamel was the only survivor of a village that had been attacked by 
monsters that were driven mad by the Demon Kings. At the 
approximate age of ten years old, he had lost both his parents and his 
hometown to the Demon Kings. 


Molon was the son of the warchief of the Northern Bayar tribes. The 
tribes there had long been accustomed to sharing a border with the 
demonfolk, but when the Demon King suddenly invaded their lands, 
many tribesmen were returned to the earthl1]. 


Molon was the son of the warchief, and on behalf of the tribes, he 
swore to slay the Demon Kings with his own two hands. 


Anise was a saint candidate who had been carefully nurtured by the 
Cardinals of the Holy Empire. The Cardinals believed that only they, 
who had received God’s guidance, were qualified to lift the darkness 
that had fallen over the world; and they felt that the saints who they 
had raised were perfect for the role of acting as god’s representative 
on this world. 


By the time Anise graduated from being a candidate to becoming a 
true saint, the army of the demonfolk had swelled in numbers. She 
and the Holy Empire decided to follow the will of their god and 
provide their aid. 


Sienna had been saved by the elves and had learned their magic while 
growing up in the forest of the elves. Despite not usually accepting 


humans, the elves had adopted Sienna, who was born with a natural 
talent for magic, as one of their own. As Helmuth’s ominous power 
continued to grow ever stronger, the elves slowly began to die off. 


Sienna couldn’t bear to see the elves’ extinction. For her, the elves 
were a family that had raised her from childhood and taught her 
magic. As the representative of the elves, she became the master of 
Akasha and left the forest. 


As for Vermouth. 


He was one of a group of slaves being transported to Helmuth. His 
hometown was the Kingdom of Ashal, which had been located next to 
Helmuth. As the first country to be destroyed by the demonfolk and 
demonic beasts, its territory now belonged to the Ruhr Kingdom that 
had been founded by Molon. 


In the Great Invasion, Vermouth had lost his entire family. The few 
remaining survivors had been captured by the monsters, and were 
sent away in groups to become Helmuth’s slaves. During the journey, 
Vermouth stole a sword from the demonfolk and rescued all the 
slaves. 


Vermouth met Molon’s Bayar tribe while he was leading the slaves 
across the snow fields. 


All of this meant that although all their reasons may have been 
different, their purpose was the same. They had lost something to the 
demonfolk and they wanted to get revenge for what they had lost. 
They were determined to kill the Demon Kings. 


All of the companions had had the strength and the talents needed to 
assist Vermouth in this goal. 


Vermouth’s first companion was Molon. Vermouth knew that they 
couldn’t face the Demon Kings with their still weak strength, but he 
believed that, rather than a multitude of soldiers, what they needed to 
confidently face the Demon Kings was an elite group of warriors. 


For this purpose, they went around searching for companions. 


The third companion they found was Anise. The Holy Empire had paid 
a lot of attention to Vermouth, who had been able to rescue so many 
of the slaves being transported to Helmuth; and thanks to his 
incredible strength and potential, the Holy Empire was considering 
supporting him with all their might. 


However, they still needed further verification. In order to test 
whether Vermouth had the right personality, the Holy Empire brought 
him in front of the Holy Sword that had been bestowed onto them by 
the God of Light a long time ago. 


Vermouth pulled out the Holy Sword without any difficulty. As such, 
the Holy Empire gave their blessing to Vermouth’s journey and 
ordered Anise to become Vermouth’s support. 


The fourth companion was Sienna. She was already famous even 
before becoming Vermouth’s comrade. In a world full of chaos and 
despair, it was a time when everybody was looking for heroes to save 
them. 


A young witch suddenly appeared on the battlefields where monsters 
and demonic beasts were running rampant and cast great feats of 
magic wherever she went. Several countries had tried to recruit 
Sienna, but she refused to join any force and instead wandered the 
world alone, hunting demonic beasts. 


But even such a person didn’t hesitate to become Vermouth’s 
comrade. That was how much of a special existence Vermouth was. 


‘I was the last one,’ Eugene recalled. 


Although it wasn’t as much as Sienna, Hamel had also been quite 
famous. If Sienna could be said to have received attention on the 
national level, Hamel had become quite famous in the mercenary 
circles and on the battlefield. 


A young mercenary who could skilfully wield all kinds of weapons 
and come back alive from even the harshest battlefields. Without 
being part of a mercenary troop, without leading any men with him, 
Hamel was known as the ghost of the battlefield who went searching 
for battlefields filled with demonic beasts rather than the place that 


gave the highest pay. 
Back then, that was the kind of life Hamel was living. 


He could clearly recall their first meeting. At that time, warp 
technology hadn’t been as developed as it was now, so if you wanted 
to cross the sea, then you needed to take a boat. After the war in 
northern Turas had ended, Hamel had been staying in a port as he 
waited for transport to Helmuth, the home of the Demon Kings and 
the demonfolk. 


It was during this wait that Vermouth’s party came looking for him. 


Hamel had also picked up all sorts of rumors while working as a 
mercenary, and because of that, he was also familiar with Vermouth. 
It was said that in the last few years, a ‘hero’ had made a name for 
himself on the other side of the sea. Hamel was certainly interested in 
Vermouth, but being asked to become their comrade? 


—It doesn’t matter what you offer me, I won’t listen to the orders of some 
bastard who’s shittier than me, so can you prove that you’re stronger than 
me? 


“Ugh, goddamnit,” Eugene groaned as he recalled this scene from his 
past life and he facepalmed in mortification. 


What a crazy bastard. As far as he could recall, he had been a little 
over twenty years old at that time. But had he really said something 
like that when he was already that old? Eugene definitely didn’t want 
to have to admit that it was the truth... 


—This guy is the kind of mercenary bastard that you can find just about 
anywhere. So why exactly do we need to take this guy in particular with 
us? 


Sienna had pissed him off from their very first meeting. 


—It might be impossible to expect any class from such a person, but there 
should still be limits on how unrefined someone can be. Sir Vermouth, there 
are countless warriors who are better than this wild dog of a mercenary. 
The only son of the Commander of the Knights of the Kiehl Empire is said 
to have excellent looks and personality, as well as skills, so what about 
taking a look around Kiehl instead? 


Anise had openly called him a son of a bitch. She might have worded 
it as ‘wild dog’, but at the very least, it was a fact that she had 
definitely implied that he was dog-like. 


—I’ve heard that the warriors of the Floating Kingdom in the Sea are truly 
brave men. I’d like to compete with them. 


Even back then, Molon was a fool. 


Vermouth was always an odd one. While giving a faint smile at 
Hamel’s provocation, he ignored the opinions coming from the other 
three. 


—It has to be you. 


Truthfully speaking, at that time, Hamel wasn’t really all that great. 
Although he had made a name for himself in the mercenary field, 
mercenaries were still just mercenaries after all. At that point, Hamel’s 
sense of presence was incomparably smaller than that of his comrades. 


Nevertheless, Vermouth had still said those words. He still didn’t 
know what on earth Vermouth had seen in Hamel that made him feel 
that way and say that sort of thing. In any case, Vermouth drew his 
sword and answered Hamel’s challenge by sparring with him. 


When he had first grabbed a sword and started doing mercenary work, 
Hamel had believed that he was a genius. After all, that was what all 
the mercenaries around him had told him. 


I’ve never seen a kid who’s as good with a blade as you. 
You can already feel your mana? 
Sword-light? That’s absurd! 


Hamel was used to surprising those around him, and was accustomed 
to being called a genius. However, he didn’t allow himself to get 
carried away by arrogance. Every day was spent in hard work and 
training. Because of this, his only pride was in the skills he had 
developed. 


But Hamel still lost. 


He didn’t just lose, he was completely dominated. It wasn’t like in the 
fairy tale, where he had failed to even brush Vermouth’s clothes, but 
Vermouth’s clothes were indeed the only thing that Hamel had 
managed to cut. 


He hadn’t burst into tears because his face had been slammed into the 
ground, either. That said, it was true that his face had been slammed 
into the dirt. 


It was the first time he had experienced such an overwhelming defeat. 


—Looks like I’m stronger than you. 


—Shut up... Fuck, one more time. Let’s fight again. I haven’t lost yet! 


Just as Hamel requested, Vermouth fought with him once more. They 
actually sparred three more times, and Hamel ended up with three 
more losses. In their first duel, he had been able to cut the edge of 
Vermouth’s clothes, but in their next three duels, Hamel didn’t even 
manage to touch his hem. 


—... I admit that I’m much weaker than you, but why do you want me as 
your comrade? 


—Because I need you. 


—That’s why I’m asking, why do you fucking need me? After all, you’re 
stronger than me! 


—If I win, you would become my comrade, isn’t that what you promised? 


—... I’m just asking because I don’t understand it. If you were to ask them 
to become your comrade, there are more than a few bastards who would 
happily accept the offer without any hesitation. 


—You are the last member of our party. 


Even though Hamel was collapsed on the ground, covered in dirt, 
Vermouth had still reached his hand out to him. 


—Let’s go there together, Hamel. 


Hamel—no, Eugene was very familiar with his comrades. As 
comrades, they had known everything about each other. That was 
why Eugene didn’t want to admit his suspicions—that Vermouth had 
been planning something shady while faking his own death. That he 
had fought a battle with Sienna at this location. 


‘...What are you doing, Vermouth?’ 


If he was still that spry, shouldn’t he have just gone and fought with 
the Demon Kings? Why would he drag a corpse out of its coffin, 
extract its soul and then... What could have made him go so far as 
to... shake hands with a Demon King? 


‘Couldn’t you at least have put my body back in its coffin. You son of a 
bitch,’ Eugene thought to himself as his shoulders slumped. ‘Or at the 
very least... you should have properly... left an explanation.’ 


It must also have been Vermouth who had left Hamel’s necklace in the 
Lionheart clan’s treasure vault. If it was Vermouth, he would have 
been able to sneak the necklace into the treasure vault without any 
problems. 


Eugene had finally found the answer to that mystery. 
‘,..But then, there’s Sienna,’ Eugene frowned. 


The only complication was, how had Sienna known to send a 
phantasm to find him? It might have made sense if Sienna had been 
the one to arrange his reincarnation and the necklace, but if Vermouth 
was the one who had arranged all this... 


Eugene realized something, ‘...No. I’m being too hasty in assuming that 
Vermouth came up with this plan all on his own.’ 


Some day, I will meet you again in the world that you’ve been longing for. 


He had thought that this meant Sienna was planning to meet him 
again in heaven. But when he took into account the fact that he had 


been reincarnated, the line read differently. 
Had Vermouth... betrayed Sienna? 


He couldn’t be sure of anything yet. Eugene rubbed the leaves of the 
World Tree that he had taken out of his cloak. 


He still needed to find Sienna. 


“,.My lord, could you possibly be in need of a toilet break?” Laman 
carefully voiced the question. 


He was worried about Eugene, who he was carrying on his back; since 
a while ago, Eugene had been constantly twitching and making 
strange moaning noises. 


“There are no toilets in the desert,” Laman informed him. “If you’re in 
a bit of a hurry, I’ll dig a pit for you, so that you can urinate—” 


“Shut up and just keep walking,” Eugene hissed with gritted teeth as 
he kicked Laman in the thigh. 


They had already left the underground grave and escaped the 
labyrinth. 


Having fought so seriously despite already having broken bones, 
Eugene had seriously overstrained himself. As a consequence, he was 
now being carried on Laman’s back. Rather than insisting on walking 
on his own two feet, it was better for Eugene to focus on recovering 
while Laman gave him a piggyback ride. 


‘I miss having elixirs.’ 


Eugene ground his teeth in frustration. Even back then, three hundred 
years ago, elixirs had been rare treasures, but as the hero and his 
party, they had all gone around carrying some of those precious 
elixirs. Although he had packed plenty of potions, wounds this serious 
couldn’t be healed immediately, even with a potion. 


‘Since healing magic is divine magic, I still haven’t learned any... This 


sucks. Do I have to learn divine magic as well? Since that field of magic all 
depends on how much faith you have, I don’t think I'll be able to make 
much progress with that.’ 


Even though Sienna hadn’t learned any divine magic, she had still 
been able to use high-level healing spells. However those were part of 
a unique type of healing magic that belonged to the inheritance of the 
elves, so Sienna hadn’t transmitted that knowledge to the future 
generations. 


Laman encouraged him, “My lord, please hold on for just a bit more. 
We should be able to arrive in Kajitan within a few days. At that time, 
if we’re able to find a doctor or a healer then—” 


“My wounds aren’t that serious,” Eugene argued. 


Laman warned him, “If we just leave them like that, your bones might 
set incorrectly.” 


Laman, whose life had been rescued several times by Eugene, was 
genuinely worried about him. 


“Tl take care of all that by myself, but what are you planning on 
doing?” Eugene asked. 


“ ..Huh?” Laman grunted in confusion. 
Eugene clarified, “I’m talking about your boss, the Emir of Kajitan.” 
“Are you worried for my sake?” Laman asked gratefully. 


“Nope. But if you suddenly go all crazy-eyed and chop off your 
master’s head, that will probably be a big pain in the ass for me. So if 
you're going to do it, then do it after I’ve already left,” Eugene replied 
with a snort. 


The Emir of Kajitan didn’t know anything about the grave or about 
Amelia Merwin. However, he had cooperated with the Sand Shamans’ 
request by restricting who was allowed to enter the Kazani Desert. 


“.,.That’s...,” Laman hesitated, unable to reply immediately. 


His master had known that the sandstorms in the Kazani Desert were 
man-made. However, the orders for Emir to cooperate with this plan 
should have been passed down to him from long ago. 


Nahama was slowly tearing off strips of Turas’s territory through this 
desertification project, but to divert suspicions, Laman’s village had 
been chosen as a worthy victim for a sudden sandstorm. 


The pioneers had been sacrificed for the glory of Nahama. 


However, Laman could not accept such a thing. Anyone in his place 
would feel the same way. A sandstorm had struck from out of 
nowhere and had devoured his friends and family. If the survivors 
were told that these deaths were an unavoidable sacrifice for the glory 
of the country, who among them would just nod and accept this fact? 


“.,.1 don’t want to blame my master,” Laman muttered as he shook his 
head. “This desert was created over a hundred years ago, and the 
sandstorms have continued to appear ever since. The Emir who 
preceded my master should have also tolerated these orders for the 
sake of Nahama.” 


“So what are you going to do?” Eugene prodded. 


Laman reached his decision, “...I will quit serving as his personal 
guard. Although I don’t want to blame my master for this, I no longer 
want to give my life for him either.” 


“Tt doesn’t matter to me whether you quit or not, but do you have any 
other skills with which to make a living?” Eugene reminded him. 


“’..1 would like to follow you, my lord,” Laman admitted as he turned 
his head to look back at Eugene. 


Eugene immediately pushed Laman’s cheek back around with a 
disgusted expression on his face. 


“Don’t turn your head this way,” he ordered. “Your beard stinks of 


wet dog.” 
“Huh?” Laman was shocked by this sudden insult. 


“Also, why do you want to follow me? I’m not even a citizen of 
Nahama.” 


“T am willing to follow you no matter where you go, my lord.” 
“Then first, shave off that beard.” 
“asta” 


“T don’t need you to follow me around anywhere, because I still have a 
place that I need to see in Nahama. So I’ll need a local guide. Laman, 
have you ever been to Hogani?” 


“Hogani, you say... Are you talking about the Holy Land of Light? I 
visited there years ago.” 


Hogani was now called a Holy Land, since it was a place where Saint 
Anise had gone on her pilgrimage. It was unknown whether it was the 
final destination of her pilgrimage, but Hogani was where Anise had 
last been seen two hundred years ago. 


The city of Hogani was right next to Kajitan. 


“...Perhaps she really did come here to pay respects at my grave...,’ 
Eugene suspected. 


Would Anise have left any clues in Hogani? 


Somewhere in that wide-open desert? 


The Emir of Kajitan, Tairi Al-Madani, narrowed his eyes and silently 
stared in front of him, “...... 


Eugene was sitting across from him, and behind Eugene stood Laman. 
In this situation, should Tairi accept that what his eyes and ears had 
been telling him was the truth? Or should he be worried that someone 
might be hiding some other intentions within their hearts? 


“’..You must be aware of how unreasonable your actions were, right?” 
Tairi asked pointedly, venting some of the pressure that he was under. 
“My subordinates told me every word that you said to them.” 


Since the lieutenant and Laman’s other subordinates had been so 
terribly beaten by Eugene, in order to explain their conditions, they 
had had no choice but to honestly report to Tairi. 


It was Laman who had identified himself as a ‘thief’ in order to 
secretly continue carrying out Tairi’s orders, and the lieutenant had 
quite a glib tongue. He had turned on his captain, blaming Laman for 
failing to properly carry out their master’s orders. 


Tairi addressed Eugene, “Eugene Lionheart, you... Do you truly 
believe that I sent my men after you in order to steal from you?” 


“No matter what the respected Emir’s intentions might have been, 
isn’t it true that I suffered damages because of them?” Eugene asked 
innocently. 


Eugene knew the entire truth, which meant that Tairi had become a 
much easier opponent to face. 


“They were just tasked to protect you,” Tairi claimed. 


Eugene shot down his excuse, “Why would they need to lie about 
being thieves in order to protect me?” 


“Because you are a member of the Kiehl Empire’s Lionheart clan, and I 
am an Emir of Nahama,” Tairi insisted with furrowed brows. “I’m not 
sure if you are aware of this, but Nahama and Kiehl’s relationship isn’t 
very friendly. The Emperor of Kiehl is wary of Nahama’s power, and 
the sultan is also suppressing his rage at the Kiehl Empire’s slander.” 


“But what connection does that have to the respected Emir’s lies?” 
Eugene asked. 


“And what makes you think that there’s no connection? I’m sure that 
you’re aware that Kazani is prone to sudden sandstorms.” 


Tairi was wary of what Eugene might be keeping hidden inside his 
head. Tairi knew that the Sand Shamans of the Kazani desert were 
intentionally creating sandstorms as an act of invasion. Of course, the 
other countries might also have their suspicions that the sandstorms 
were being used as a means of invasion, but... if that brat truly had 
clashed with the Sand Shamans, Tairi couldn’t afford to treat this 
matter lightly. 


“... There haven’t been any messages,’ Tairi recalled with concern. 


The place where the Sand Shamans had been keeping their heads 
down as they worked was at the other edge of the desert. From there, 
they would periodically create sandstorms and gradually widen the 
scope of the desert. Unless Eugene Lionheart possessed a pair of 
wings, it would have been impossible for him to reach the other end 
of the desert within these few days. 


“Tf I was seen protecting you openly, it might be taken as Nahama 
bowing its head to the Kiehl Empire,” Tairi continued explaining. 
“Besides, I’m still trying to figure out your intentions. Why were you 
heading into the Kazani Desert, where no one actually lives?” 


Eugene refused to answer, “I’m not sitting here because I wanted to be 
interrogated.” 


“That’s the thing. It’s not possible for me to interrogate you, so I had 
my men follow behind you, just in case they needed to protect you 
from any unforeseen circumstances. If Laman Schulhov, the one 
standing behind you, had just followed his orders properly, then you 
and I would never have been placed in such an uncomfortable 
position,” Tairi glanced at Laman. 


He continued, “I understand why you would feel displeased by this, 
but I’m afraid that I had no say in this matter. Also, It’s not like they 
truly stole anything from you, no? From what my men told me, they 
were just following behind you at a reasonable distance. In the first 
place, you were the one who attacked them while they were doing 
just that.” 


Eugene smirked at these words and sipped his tea. This old Emir 
hadn’t brought up any mentions of the Assassins or the Sand Shamans. 
He probably didn’t know that Eugene had been ambushed by the 
Assassins and had then gotten rid of all the Sand Shamans hidden 
underground. 


His ignorance couldn’t be helped. The labyrinth that Eugene had 
fallen into was a dungeon under Amelia Merwin’s command. Even the 
sultan was likely unaware of the fact that Hamel’s grave had been 
found down there. The only ones who knew about this dungeon had 
been the Sand Shamans who were stationed there. 


The late Sand Shamans had been completely obedient to Amelia 
Merwin, because they feared her. 


The reason why Tairi Al-Madani had tried to keep Eugene out of the 
desert was all because of the sandstorms, not because of Amelia 
Merwin. 


‘So there’s no need to pointlessly worry about it,’ Eugene reminded 
himself. 


If that hadn’t been the case, then Eugene would also have been left in 
a difficult position. Eugene intended on cleanly concluding all his 
affairs in this country before he left. 


Eugene went on the offensive, “No matter what the respected Emir 
says, it doesn’t change the fact that the Emir endangered my life, now 
does it?” 


Tairi shifted the blame, “It must be my incompetent subordinates who 
failed to comprehend my orders properly. There must have been a 
misunderstanding somethere.” 


Eugene pounced, “But I’m wondering how I should explain such a 
misunderstanding to my family.” 


Tairi hesitated, “...I’m not quite sure what you mean by those 
words...” 


“Tf that’s the case, then it seems that I’ve failed to persuade you. 


Under these circumstances, I’m afraid that the Emir will be in for a lot 
of trouble. And that’s not something I say lightly.” Eugene fiddled 
with the luxurious teacup, his hands wrapped in bandages, as he 
continued speaking, “From what’s been said so far, it seems that I 
must also take responsibility for my careless words. Unfortunately, as I 
am still too young. In order to take responsibility for these words of 
mine, I have no choice but to borrow the power of my family.” 


“...Lord Eugene,” Tairi called out. 


Eugene shook his head, “I don’t want to do that either, since it could 
lead to a problem between our two countries... I also don’t want to 
cause any issues for my family. But Emir, forget about me, will you be 
able to handle these consequences?” 


Tairi let out a long sigh and rubbed his beard. Eugene grinned at the 
old Emir in front of him. 


“’.. Young lord, what is it that you want?” 


“Five hundred million sals,” Eugene said as he took another sip of his 
tea. “I would consider this a bargain if I were you; our relationship 
has become so uncomfortable due to a misunderstanding that failed to 
be properly resolved, and if such a meager amount smooths it out...” 


“.,.Haha,” Tairi laughed dryly. 


“Well, this may not have been what the Emir intended, but... let’s just 
treat this as an inexplicable encounter between the two of us,” Eugene 
proposed. “Ill make sure to keep my mouth shut, so all you need to do 
is open your wallet, respected Emir.” 


“T’ve heard that you are now nineteen years old, but you really are 
daring,” Tairi said through gritted teeth. 


“Tve often heard those sorts of words from here and there. But if I 
really was the type to run around like a foal with its tail on fire, 
wouldn’t you still be the one in trouble, respected Emir?” 


“T can’t help but feel reluctant. I just sent my subordinates after you in 
order to protect you, so why do I now have to pay a fine as if I’ve 


committed a crime? I feel like there are many other ways to solve this 
issue.” 


“Other ways? It may be because I’m young, but the words you’ve just 
said fill me with fear, respected Emir. Could you really be thinking of 
killing me here? Or maybe you are planning on sending Assassins after 
me? Either way, that would probably be going against the Sultan’s 
wishes. The cost of taking responsibility for such an extreme decision 
is sure to rise hundreds of times higher than just five hundred million 
sals.” 


Tairi was silent for a few moments. Five hundred million, was it? As 
Eugene had said, it wasn’t an excessive amount. 


However, just as Tairi had admitted, he couldn’t help but feel 
reluctance. Was he really being accused of theft? What kind of absurd 
claim was this? 


‘,..Should I just accept the cost of five hundred million sals to wrap up this 
whole affair...?’ 


What if Eugene had encountered Sand Shamans in the desert? No, 
there shouldn’t be any possibility of that. Tairi would have to send 
someone to make sure, but it would have been impossible for a 
nineteen-year-old boy like this to make it back alive if he had met the 
Sand Shamans and Assassins in the desert. 


Even if Eugene had been lucky enough to survive such an encounter 
and return, Tairi could not imagine how Eugene would be able to go 
through such an encounter and then calmly come here to talk about 
‘misunderstandings’ and request a bribe of five hundred million sals. 


“..If I must then I shall pay,” Tairi acquiesced, nodding slowly. “If 
you can guarantee that this will completely quell your anger.” 


“Tm not so poorly-raised that I would throw a tantrum after receiving 
full payment,” Eugene assured him. 


“Tm told that the Lionheart Clan is one of the wealthiest families on 
the continent. Could it be that you aren’t receiving any of the benefits 
of this wealth?” 


It was subtle — no, it was far from subtle. It was blatant sarcasm. 


“My family may have a lot of money, but it’s not like all of that is my 
money, right?” Eugene pointed out. 


“ ,.Haha,” Tairi snorted and snapped his fingers. 


The servant who had been waiting in the back of the room bowed 
their head deeply and left the room. 


“..Now that our misunderstanding has been cleared up, allow me to 
ask you one question. I am extremely curious. Why on earth did you 
go into the Kazani desert?” Tairi asked. 


“T wanted to see the vast desert so that I could feel the magnificence 
of nature and raise my courage,” Eugene explained. 


“..” Tairi’s silence seemed skeptical. 


“It’s also because it was the closest desert.” 


“If you want to appreciate something like that, I can personally 
introduce you to the vast deserts of Nahama.” 


“No, that’s fine. I’ve already felt enough of that.” 
“Did you see anything interesting in Kazani?” Tairi casually asked. 
“Of course, I saw the desert,” Eugene replied with a smile. 


Eugene could clearly see that Tairi wanted to ask him if he had 
discovered anything suspicious. However, Tairi was unable to do that 
openly, so all he could do was suppress his urge and ask Eugene about 
it in a roundabout way. 


‘Well, there’s nothing there anymore,’ Eugene said to himself. 


From Hamel’s tomb, the statue, the coffin, and a few pillars... 
everything that he didn’t want to leave buried had been stuffed into 


his cloak. Then the labyrinth connecting to the tomb had been 
destroyed by Eugene’s own hands. 


‘The most they'll be able to find are a few corpses.’ 


The one who controlled that dungeon was Amelia Merwin, not the 
Sultan. Neither the Sultan nor the other Sand Shamans had known 
anything about the grave. 


As long as Amelia Merwin didn’t say anything, no one would know 
what Eugene had experienced there. 


Eugene remembered something, “Ah, one more thing. I’ll be taking 
Laman Schulhov with me when I go.” 


“ ,.For what reason?” Tairi asked hesitantly. 


“Since you threatened me, then you need to pay the price for it. But I 
obviously can’t make an Emir pay the price,” Eugene explained, trying 
to sound reasonable. 


“.,.Haha!” Tairi let out another dry laugh and glanced at Laman. 


For a few moments, Laman held out some hope that his master might 
stand up for him. 


Tairi offered, “If you truly wish for a fair price, then I can arrange for 
Laman to be executed in front of you, young lord.” 


Eugene dismissed the offer, “Hey, I’m not ruthless enough to want 
someone’s throat to be sliced open for something like this.” 


(74 


....” Tairi raised an eyebrow. 


“T’m just going to take him home with me and order him to clean the 
shit out of the stables,” Eugene declared. 


For a few moments, Tairi appeared to be considering Laman’s value. 


Laman was the captain of the second squad of the Emir’s personal 
guards. He was definitely a renowned warrior, but he wasn’t worth 
keeping if he couldn’t be trusted to properly carry out his orders any 
longer. There were many warriors who were better than Laman in the 
first squad, which served as the Emir’s right-hand men. 


‘He’s also someone who cannot be allowed to learn about the Sand 
Shamans,’ Tairi considered. 


He was going to be executed anyway, so why not give him to Eugene? 


“Then let us arrange it as the young lord wishes,” Tairi agreed, even 
as the corners of his mouth twisted into a frown. 


Not too long afterward, the servant returned carrying a large box. 
When Tairi opened the box, the beautiful jewels stored within 
sparkled brightly in the light. 


“T will select the jewels, so please pardon the wait,” Tairi apologized. 


Eugene had been expecting them to give him a bunch of cash, but it 
looked like they were going to pay him in jewels instead. 


As he looked at all the sparkling jewels, Eugene suddenly had a 
thought, ‘Even with five hundred million sals, I can only buy one giant’s 
ball.’ 


He felt like he should have upped the price a little. Although money 
wasn’t tight, Eugene suddenly felt that it would be a pity if he didn’t. 


“Instead of five hundred million sals, let’s round it up to a billion,” 
Eugene suddenly announced. 


“ ..What did you just say?” Tairi asked in disbelief. 


Eugene explained, “It’s just that the Emir’s jewels are so beautiful that 
I can’t help but be greedy.” 


After looking at Eugene with incredulous eyes, Tairi frowned and then 
nodded. 


“Just take the whole box,” he generously gave in. 


“Thank you very much,” Eugene accepted without any false modesty. 


1. This is a euphemism for death. = 


Chapter 72 
The Return (1) 


Anise Slywood. 


The woman that Eugene remembered was someone who both did and 
did not suit the word faithful. Her beliefs and faith might have been 
sincere, but her usual conduct definitely did not match the definition 
of the word ‘faithful’ or her title as a ‘Saint.’ 


Anise liked alcohol even more than Sienna. If Sienna liked to have fun 
while drinking, then Anise just liked to drink. She always carried a 
small bottle of wine with her, but she insisted that the liquid 
contained within was holy water and not alcohol. 


She did have a saintly appearance, though. 


Whenever they were faced with a lot of corpses, Anise would get 
down on her knees and offer a prayer. 


Hamel used to wonder if there was any meaning in praying for a 
corpse that was long since deceased. The corpses had already decayed, 
so their souls had either already left or had become a plaything for the 
demonfolk. 


Anise must have known these facts better than anyone. Even so, she 
did not skip praying for them. Even if it had no other meaning than 
paying her respects, Anise would still pray that the deceased person 
would find their peace and rest. 


Anise had always been a strong drinker, but whenever they passed by 
a lot of corpses, she would drink even more than she usually did. Even 
when they told her not to, since she would just get drunk, Anise 
would still do it anyway. In the middle of a battlefield filled with the 
hellish stench of rotten corpses, Anise still could not restrain her 
intoxication. 


—When will this world be peaceful and happy? 


Anise used to ask this question often, whenever she had been forced to 
use the smell of alcohol to cover up the stench of rotten corpses. 


—Things should be peaceful and happy once we’ve killed all the Demon 
Kings. 


—Even if we kill all the Demon Kings, that doesn’t mean all the innocent 
people that they have killed will come back to life. 


—But we can at least save their souls. 

—Hamel, do you believe in the afterlife? 

—Doesn’t it make you feel more comfortable to believe that there is one? 
—But I thought that you don’t believe in the gods. 


—That and the afterlife are two different things. Although I don’t know 
about hell, I definitely hope that there’s a heaven. And don’t you think that 
it’s funny that you’re the one asking me this? 


In the Holy Empire of Yuras, the main god that they worshiped was 
the god of light. Although there were countless faiths that could be 
found throughout the continent, even amongst all of them, the one 
that could be considered the main faith was the god of light, who also 
served as the patron deity of Yuras. 


You accumulate good deeds throughout your life, and when you die... your 
good deeds become light, and your evil deeds become darkness. If the light 
is bright enough to banish all the darkness, you can ascend to heaven. 


Darkness does not exist in heaven. The world’s sins arise from darkness 
where there is no light. In other words, in the heaven ruled by the god of 
light, since there is no darkness, there is no sin, and since there is no sin, 
there is no suffering. 


—Sometimes I have doubts. 


Her cheeks were flushed red with drunkenness. 


—So many people have died. To the Demon Kings, the demonfolk, the 
demonic beasts, and the monsters. In the long history of this continent, the 
number of people who have met such an unfortunate death is so large as to 
be uncountable. Is the god that I serve... really so omnipotent that he has 
enough light to brighten the darkness of all those souls who have died? 


—Is a Saint like you really doubting your god? 


—Yep. I am doubting him. Yet the almighty god whom I serve hasn’t said 
anything, let alone punish me for my doubts. 


The place where they had held such a conversation was in the middle 
of a battlefield filled with corpses. It was after they had blocked the 
advance of that savage bastard, Kamash, the chieftain of the giants. 
Countless human corpses and giant corpses alike covered the 
battlefield. 


Molon had done his best to protect the common soldiers. While 
raining down light, Anise had cared for the wounded. Sienna’s spells 
had driven the giants away from the soldiers, while Hamel and 
Vermouth had defeated Kamash. 


Nevertheless, allied casualties were unavoidable. 


A large army of demonic beasts had accompanied the giants. Powerful 
demonfolk had been mixed in here and there. Where they had gotten 
mixed up in the battle, thousands of people had been killed or 
wounded. The priests of the Holy Empire who had been sent as 
support and the doctors scrounged up from all over the place had 
taken care of the wounded, but those dying had still died. This was 
unavoidable. 


—If god truly is all-powerful, shouldn’t he be the one shedding blood in the 
place of the blood shed by his young lambs? 


—Anise. 


—If he really is the light that illuminates all darkness, why doesn’t he 
personally illuminate this suffocating darkness? 


—Hey. 


—Even at this very moment, when the world has been plunged into a deep 
darkness. Right now it’s night. The dawn that will be coming soon will not 
illuminate those who have taken their last breaths in this pitch darkness. 
The only things that will be illuminated by the dawn... are corpses. Hamel. 
Do you know how many people died here today? And it isn’t just here. 
Everywhere in the world. Yesterday, today, and tomorrow. Countless 
people have died in the dark, and even in places illuminated by the light, 
they have died and will continue to die. 


—You’re drunk. 


—I truly do want to believe in my god. However I can’t fully understand 
his will. No matter how beautiful the heaven that we will reach after death 
must be, the world is still so miserable. Why doesn’t god shine his light 
down on the world? 


—... We have Vermouth. 


This was what Hamel had said at that time. 


—I... I don’t know what the doctrine of the god of light is. But, I do know 
that bastard Vermouth is an unspeakable monster. Haven’t you said it 
several times now? That Vermouth is a miracle sent by god. 


ec ceee 


—Since god can’t come down here to take care of the world himself, he 
proved his existence by sending us a living miracle in the form of 
Vermouth. That’s why he’s the hero, and why the Holy Sword recognized 
him as its master. Isn’t that right? 


—... I never thought that I’d hear those kinds of words from you. 


—I also don’t want to say this sort of stuff either. However, it’s just as 
annoying to listen to your drunken ramblings. Now, I don’t think that you 
were really asking me to comfort you, since I’m not the type of guy who 
people turn to for comfort. 


Therefore, Hamel just tried to be as honest as he could. 


—Just think about it this way. What’s the use of getting angry at a god 
who doesn’t give you any answers? All we need to do is kill all of the 
Demon Kings and save the world. If we succeed, then everything after 
that... will turn out okay. All the souls captured by the demonfolk will be 
saved and rise up to heaven, and the world will be a peaceful and happy 
place. 


Hamel had just said whatever came to mind. He wasn’t sure if he had 
managed to convince Anise. However, in Hamel’s view, he just wanted 
to offer her a clear purpose as an alternative to resenting a heaven 
that might not exist or a god that she could no longer have faith in. 


—... Will we really be able to do that? 


—wWe can do it. We have Vermouth... and we also have a saint like you. 
There’s Sienna, Molon, and me as well. We’re strong, strong enough to kill 
all of the Demon Kings and save the world. 


Even if it was vague, she needed hope. 


—So that’s why you should stop talking about such pointless things and let 
me have a drink. Don’t just guzzle it all down by yourself. 


—This isn’t alcohol, it’s holy water. I can’t give it to someone like you who 
lacks faith. 


—I'll also become a believer in the god of light from today onwards, so give 
it here. 


—False faith is a heavier crime than any other sin. As someone who has 
been called a saint, I cannot offer any grace to one who has false beliefs. 


In the end, Anise didn’t give him even a single drop of alcohol that 
day. 


That snake-like woman. That was what Hamel and Sienna had used to 
call Anise. 


Anise had a bad temper that didn’t fit her image as the saint, and 
although she was faithful, she also had a tendency to casually break 
the doctrinal rules. Nevertheless, when necessary, she was faithful 
enough to be called a saint, and her divine magic shone more 
brilliantly than any other priest. 


She also secretly — no — in fact, Anise had a blatant habit of messing 
with people. Apart from Vermouth, everyone had suffered at her 
hands more than once. 


When Molon, who always kept running ahead of the party, had had 
his legs cut off, Anise had once swapped the two limbs while 
reattaching them in order to try and fix Molon’s bad habit. 


Among the many priests in existence, only Anise was capable of 
performing the miracle of reattaching severed body parts. She had 
hoped that this prank would change Molon’s habit of running ahead, 
but it had turned out that Molon was able to run very well even with 
his legs on the wrong sides. 


—Attach this bastard’s legs properly! 
—To do that, we need to cut off Molon’s legs once more. 


—I... I’m fine with my legs like this. I can still run very well, and I can also 
fight well. 


—Don’t spout such nonsense. Whenever you occasionally stumble, I’m the 
one who gets hit instead. Get over here, I’ll cut them off in one blow. 


—Don’t wanna... 


—Sienna! Put this bastard to sleep! 


Eventually, Sienna’s powerful sleeping spell had been able to put 
Molon to sleep, during which Hamel had cut off Molon’s legs. 


“What a nasty bitch.” 


Although it wasn’t as bad as that, Hamel had also been pranked by 
Anise a few times. He had once conspired with Sienna to steal Anise’s 
holy water and drink it all by themselves; in retaliation, Anise had 


waited until it was her turn to cook, and after they were done eating, 
she had laughed and told them that Sienna and Hamel’s stew had been 
boiled using monster urine. 


If Molon hadn’t stepped in to stop them, Sienna, Hamel, and Anise 
would really have fought until one of them died. 


As he recalled that time, Eugene smiled bitterly. 


Holy Land of Light, Hogani. 


Outside the city, there was a statue of Anise kneeling down and 
praying. The statue’s face was almost covered by a large hood, and it 
didn’t bear a lot of resemblance to the appearance of Anise that 
Eugene remembered. 


That said, it did have a sacred feeling to it. Even Eugene, who wasn’t a 
believer in the god of light, felt a sacred aura from the statue, so true 
followers of the light must have been overwhelmed by it. 


Around the statue, there were of course believers from Yuras, but 
members of the church of light in countries all over the place had 
found their way here to kneel and pray. Eugene glanced over them as 
he spun around. 


It had been a week since he first arrived in Hogani. 


Eugene hadn’t been able to find anything here. He had thought that 
Anise might have perhaps left a clue here, but he hadn’t been able to 
spot anything like that. 


It was just like in Aroth. Exactly like how the wizards of Aroth felt 
about Sienna, the believers from Yuras also desperately wanted to find 
Anise. If the two had indeed left something behind, then someone 
should have discovered it already. 


‘I had hoped that their clues might appear in response to my soul.’ 


But nothing like that had happened. 


That statue was located at the site where Anise had offered a prayer 
hundreds of years ago before leaving for the other side of the desert. 


The records of Anise’s journey ended here. Following that, Yuras had 
dispatched several missions to pursue Anise’s trail, but in the end, 
Anise was never found. 


‘Why was she in Nahama of all places?’ Eugene wondered. 
He could make a vague guess regarding this. 


In the present, with the development of magic, warp gates had been 
installed in every country, but this wasn’t the case hundreds of years 
ago. If you were to take a ship across the ocean from Yuras, you 
would arrive at the port city located to the north of Hogani. 


From there, she had started her ‘pilgrimage’. Anise was... probably... 
‘She probably came here to pay her respects at my grave.’ 


Sienna’s seclusion and Anise’s pilgrimage, these two events didn’t 
overlap completely. 


Sienna had gone into seclusion a few years earlier; afterward, Anise— 
who was revered as a saint in Yuras—had embarked on a pilgrimage. 


Eugene recalled, ‘My grave was sealed up.’ 
His grave had only been rediscovered six years ago. 


It had probably been revealed shortly after he had found Hamel’s 
necklace in the Lionheart treasure vault. In response to this discovery, 
the ‘seal’ on his grave must have disappeared. 


‘Anise couldn’t have entered my grave.’ 


If she had managed to enter, Anise wouldn’t have left it looking like 


such a ruin. 
As he stared at Anise’s statue, a bitter feeling washed over Eugene. 
“... Vermouth.’ 


The man had faked his own funeral, survived his supposed death, and 
then broken into Hamel’s tomb. There, he had gotten into a fight with 
Sienna. Vermouth had managed to defeat her, then he had sealed both 
the Moonlight Sword and the grave. 


This had all happened two hundred years in the past. 


Anise... a picture of her wandering the desert was drawn in Eugene’s 
mind. As she had wandered in search of his undiscoverable grave, 
what on earth could Anise have been thinking? 


‘Could Vermouth also be involved in Anise’s disappearance?’ 


Eugene couldn’t know this for sure, as Anise hadn’t left any clues 
behind. At least for now, the only one who had left a clear clue to 
their current location was Sienna. Eugene’s focus drifted briefly to 
leaves of the World Tree that were stored inside his cloak. 


“My Lord,” Laman, who had been quietly standing next to Eugene, 
spoke up with a cautious expression. “Have you changed your mind?” 


“...No,” Eugene said, shaking his head. 


Before they left the city, he had just wanted to look at the statue one 
last time. He hadn’t been able to find any clues, and Eugene didn’t 
have the confidence to go searching for any clues that may have been 
left in this vast desert two hundred years ago. 


That being said, he couldn’t head over to Molon’s kingdom either. The 
Demon King of Incarceration knew that Eugene was the reincarnation 
of Hamel. Since he had even received a warning from the Demon 
King, heading north to a country that bordered Helmuth was far too 
dangerous. 


‘For now, that is.’ 
His strength was insufficient. 


Eugene keenly felt this truth. Ever since he had been reincarnated, he 
had never been so desperate for power, but now he craved it. 


He had almost been killed by a Death Knight in an imperfect state. 
He had also almost died at the hands of Amelia Merwin. 


Even when the Demon King of Incarceration was in front of him, 
Eugene hadn’t been able to charge in to try and kill him. 


Eugene confirmed, “We’re heading back to Kiehl.” 


It had been two years since he had left the Lionheart clan’s main 
estate. 


It was time to go home. 


Kiehl Empire’s Capital City, Ceres 


The whole of the large forest outside the capital was part of the 
Lionheart estate, and it was also the only place in the capital where a 
warp gate had been installed within an estate. 


Cyan Lionheart was standing with his arms crossed in front of the 
warp gate. He, who would soon be turning into an adult on his 
twentieth birthday, was almost certain to become the Lionheart clan’s 
next Patriarch. 


However, Cyan couldn’t accept this fact, nor could he enjoy it. 
This was because of Eugene, who would be returning soon. 


‘,..That son of a bitch,’ Cyan cursed to himself. 


Cyan couldn’t help but feel complicated. Was he supposed to feel 
happy or sad about meeting with this sibling, who shared not one 
drop of blood with him, who was returning after two whole years? 


Apart from that, there were a few other factors. 


After the main wife, Tanis, and the eldest son, Eward, had departed 
from the main estate, Ancilla had taken full control of the estate’s 
servants. As her son, Cyan had been at the forefront of these efforts. 


In these two years without Eugene, Cyan had spent every day 
fruitfully. He had not neglected his daily training, and he had even 
sparred regularly with his father. Along with his mother’s intense 
training on how to be the perfect successor, Cyan had also kept up his 
practice with the White Flame Formula. He had hung out with the 
younger knights, and while bowing his head to the knights who had 
been serving the main family for a long time, he politely asked for 
their assistance. 


At first, Cyan had hated this strict schedule, but he had gradually 
come to accept it. 


Cyan wanted to become the Patriarch. 


It was something that his mother had always talked to him about 
when he was young, and Cyan himself was desirous of the Patriarchal 
seat. Now that Eward had been disqualified, Cyan’s succession as the 
next Patriarch was almost guaranteed. 


Fortunately, there was no rivalry with his twin sister, Ciel. Ciel had 
given up her right of succession because she wanted to become a 
member of the Knights of the Black LIon. 


If only Eugene wasn’t there, Cyan becoming the next Patriarch would 
have been a certainty. 


“Damn it,” Cyan cursed. 


Cyan hated being seen like that, and he also hated it when his 
thoughts turned to that. If it was against that fool Eward, he might not 
care, but Cyan couldn’t bear to compete with Eugene. 


Against Eugene, Cyan felt both a competitive rivalry and a sense of 
looming defeat. 


Even though they hadn’t met yet, Cyan was already thinking about his 
own ‘defeat’. Cyan was annoyed at this side of himself, and he hated 
how thoughts of Eugene would ‘grate’ on him. 


Eugene Lionheart, that guy was a son of a bitch. After he had been 
adopted six years ago, Cyan had suffered under the hands of Eugene 
every day. They were beatings disguised as sparring. Contrary to the 
merciless beating that he had suffered, Cyan had never managed to 
defeat Eugene even once. 


“Cyan,” Ancilla, who had been watching her son’s expression stiffen, 
spoke up. “You don’t seem to be happy that your brother is returning.” 


“...I’d be happy to see him return, but I’d be just as happy if he 
didn’t,” Cyan admitted. 


“Cyan.” 


“If he says that he wants to become the Patriarch, I will probably step 
aside for him,” Cyan said as he shook his head with a deep sigh. 
“Because he’s more suited to becoming the Patriarch then I am.” 


“...According to Ciel, that child, Eugene, has said that he doesn’t want 
to become the Patriarch,” Ancilla reminded him. 


“That was two years ago. He may have changed his mind since then,” 
Cyan argued pessimistically. 


“As long as you don’t step aside for him, there is no way that Eugene 
will become the next Patriarch.” 


“But would that be the right decision for the Lionheart clan?” 
“Cyan, you need to have a firm resolve.” 


“The Patriarch of the Lionheart clan must be the strongest heir in the 
main family.” 


“You may have been weaker than Eugene two years ago, but now...” 


“That bastard has to have sweated just as much as I did,” Cyan ground 
his teeth together as he glared at the warp gate. “...Mother, I don't 
believe that blood should be thicker than sweat. If Eugene is stronger 
than me and wants to become the Patriarch, then I... just what should 
I do?” 


“See, you still want to become the next Patriarch,” Ancilla noticed his 
hesitancy, but she couldn’t just dismiss her son’s words as immaturity. 


She truly wanted her son, who had inherited the blood of a great hero, 
to stand tall and become the next Patriarch of the Lionheart clan. 


But instead of pressuring him, Ancilla said, “...You are no longer a 
child. As such, you need to make this decision yourself. If you want to 
become the Patriarch, then you can just become the Patriarch. And if 
you want to step aside... then you can just step aside.” 


“.,.But that’s not what mother wants for me,” Cyan noted with 
surprise. 


“Tt seems that I have raised you overly strictly,” Ancilla said with a 
sigh as she patted Cyan on the shoulder. “I... I don’t want to become 
like Tanis. By that, I mean that I don’t want to ruin my child with my 
own excessive ambition.” 


“’..l’m different from Eward,” Cyan insisted. 


“That’s right, you are different,” Ancilla agreed. “So you should do 
what you feel is right. As for me... no matter what you choose, I’ll be 
proud of you for doing the right thing. I want to respect your will.” 


Would she really be able to do that? 


Although she had said this sort of thing, Ancilla felt like she should 
question herself. Ever since she had become the second wife of the 
Lionheart’s direct line, she had wanted to make her son into the next 
Patriarch. If it hadn’t been for the incident with Tanis and Eward... 
she might have been enraged by her son’s uncertain words. She 
wouldn’t have been able to hold herself back as she had done just 


now. 


Was it because she had seen how a mother’s presumptuous meddling 
and stubbornness could ruin her son? 


“’,.Cyan, my boy, just keep this in mind. Just as you have your own 
thoughts and desires, Eugene will also have his own thoughts and 
desires,” Ancilla reminded him. 


ce 


....” Cyan listened silently. 


“You have no idea what your brother desires. Who could have guessed 
that Ciel would truly become a Black Lion? Neither I, Ciel’s mother, 
nor you, Ciel’s twin, knew about Ciel’s desires.” 


“_,.My brother.” 


“That’s right. Eugene is your brother. Even though you don’t share any 
blood, you two are still siblings. That’s why the two of you should 
meet and talk with each other before deciding anything. The 
Patriarch’s successor... it won’t be too late to decide who that will be 
after you’ve had a conversation.” 


“’.. Yes,” Cyan slowly nodded his head. 

It felt like he was slightly more at ease. 

‘Let’s just see how much stronger you’ve gotten.’ 
The warp gate began to glow. 


Cyan sharpened his gaze and waited for Eugene to step out of the 
warp gate. 


Chapter 73 
The Return (2) 


Having just passed through the warp gate, Eugene froze for a moment 
at the sight of dozens of gazes staring right at him. Although he had 
been expecting this, all of the main estate’s servants and family 
members had really gathered in front of the warp gate to wait for him. 


“ ..With how cold the weather has gotten, what are you all doing out 
here?” Eugene asked. 


Eugene had been about to say, ‘I’m back,’ but for some reason, he got 
nervous and blurted out he was thinking instead. 


A reply came immediately, “My son!” 


Gerhard, whose shoulders had been shaking as he stared at his son 
from afar, rushed over to Eugene with tears in his eyes. Gerhard’s 
shout, along with his agile movements, caused Eugene to 
unconsciously widen his eyes as he stared at his father running over. 


‘Is that really my father?’ 


Gerhard’s changes were so surprising that Eugene couldn’t help but 
ask this question. Ever since he was a little baby, Eugene remembered 
Gerhard as a middle-aged man with a bouncing belly. 


Since they had moved to the main estate, the multiple invitations to 
various events, and Gerhard voluntarily starting an exercise regime 
had seen him successfully start losing weight. Two whole years had 
completely changed Gerhard and made him appear very different 
from Eugene’s previous memories. 


“What a triumphant transformation,” Eugene praised his father. 


Gerhard continued to gush with tears as he embraced Eugene. 
Although he was happy to be reunited with his father, more than that, 
Eugene felt impressed by his father’s diet. The tendons in his father’s 
forearms that were wrapped around his shoulders were wiry with 
strength, and the chest he was being held tightly against was firm and 
unyielding. 


“...It even feels like your beard has grown a lot as well. Is this for 
real?” Eugene asked in disbelief. 


Gerhard confidently explained, “It’s all thanks to my buddy, Stellord.” 


Stellord? He was Gargith’s father. Had they really gotten close enough 
to call each other buddy? Eugene smelled the stench of Gargith’s body 
odor coming from his father’s close proximity... As his expression 
twisted, Eugene escaped from his father’s embrace. 


Eugene scowled at his father, “Didn’t I tell you not to take their 
drugs?” 


“My son!” Gerhard repeated excitedly. “You’ve really grown a lot in 
these past two years.” 


“Not as much as you, Father.” 


His body had become hard, and his beard had become bushy, but it 
appeared that Gerhard’s personality hadn’t become any more 
masculine. Shaking his beard that was drenched from both his tears 
and runny nose, Gerhard smiled brightly at Eugene. 


“You unfilial son,” Gerhard chided him. “How could you have not 
come back even once during these past two years?” 


Eugene evaded, “I thought that I was sending you letters pretty 
often...” 


“Do you really think that sending letters twice a year is often?” 


“T made sure to send one on my birthday and one on your birthday. 
See, wasn’t I making sure to regularly send them on special occasions? 


Also, you can’t just blame me for this. You didn’t come looking for me 
even once during these past two years, did you, Father?” 


“TIsn’t that because you kept writing in your postscripts that I shouldn't 
come to visit you?” 


“Well, that’s true,” Eugene nodded with a grin. “By the way... where’s 
the Patriarch?” 


“He’s at the Black Lion Castle.” 


This reply didn’t come from Gerhard. Instead, it came from Ancilla. 
Standing beside Cyan, she had wiped away her stiff expression and 
was now showing Eugene a bright smile. 


Ancilla continued, “After all, next year is just around the corner, and 
you know what that means, right? It’s time for your Coming-of-Age 
Ceremony.” 


“Ah...,” Eugene grunted in understanding. 


It was one of the Lionheart clan’s traditions, like the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony. But while that was attended by all eligible 
members of the direct and collateral lines, the ‘Coming-of-Age 
Ceremony’ was only for the children of the main family. 


Eward, the eldest son of the main family, had become an adult two 
years ago. Under normal circumstances, Eward would have been the 
first of the siblings to hold a Coming-of-Age Ceremony. But Eward had 
been practically exiled from the main family due to his involvement 
with black magic, and he hadn’t even been honored with a Coming-of- 
Age Ceremony. 


“Since the last Coming-of-Age Ceremony had to be skipped, and there 
will be three children becoming adults next year, it looks like they’re 
planning to make the event a little more grandiose than usual,” 
Ancilla explained. 


Eugene asked, “Is that what the Patriarch desired?” 


“Tt seems that this was the Council’s decision,” this reply had Eugene 
clicking his tongue in annoyance. 


Then, suddenly remembering that he hadn’t given Ancilla his 
greetings yet, Eugene bowed his head and said, “Apologies for the late 
greeting, Step-mother.” 


Ever since he moved into the main estate, Eugene had become used to 
calling Ancilla ‘Step-mother’ and Tanis as Matriarch!1]. Truthfully, he 
hadn’t really wanted to call them by those names, but from the 
moment that Eugene had been adopted, Ancilla had secretly forced 
Eugene to call her by the title of ‘Mother.’ 


Once Ancilla had forced him to call her step-mother, it would seem 
weird if he called Tanis by a different title. Saying the words ‘step- 
mother’ again after two years still left a strange taste in Eugene’s 
mouth. 


“ ..There’s no need for such formal greetings between family 
members,” Ancilla chided him. 


Now that Tanis had left the main estate, wouldn’t Ancilla be 
dissatisfied with the title of step-mother? Eugene had held some 
misgiving about this, but it appeared that Ancilla didn’t feel unsettled 
by this at all. 


‘But that’s to be expected. In the first place, it was Tanis’ own decision to 
go back to her parent’s house.’ 


By doing so, Tanis had placed herself in a position where it was 
impossible to return. 


“The Patriarch might not have been able to make it, but we should 
still hold a celebration party for your return, right?” Ancilla proposed. 


Eugene scoffed, “Why go so far as to hold a celebration party for a 
family member returning home? There’s no need for a troublesome 
thing like that.” 


“T knew you would say that,” Ancilla replied, having only brought it 
up as a suggestion. 


For as long as she had known him, Eugene had never once shown any 
enjoyment at a party. 


“.,.By the way... who is he?” Gerhard, who had been scrubbing away 
his tears, slowly spoke up. 


He glanced over at Laman, who seemed to be trying to shrink in on 
himself as he stood behind Eugene. 


“He’s my valet,” Eugene declared. 
“...Your valet?” Gerhard repeated questioningly. 


“Yep,” Eugene confirmed. “His name is Laman Schulhov... as for his 
age... um... Laman, how old are you?” 


“T am thirty-two years old,” Laman replied with a cough. 


If Laman was thirty-two years old, that meant he was thirteen years 
older than Eugene. 


“So you look older than your actual age,” Eugene commented. 
Laman explained, “It’s because of the harsh desert winds...” 


“He’s someone that I’ve personally brought back with me, so his 
identity has already been verified. Even if he is my valet, I haven’t 
taught him anything, so I’m just taking him to the annex where he can 
take care of the chores,” Eugene explained. 


Ancilla and all the main estate’s servants who were gathered here shot 
Laman wary looks. Laman flinched at all the gazes directed at him and 
couldn’t help but hunch his shoulders. 


As a guard of the Emir of Kajitan, Laman had been ordered to escort 
the Emir to all sorts of events and had seen many excellent warriors. 
However, among all the warriors he had seen in his lifetime, very few 
were as skilled as the knights in the Lionheart Clan’s main estate. 


Laman’s mind raced, ‘As long as you discount their numbers, in terms of 
individual skills alone, the guards of the Emir of Kajitan can’t compare to 
them at all... ’ 


Was it really alright for the knights of a family without an official 
noble title to be this exceptional? According to his own common 
sense, Laman couldn’t understand how this could be. What’s more, the 
knights that he could see right now were definitely not the clan’s full 
power. The ‘true’ strength of the Lionheart Clan was in the Knights of 
the Black Lion. Even Laman was well aware of this fact. 


Laman speculated, Tf they have amassed such power, they could even 
throw a revolt at any time... ’ 


Of course, for the past hundreds of years, the Lionheart clan had never 
once attempted to revolt against the Kiehl Empire. Even so, Laman felt 
that the Lionheart’s clan’s power was still too much for a single family 
to hold. 


‘So the young lord is the adopted son of such a great family.’ 


Laman’s chest swelled with pride as he looked at Eugene from the 
corner of his eyes. 


He had received several instances of lifesaving grace from Eugene. If it 
wasn’t for Eugene, Laman would have died from either being swept 
away by the sandstorm or from being sucked beneath the quicksand. 
Even if he had somehow escaped death at that point, Laman would 
have been silenced by the Assassins and the Sand Shamans. Or he 
could have been killed by Amelia Merwin in that place deep 
underground, or perhaps her pet might have been the one to end him. 
Or he might even have been trapped deep underground and died from 
starvation. 


All of this had happened because he had gotten involved with Eugene, 
but Laman still felt like he had to repay Eugene’s lifesaving grace. It 
was with these intentions that Laman had decided to part ways with 
Tairi Al-Madani and become Eugene’s subordinate. 


Even if the tasks he was asked to do were just chores for the mansion, 
no matter what they might be, as long as they were done for the sake 


of serving Eugene, wouldn’t he be able to repay his master’s past grace 
little by little? 


“Nina,” Eugene waved over Nina, who had been waiting nearby. 


The twenty-two years old Nina didn’t have the same baby-faced 
appearance that she had had two years ago. Eugene’s eyes narrowed 
as he scanned Nina’s slender physique. 


“Were you neglecting to eat because I wasn’t here? Or could it be that 
someone was bullying you? Why do you look so haggard?” Eugene 
questioned her. 


“Young master, I’ve been a little busy because you said you would be 
returning so suddenly,” Nina explained. 


Eugene refused to accept this, “You’re not the only one who works in 
the annex, so why are things particularly busy and troublesome just 
for you? Did someone tell you to do all that work alone? Was it the 
head butler?” 


As Eugene’s eyes turned towards them, the face of the head butler, 
who was standing behind Nina, paled. 


“N, not at all, sir,” the head butler quickly denied. 


Nina also refuted this, “I’m the one who said I would handle it alone. 
But it looks like you haven’t changed at all, Sir Eugene.” 


Although the head butler was in charge of all the servants who 
worked at the Lionheart estate, the annex where Eugene lived was a 
forbidden place that the chief butler did not dare to touch. 


Eugene was also aware of this fact. It was just that, since he was 
returning after a long time, he wanted to check if the other servants 
might have been bullying Nina. 


“Tf that’s the case, then I’m glad. Nina, take this old man with you and 
teach him how to do the chores,” Eugene instructed. 


“What kind of chores should I guide him in?” Nina asked. 


Eugene considered the question, “Cleaning the stables and the 
gymnasium... as well as, um... any chores that you don’t want to do, 
the bothersome ones that require a lot of strength.” 


Nina hesitated, “Is it really okay for me to do that? Is he not your 
personal valet, Sir Eugene...?” 


“It’s because he’s my valet that he should do the chores I tell him to 
do.” Eugene then introduced her, “Laman, this woman’s name is Nina, 
and she’s my exclusive servant. If you had to say it, then I guess you 
could call her your immediate senior.” 


“My name is Laman Schulhov,” Laman introduced himself. 


His senior... Laman looked at Nina with a bitter expression. Before 
arriving at the Lionheart’s main estate, he had listened to Eugene 
talking about the Lionheart estate’s key figures. Even Nina, a servant, 
was one of these ‘key figures.’ 


‘Do I really need to take a girl ten years younger than me as my senior... ?’ 


Although Laman had decided to give his life to Eugene, deep in his 
heart, there was still the pride of a warrior from the savage desert. Of 
course, that pride didn’t dare to lift its head from the depths of his 
heart. 


Although the wounds from the beating that Eugene had given him had 
already healed, Laman was still afraid of Eugene’s fists. 


Eugene asked Cyan, “Why are you acting so stiff?” 


Intending to assist the two siblings resolve the tension between them, 
Ancilla had taken the servants with her as she left. After developing 
some tact during his time spent at the main estate, Gerhard had 
naturally left along with Ancilla. Nina followed suit, taking Laman 
with her as she returned to the annex. 


Thanks to that, Eugene and Cyan were the only ones left in front of 
the warp gate. 


Eugene continued speaking as he smirked at Cyan, who had an intense 
frown on his face, “After all, even Lady Ancilla was able to smile at 
me while saying that it’s been a long time. Didn’t you miss me? What’s 
with your expression? Are you constipated?” 


“...Even though you kept calling her ‘step-mother’ while my mother 
was here, now it’s back to Lady Ancilla?” Cyan pointed out 
sarcastically. 


Eugene defended himself, “I need to call her by that name to keep 
Lady Ancilla happy, no?” 


“And who do you think you are, that you need to try and keep my 
mother happy?” Cyan snarled aggressively. 


“Bastard, what’s with you? Did you get hit by late puberty like Ciel? 
But that shouldn’t be the case. You already went through puberty 
when you were fifteen. Have you already forgotten that time? You 
secretly stole some cigarettes from the knights, and when you tried to 
smoke them—” 


“Sh-shut up!” Cyan burst out as his face flushed red. 


Then after glaring at Eugene for a few moments, he let out a deep 
sigh. 


Eventually, Cyan asked, “...You, just what the hell is your true 
identity?” 


“Identity? What do you mean, identity?” Eugene repeated, perplexed. 


Cyan took a deep breath, “You... are you really the same age as me, 
only nineteen years old?” 


“You want me to tell you the truth? Then I’m actually not the same 
age as you as I’ve been reincarnated,” Eugene confessed. 


“Stop with the bullshit.” 


What was the point of asking for his true identity when Cyan wouldn’t 
believe him even when he told the truth? Eugene clicked his tongue in 
admonishment and patted Cyan on the shoulder. 


“After having not seen me in so long, have you suddenly realized how 
great your brother is?” Eugene teased. 


“Yeah,” Cyan confirmed. 


What was going on with this bastard? Saying something so 
embarrassing. Eugene could only blink his eyes in surprise at Cyan’s 
honest reply. 


“Your two years and my two years. Although the same two years have 
passed for both of us... With you... it feels like twenty years have 
passed,” Cyan spat out in a voice boiling over with frustration. 


Then Cyan let out a long sigh as he relaxed his fists which had been 
clenched so tightly that they had become pale from the restricted 
blood flow. 


Cyan continued, “I had thought that I was also working extremely 
diligently. While you were learning magic, I just... I just swung my 
sword like a madman here at the main estate. At the same time, I also 
practiced the White Flame Formula. I converted my sword-light into 
sword-force, and while strengthening my sword-force, I also trained 
my mana...” 


“You sure have worked hard,” Eugene muttered as he scanned Cyan 
from top to bottom. 


Cyan’s mana had increased so much that it was incomparable to the 
amount he had two years ago, and it had been further refined as well. 
Although Cyan hadn’t figured it out quite yet, it looked like he was 
right on the verge of reaching the Third Star of the White Flame 
Formula. 


This was an amazing feat that had only been seen a handful of times 
in the Lionheart clan’s history. The number of people in these 


hundreds of years of family history who had managed to reach the 
Third Star of the White Flame Formula before reaching adulthood 
could be counted on the fingers of one’s hands. 


That said, it was still impossible for Cyan to compete with Eugene. 
Eugene had already reached the Fourth Star of the White Flame 
Formula, and not only that, he had even created the Ring Flame 
Formula. 


There was no way for Cyan to narrow this gap. In the first place, it 
was an unfair competition. The support that Cyan had received from 
being born into the main family was nothing much compared to the 
fact that Eugene was Hamel in his previous life and had all his 
memories from that time. 


On top of that, Eugene had made sure not to waste a single moment of 
his second life. So what was his reason for not training his mana 
before the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony? It was because Eugene 
knew that initiating his mana a few years later wouldn’t bring him 
any disadvantages. 


Thanks to the fact that he had waited instead of going against the 
flow, Eugene had managed to get his hands on the Great Vermouth’s 
White Flame Formula and the Storm Sword Wynnyd. With these, 
Eugene’s growth had been accelerated explosively. 


Eugene was currently stronger than Hamel had been when he first met 
Vermouth. At the very latest, ten years from now, he would have 
grown as strong as he had been in his previous life — no — even 
stronger. 


‘I keep telling him that he’s already doing a lot better than expected,’ 
Eugene thought. 


Eugene knew his situation the best, so he just took it for granted that 
he was stronger than Cyan. No matter what might happen in the 
future, Cyan shouldn’t be able to become stronger than Eugene. 


Although Eugene knew all this, Cyan did not. To Cyan, Eugene must 
seem like such a monster that it wouldn’t be strange if the heavens 
themselves felt that it was unfair that Eugene had such strength. 


And it wouldn’t be strange for Cyan to feel despair and broken-hearted 
because of this. Yet instead of feeling despair, Cyan just felt frustrated 
with himself. 


Eugene appreciated Cyan showing such a reaction. In fact, Cyan was 
able to feel this way only because Eugene had spent several years 
beating him to a pulp in order to reforge his mentality. But if Cyan’s 
innate disposition had been poor, no matter how many beatings he 
took, it wouldn’t have been possible to guide him back to the correct 
path like that. 


“You should become the Patriarch,” Cyan declared. 
“T guess twins really are the same,” Eugene observed. 


“T heard about it from Ciel, but after seeing you in person, I know that 
I definitely can’t do it,” Cyan admitted. “If there’s you, who’s 
incomparably superior to me, how could I possibly become the 
Patriarch?” 


Eugene refuted him, “Why can’t you? As long as you say that you’ll do 
it, of course, you can become the Patriarch.” 


“T said that there’s no way I can accept it!” Cyan shouted. 


“Tf you really want me to become the Patriarch, you’ll need to duel 
with me first. Because if you win, I will obey you unconditionally,” 
challenged Eugene. 


Cyan noticed something, “...If 1 win the duel, why would I make you 
the Patriarch? And that means that if you win, I’ll be the one 
becoming the Patriarch.” 


“Tt looks like your head is quicker than I expected.” 
“What did you say?” 


As he heard Eugene mutter a slight compliment, flames lit up in 
Cyan’s eyes as he glared at Eugene. 


Eugene decided to be serious, “Do you really think that there’ll be a 
good outcome from forcing someone who isn’t interested into the 
position of Patriarch? A position like that should be occupied by 
someone with the motivation for it. I have no desire for the seat of the 
Lionheart clan’s Patriarch.” 


“..Even if it’s just as a figurehead, you should take the seat of the 
Patriarch. Because I’ll do all the bothersome things you don’t want to 
do in your stead,” Cyan eventually offered. 


Eugene expressed his doubts, “Do you really understand what you’re 
saying? For the rest of your life, you’ll never get married and never set 
up your own branch of the family. You’ll just stick to the main estate 
and act as my servant? A prideful person like you?” 


cc 


....” Cyan’s silence spoke volumes. 


“And by the way, the words you’ve just said, you know that they can 
be turned back on you, right? You be the Patriarch. Because I’ll take 
care of the tasks that need someone to show their strength in your 
place,” Eugene counter-offered. 


“T really can’t understand you,” Cyan sighed deeply and shook his 
head. “Is it because you’re from a collateral bloodline? No, as someone 
from a collateral bloodline, you should be even more interested in 
becoming the Patriarch. If you become the Patriarch... you’ll have the 
power to shatter the centuries-old traditions of the Lionheart Clan. 
Despite that, no one will be able to go against your will. Both the 
Knights of the Black Lion and the Council of Elders, they’ll have no 
choice but to listen to you.” 


“That’s not really a certainty,” Eugene attempted to correct him. 


“No, they will concede,” insisted Cyan. “The only ones who can 
compete with you are Ciel, that fool... Eward, and me. But none of us 
three can compare to you. So regardless of tradition or whatever, if it’s 
for the sake of the Lionheart clan, you should be the one to become 
the next Patriarch.” 


“And what’s so impressive about the Lionheart clan,” Eugene 
harrumphed as the corners of his mouth twisted into a sneer. 


Hamel’s grave had been left in ruins. The Moonlight Sword had been 
sealed away. Sienna had disappeared, and Anise had been forced to 
wander the desert, unable to find his grave. 


All of this had something to do with Vermouth. 


Eugene recalled that bastard’s face as he scoffed, “For you, the 
Lionheart clan might seem like something truly important, but from 
my point of view, it’s not really all that amazing.” 


“.,.Be careful of what you’re saying,” Cyan warned him. 


“What’s there to be careful about? Anyone has the right to talk smack 
about the home they grew up in,” Eugene defended himself. 


“We are... You shouldn’t say those kinds of things. You’ve received a 
lot of benefits from growing up in the main family. Can you really 
deny that your nonsensical talents are an expression of the fact that 
you’ve strongly inherited our ancestor’s blood?” Cyan argued. 


“Of course, I can’t,” Eugene readily acknowledged what couldn’t be 
denied. 


This body of his was so innately talented because he was a descendent 
of Vermouth. Since Eugene had the memories of his previous life, he 
may have been able to become strong even with a trashy body, but 
the reason he had been able to grow this quickly was thanks to this 
exceptional body that he had been born with. 


If it was in the past, Eugene would have just been grateful for this. He 
might have been reincarnated as Vermouth’s descendant of all the 
people, and he might have been confronted with the confusing and 
fucking upsetting reality that the remaining Demon Kings were still 
living as happily as ever. But he still felt like it had to be a miracle 
that he was reincarnated with the memories of his past life. 


However, what if it wasn’t a miracle? 


Eugene — no — Hamel’s reincarnation had been intentional. The one 
who had planned this was probably Vermouth, and while the Demon 
King of Incarceration had known about his reincarnation, Sienna and 


Vermouth had clashed somewhere during the process. 


These companions from his previous life... 


, 


‘In order to reincarnate me... 
But why him of all people? 


“T have no intention of changing my mind,” Eugene told Cyan 
distractedly. 


Eugene currently felt disillusioned. What exactly was that inhuman, 
superman, hero, Master-of-All, God-of-War, the Great Vermouth even 
thinking? And why had he done something like this? What was he 
planning to do by faking his death while clashing with a comrade with 
whom he had gone through countless life-or-death situations and 
planning Hamel’s reincarnation? 


If Vermouth was really that lively, it would have been better for him 
to just join forces with his comrades once more to fight the Demon 
Kings. 


“The one who will become the Patriarch is you, Cyan. I won’t do 
something like becoming the Patriarch. If you really want to change 
my mind, try convincing me by using your strength,” Eugene 
challenged him once more. 


The Lionheart clan was Vermouth’s family. Eugene had never held any 
great interest or pride in the clan in the first place. 


It was the same even now. Although he had lived for nineteen years as 
‘Eugene Lionheart,’ he still didn’t hold much interest or pride in his 
role as a member of the clan. 


Gilead, the Patriarch, was a good person. 


As for Gion? He was also a good person. Even though they were the 
direct line of the main family, those two had never once looked down 
on Eugene. 


And Ancilla, well, although there were times when she definitely 
wanted to look down on him, and her goodwill was only superficial. 
Still, compared to Tanis, you could even call her an angel. 


Cyan and Ciel as well. Although their first impressions weren’t great, 
after spending a few years together, they might not be as close as true 
siblings, but they had still become attached to each other. 


As for Gargith... he was built like a brick shithousel2], reminding 
Eugene of Molon, and it felt like he was a good guy. 


Gerhard? What was there to say? Eugene really liked his father. 


But even with all that, Eugene still couldn’t hold much interest and 
pride in his clan. 


“’,.A duel is a bit much,” Cyan muttered. 


Cyan had to admit that he wouldn’t be able to change Eugene’s mind. 
In the past, Eugene hadn’t gone so far as to dismiss the ‘Lionheart’ 
name like this, so he had to wonder if Eugene had gone through a 
change of heart sometime during the past two years. 


‘Or perhaps, he might just be going through puberty as well.’ 


With a bitter taste in his mouth, Cyan grabbed the sword hung at his 
waist. 


“Since it’s been a while, let’s have a spar,” Cyan proposed. 


Eugene warned him, “I’m telling you this in advance, but no matter 
what you try to do, you won't be able to defeat me.” 


“T know, you son of a bitch,” Cyan cursed. 


‘Rude bastard,’ Cyan thought as he shoulder-barged Eugene on his way 
to the training grounds. 


1. The original Korean titles translate literally into big-mother for 
Tanis and little-mother for Ancilla. Step-mother and Matriarch are 
close approximations. = 


2. The Korean version of this phrase uses a rice cake stall. = 


Chapter 74 
The Return (3) 


The spar was one-sided. 


Cyan’s sword-force might be unbelievably refined for his age, but it 
was impossible for him to push back against Eugene. Although Cyan 
refused to back down and swung his sword fiercely, he couldn’t even 
force Eugene to take a step back. 


It felt like Cyan was swinging his sword into nothingness. 


Or at least, that was what he thought at first, but gradually the feeling 
began to change. Cyan started feeling like he was battling sticky mud 
and an endlessly deep swamp. Even though it felt like Eugene’s sword 
was just diverting his attacks, at the same time it was also sticking to 
Cyan’s blows like mud, and then, as if his attack were being sucked 
into a swamp, it dragged his blade over to where Cyan didn’t want it 
to go. 


And after that, the mud and the swamp became the sea, as a huge 
wave of mana shook Cyan’s sword-force, guiding his attacks away and 
making them sputter off into thin air. 


There should be no reason for him to have gotten tired so quickly, 
but... Cyan felt his breathing become rough, and he could hear his 
heart pounding away rapidly. 


As he had worked towards the Third Star of the White Flame Formula, 
Cyan’s mana control had improved greatly. 


In the past, even emitting sword-light had required great 
concentration, but now it was possible for him to draw out his sword- 
force naturally, without even needing to focus on it. 


It also wasn’t difficult for him to maintain the sword-force that he had 


drawn out like this for a long time. This was Cyan Lionheart, after all. 
As a member of the prestigious Lionheart family, he had been trained 
in using mana since a young age and had received all sorts of support. 
At their age, it would be extremely rare for anyone in the entire 
continent to have as much mana as Cyan. 


Cyan was aware of this fact and had felt pride in this. However, this 
pride was currently crumbling apart like a sandcastle. 


“Fuck...” 


He could no longer maintain his sword force. As Cyan panted for 
breath, he spat out this curse and collapsed on the spot. 


The sand and dust that had been floating around the gymnasium 
gradually settled down. Thanks to Cyan’s non-stop flow of attacks, the 
floor of the gymnasium had been deeply scarred, cracked, and turned 
over by his sword-force. 


However, Eugene’s surroundings were in perfect condition. There 
weren’t even any footprints left behind. From the very start right until 
the very end, Eugene had remained standing in one spot and hadn’t 
moved away by even a single step. 


“,..Incredible...,’ was the thought of everyone watching this one-on-one 
spar. 


At first, there had only been Eugene and Cyan here, but from the 
moment the match started, the knights of the main estate had 
gathered to watch. Since they hadn’t declared it a private spar, the 
knights were free to stand at a distance and observe Cyan and 
Eugene’s sparring. 


Thanks to that, the knights of the main estate were able to realize 
once again what an incredible warrior the adopted child, Eugene 
Lionheart, was. 


Two years ago, when Eugene was only seventeen, Eugene had already 
been notorious among the knights of the main estate. In fact, he was 
so notorious that there was actually an unwritten rule concerning him 
floating around among the knights. 


The rule was that if you were arranged to spar with young master 
Eugene, you could never allow things to get too serious. 


This wasn’t for the sake of their still-immature young master. On the 
contrary, this unwritten rule was meant to preserve the pride of the 
knights. 


The knights here all took great pride in their skills. 


If they were still overwhelmed... even after they got serious... 
moreover when their opponent was much younger than they were... 
No matter the fact that their opponent was the young master of the 
Lionheart clan’s main line, the knights were bound to feel frustrated. 


, 


‘He was already so strong two years ago... but now... 
‘If it were me up there, would I be able to win?’ 


The eyes of the knights flickered as these thoughts ran through their 
heads. In spars that were only meant as a form of training, sword- 
force was rarely ever used. So what if they did use sword-force and 
fought with Eugene seriously? Would they still be able to win? 


They couldn’t be sure. Most of the young knights got the sense that 
they would be defeated. Even the knights who were older than them 
couldn’t feel certain of their chances for victory. 


Hazard felt the same way. 


He was a member of the Knights of the White Lion, who had sworn 
loyalty to the Lionheart clan’s direct line, and was one of the youngest 
amongst these knights. However, age did not necessarily equate to 
skill. Hazard had beaten out several other knights to rise to his 
position as a commander in the Second Squad of the Knights of the 
White Lion. 


He had never once felt that his innate talents were lacking. In just a 
few years, Hazard was sure to become the Captain of the Second 
Squad. If even more time passed, he might even be able to aim for the 
position of the Leader of the Knights of the White Lion. 


Even such a man like Hazard had no choice but to feel his own 
inadequacy when compared to Eugene. Among the knights here, was 
there anyone arrogant enough to claim that when they were nineteen, 
they were as strong as Eugene was now? 


Hazard looked at the other knights. 


There were more than a hundred sixty knights who belonged to the 
main estate’s Knights of the White Lion. Among all these knights, the 
ten strongest made up the First Squad. The remaining hundred fifty 
men were divided into groups of thirty to form five squads. 


Hazard looked at the five squad captains. Just like Hazard, their faces 
had stiffened. They were all skillful warriors who were sure to receive 
respect no matter where in the continent they went, but they couldn’t 
hide the astonishment they felt in response to this adopted son from a 
collateral bloodline. 


‘Even the knights of the First Squad... wouldn’t feel anything different. I’ve 
never felt that same overwhelming sense of power from them that I have 
from Sir Eugene,’ Hazard speculated. 


The First Squad of the Knights of the White Lion, along with their 
leader, the Knight Commander, had accompanied Gilead to the Black 
Lion Castle. Hazard gulped in amazement as he recalled those 
currently absent elites. 


Sprawled out on the ground, after he finally caught his breath, Cyan 
raised his head and asked, “...What was that?” 


Eugene, who had been shaking loose his wrists, turned to look at Cyan 
and grinned. 


“What was what?” he asked facetiously. 


“The thing you did just now. Where you sent my attacks flying all 
over the place,” Cyan clarified. 


Eugene claimed, “That was just parrying. Can’t you tell just by 
looking?” 


Who wouldn’t be able to tell that much? All the knights spectating the 
spar had also realized that Eugene had been simply parrying Cyan’s 
attacks. Parrying was a technique that could be used with all weapons, 
not just swords. The technique could even be used with one’s bare 
hands, though one needed a lot of practice in order to do so. 


However, among these knights, not a single one of them had the 
confidence to say that they would be able to show parrying on the 
same level as Eugene. His was no ordinary style of parrying. 


He wasn’t just obstructing the sword-force; he was diverting it. That 
alone would have been enough to classify it as an advanced technique, 
but instead of only diverting the sword-force outward, Eugene could 
divert it back inward, breaking the opponent’s stance. 


By mixing in both inward and outward flows, Eugene had been able to 
nullify all of Cyan’s attacks and had also made him overuse his mana. 
And that was all without him taking a single step away from his spot. 


“’..Tell me how you did that,” Cyan reluctantly requested. 
“Whaaaat did you say?” Eugene reacted with feigned surprise. 


Cyan gritted out, “I said, tell me how you did that... you son of a 
bitch.” 


“Reeeeally? You want to learn from me?” Eugene snickered and 
stretched his hand out to the collapsed Cyan. 


His shoulders trembling with rage, Cyan grabbed Eugene’s hand as he 
imagined planting his other fist into Eugene’s face. No, that wasn’t 
nearly enough. 


Cyan considered, ‘I’m still holding a sword in my other hand... I could 
just thrust it up into his guts... ’ 


“Aren’t you going to relax your grip? I won’t be able to teach you like 
this, you know?” Eugene reminded him. 


“Huh? Aaaaah... what? You’re... you’re going to teach me?” Cyan 


snapped out of his confusion as he relaxed the hand that was holding 
the sword. 


“Didn’t you ask me to teach you?” Eugene asked. 
“.,.Um, yes,” Cyan hesitantly confirmed. 


“Then, I might as well teach you,” Eugene said, his expression looking 
like this wasn’t a big deal. 


It wouldn’t be too difficult to teach Cyan this. In the first place, 
learning Eugene’s style of parrying was something that depended on 
the learner’s ability and perception rather than the teacher. 


“For now, just follow me,” Eugene said as he pulled Cyan up and 
turned around. 


After staring blankly at Eugene, who seemed to be returning to the 
annex, Cyan quickly followed behind him. 


After exiting the gymnasium, Eugene headed to the forest on the other 
side of the mansion. Cyan was panting for breath as he continued to 
trail behind Eugene, unable to close the distance between them. 


Like this, the two ventured deep into the deserted forest. 


After making sure that no one else was around, Eugene looked back at 
Cyan and asked, “If you’re strong enough, there’s no need for me to 
become the Patriarch, right?” 


Cyan grunted in confusion, “Huh...?” 


“Then it’s fine. Although you won't be able to become stronger than 
me, as long as you’re strong enough to become the undisputed 
Patriarch of the Lionheart clan, there’s no problem, right?” Eugene 
confirmed once more. 


Cyan hesitated, “...That’s...” 


Eugene pressed forward, “You just need to be good at talking. The 
things you understand and have confidence in are the things that I 
hate, and that won’t change, got it? No matter how much you try to 
push me into it, how can I become the Patriarch when I say that I 
don’t want to do it?” 


Cyan protested, “But with your skills—” 


“What about my skills? As the Patriarch, you need to follow the 
Lionheart clan’s traditions, and you also need to have an appropriate 
sense of dignity. Hypothetically speaking, what would you do if I went 
out into the middle of the capital city, pulled off all my clothes, and 
took a shit right there? No matter how strong I am, do you really 
think that a naked public shitter would deserve to be the Patriarch of 
the Lionheart Clan?” 


Eugene was actually threatening to poop naked in the middle of the 
capital city? Such a thought was unimaginable for Cyan, who had 
been born and raised in the main estate. Cyan swallowed a gulp and 
stared at Eugene. 


He recalled what happened five years ago when Eugene had first 
arrived at the main estate. Although Eugene may have dismissed it as 
the barking of a mad dog, at that time, Cyan really had gotten a whiff 
of cow dung from Eugene. No, perhaps it wasn’t truly the smell of cow 
dung. But it was definitely the smell of the countryside. Did Gidol, a 
rural area on the outskirts of the Kiehl Empire, even have toilets? 


Cyan seemed to seriously consider this question. He asked in a 
shocked tone, “...You... are you really going to defecate in public...?” 


Eugene tried to explain, “No, I wasn’t really saying that I was going to 
do that... I was just bringing it up as a possibility. Like, I’d rather shit 
in public than become the Patriarch.” 


“That... would be unacceptable. How could the Patriarch of this 
prestigious Lionheart clan do such an obscene thing...?” Cyan trailed 
off in horror. 


Eugene nodded agreeably, “Right? It’s an unspeakable thought, isn’t 
it? That’s why, for the sake of the Lionheart clan, you have to become 


the Patriarch. You don’t need to worry about anything because I'll 
make sure to teach you well so that you don’t get beaten up if you end 
up going somewhere.” 


After hesitating for a moment, Cyan nodded his head. 


Under normal circumstances, Cyan would have had to compete with 
Eward, who was the eldest son, for the seat of the Patriarch, but 
Eward had taken care of that issue through his own actions. 


If he just stayed still, Cyan would definitely become the Patriarch. 
However, it was just that, because of the gap between him and 
Eugene, Cyan couldn’t accept his own suitability for the position. That 
was why Cyan had tried to concede it to Eugene—but, in the end, he 
truly did wish to become the Patriarch. 


With a shrug, Cyan coughed, “...Ahem. If you truly don’t want to 
become the Patriarch, then it can’t be helped.” 


How many times had Cyan offered the position to Eugene? At least 
three times, as far as he could remember. In any case, since Eugene 
said that he didn’t want it, then it couldn’t be helped. 


“Well... you might have amazing skills, but it’s true that you don’t 
have any of the dignity that a Patriarch should have. You also haven’t 
received any training to become a proper heir, right? That means you 
aren’t prepared for it. As someone who lived half of his life in a rural 
area, you might find it difficult to become accustomed to the culture 
of the high society that a Lionheart Patriarch needs to familiarize 
themselves wi—” 


After quietly listening to Cyan speak, Eugene suddenly kicked him in 
the shin. Letting out a single scream, Cyan clutched his leg and rolled 
around on the ground. 


“Why-why did you hit me?” Cyan demanded. 
“Because you were being ill-mannered,” Eugene explained. 


Cyan accused, “The words you’ve spouted are far more ill- 
mannered...!” 


“T know. But if it offends you, then you can try and kick me too,” 
Eugene offered. 


“ .. Siblings shouldn’t fight with each other,” Cyan eventually said as 
he got up, rubbing his stinging shin. “By the way... how are you going 
to teach me that? Are we starting right now?” 


“Your big brother is a very busy person,” Eugene informed him. 


“ ,.Why are you calling yourself big brother?” Cyan protested. “We’re 
the same age, and if we go by our birthdays, I was actually born a few 
months earlier than you. That means I’m the older brother.” 


The twins really were twins in every way. The words Cyan was using 
to argue were exactly the same as Ciel’s. Eugene wanted to refute him 
somehow, but he couldn’t find anything to refute him with and ended 
up just twisting his lips. 


“...In any case,” Eugene changed the subject, “Because I happen to be 
a bit busy, Pll write down what I’m going to teach you and give it to 
you later.” 


Cyan questioned him, “You’re going to write it down for me? It feels 
like it would be a lot faster if you taught me persona—” 


Eugene impatiently interrupted him, “No, as I said, that’s not going to 
work for me. You don’t even have the basics down, so how do you 
expect me to teach you personally? And do you really think that 
you’re a genius like me? Can you even imitate what I showed you 
earlier?” 


“.... can’t,” Cyan reluctantly admitted. 


“That’s why I’m going to write it down for you. If you accept that for 
now and study it diligently, you’ll be able to use it on your own,” 
Eugene persuaded him. 


But would that really be the case? 


Although Eugene had claimed this for now, even he couldn’t be sure 


that he was telling the truth. In the first place, even in his previous 
life, he had never actually taught anyone. As a mercenary, there had 
been no reason for him to teach someone, and after becoming 
Vermouth’s companion, there had been no need to teach anyone. 
Sienna, Anise, and Molon were all so skilled that Eugene didn’t need 
to teach them anything. 


As Eugene wanted to peacefully and leisurely enjoy his reincarnation, 
he felt like he could try and teach his techniques for fun, but he 
currently didn’t want to devote any of his precious time to Cyan. 


“...You aren’t lying to me just because you don’t want to become the 
Patriarch, are you?” Cyan asked suspiciously. 


“Yow’re right that I don’t want to be the Patriarch, but it’s not a lie,” 
Eugene reassured him. 


Although he had said this to Ciel as well, Eugene actually liked Cyan. 
It was because whenever he saw Cyan continue to compete with him 
without giving up, Eugene was reminded of his past life as Hamel. 
Eugene was very familiar with the feelings of frustration, resentment, 
and determination that Cyan must be feeling. 


‘We’re also siblings,’ Eugene reflected. 


Yes, even though they didn’t share any actual blood ties. Nodding his 
head, Eugene walked past Cyan. As Cyan followed behind Eugene, 
who was heading off first, he snickered to himself. 


‘Fine. If he says that he doesn’t want it, what else can I do? Mother wants 
this as well, so I'll definitely be the one to become the Patriarch.’ 


This alone would be a happy event, but what was currently making 
Cyan’s heart flutter in happiness was the fact that he would be able to 
learn Eugene’s technique. 


Right now, he might be learning from that guy, but perhaps someday 
he could use this as a basis to surpass Eugene. 


While holding such high expectations, Cyan rubbed his still tingling 
shin. 


Southern Kiehl, Uklas Mountain. 


This broad and rugged mountain had been designated as part of the 
Lionheart estate ever since the events three hundred years ago. 


In that distant past, the last Grand Duke of the Kiehl Empire, the Great 
Vermouth himself, had developed this area into his territory and had 
stayed in a castle deep in the mountains. Vermouth had eventually 
relinquished his title and moved to the Capital estate, but even three 
hundred years later, Mount Uklas remained part of the Lionheart 
estate. 


The Black Lion Castle had been built deep within the mountains. 


This was the place where the Great Vermouth had spent the longest 
amount of time, and it was also the place where the body of the great 
hero was enshrined. 


On the top floor of the Black Lion Caste, in the center of a large room, 
dozens of people were sitting around a black, round table. 


“’,.So, Eugene... it seems that child has returned to the main estate,” 
Gilead said as he lowered the letter he had been reading. 


With narrowed eyes, he stared in front of him. 


Someone expressed their opinion, “I actually thought that he would be 
returning a little later.” 


Another replied, “Instead, it seems that he came at just the right 
time.” 


The man sitting across from Gilead spoke up as he stroked his short 
beard and stared at Gilead, “There are only two months left in this 
year, no?” 


“.,.There’s no real need to call them here, is there?” Gilead argued. 
After all, there’s never been a situation quite like this.” 


“The one responsible for this unprecedented situation is you, 
Patriarch,” the man said with a smile. 


Gilead might be the Lionheart clan’s Patriarch, but his words didn’t 
carry any more weight than those of the others sitting around the 
table. 


This was something that couldn’t be helped. Except for Gilead, every 
one of the ten people sitting at the table was a member of the 
Lionheart clan’s Council of Elders. 


Regardless of whether they were from the direct line or the collateral 
lines, they were giants who had left their name in the history of the 
Lionheart clan. 


“After all, this is the first time ever that a child from a collateral 
branch has been adopted into the main family,” the man continued 
speaking. “Of course, the Patriarch has guaranteed this child’s value, 
but unfortunately... the latest batch of children from the main line has 
caused quite some fuss. As such, we have to inspect them more 
thoroughly.” 


“Tt’s not just the Patriarch,” Carmen suddenly spoke up. 


Unusually, even though she was a member of the Council of Elders, 
she hadn’t retreated from active duty, and she still served as the 
captain of the Third Division of the Knights of the Black Lion. 


“Because I’ve also seen that kid, Eugene Lionheart, for myself, and I 
can guarantee it. Why should the fact that he’s from a collateral 
bloodline be such an important issue? What’s really important is that 
kid’s potential,” Carmen argued. 


“Tt’s not like I’m looking down on him just because he’s from a 
collateral bloodline,” the man said with a smile. 


This man made Gilead feel awkward. It had been that way ever since 
he was a child. 


This was the Immortal White Lion, Doynes Lionheart. 


Doynes was the eldest of all the Lionheart clan’s numerous family 
members, and he was also the brother of Gilead’s grandfather. He was 
a monster who had lived for well over a hundred years. Nevertheless, 
he hadn’t become unsightly with age and was instead an important 
figure who reigned over the Black Lion Castle while also leading the 
Council of Elders. 


“Carmen, your eyes shouldn’t be mistaken, but... your perspective 
cannot represent the view of the Black Lions,” Doynes warned. 


“ .. Hmph,” Carmen just grunted. 


Carmen also felt awkward around Doynes. As Gilead’s aunt, she also 
boasted a formidable age, but Doynes’s seniority was still higher than 
Carmen’s. 


In the Lionheart clan — no, in the entirety of the continent, the only 
ones who could be said to hold equal seniority to Doynes were those 
demonfolk in Helmuth who were free of the limits of a lifespan. 


“Therefore, we need to see them for ourselves. This is also for the sake 
of the Coming-of-Age ceremony,” as he said this, Doynes turned to 
look at everyone here. 


But there was no one who questioned Doynes’s words. 


Gilead let out a long sigh. When he had first received the Council’s 
summons, he had expected something like this to happen, but having 
heard it said out loud, his heart couldn’t be at ease. 


The Council of Elders was a group that strongly valued the traditions 
of the Lionheart Clan. They may have accepted Gilead adopting 
Eugene as a foster-child, but that was because Gilead had made an 
impassioned speech, guaranteeing Eugene’s potential. 


Now, Eugene was no longer a child. As Doynes had said, two months 
from now, Eugene would become an adult. From that point onwards, 
the next Patriarch would need to be selected in earnest. 


“You said that the boy has just returned from Nahama?” Doynes 
inquired. 


“’.. Yes,” Gilead reluctantly confirmed. 


Doynes continued, “Before that, he was learning magic in Aroth. From 
what I’ve heard, he really does have amazing talent for magic. Enough 
to make the Red Tower Master take him as his direct disciple and to 
entice the Crown Prince of Aroth into interacting with him.” 
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....” Gilead remained silent. 


“Patriarch, we who bear the name Lionheart are a pride of great lions. 
Although it’s fine for the Patriarch to raise his children freely, it would 
be difficult if you allow a lion that you’ve worked so hard to raise to 
leave the pride at will,” Doynes said with a warning tone. 


“’..That choice is up to the child,” Gilead insisted. 


“Of course it is,” Doynes agreed. “I have every intention of showing 
him sufficient respect. However, the choice should still be narrowed 
down somewhat. Are you sure that you intend to put that child up to 
become the Patriarch?” 


“..If that is what Eugene desires, I want to keep the possibility open 
for him,” Gilead confessed. 


“He won’t want it,” Carmen replied. As she flipped open and closed 
her unused pocket watch, she continued speaking, “I’ve heard this 
from Ciel. That boy, Eugene, has been earnestly refusing to become 
the Patriarch as if it were some kind of terrible punishment.” 


“Then it should be fine, as long as he doesn’t change his mind,” 
Doynes nodded his head with a smile. 


Chapter 75 
The Return (4) 


“Black Lion Castle?” Eugene asked. 


Eugene’s eyes twinkled brightly as he lifted his head. Across from him, 
Cyan was chewing on some food — no — on air. With his mouth half- 
open and his hand lifting empty spoonfuls of air up to his lips, Cyan 
looked like he had lost half his wits. 


This was all because of the book that he had received from Eugene. 
Three days after his return to the main estate, Eugene had finished 
writing the book for Cyan by hand — no — by magic and had gifted it 
to him. 


“’..That’s right,” Ancilla was the one who had answered Eugene’s 
question. 


While glaring at her son, who had gotten lost in his book during their 
meal, Ancilla was holding back her desire to reprimand him. As his 
mother, she was pondering whether she should support her son’s 
growth or severely criticize him for trying to eat mouthfuls of air 
while reading a book at the dinner table. 


Ancilla decided to just ignore him for now, “...I had thought that the 
Council of Elders had gathered at the Black Lion Castle in order to 
prepare for your Coming-of-Age ceremony, but it seems they were 
waiting for you, as they have invited both you and Cyan to visit the 
Black Lion Castle.” 


“Ho... Ohhh... Hmmm...” Cyan distractedly replied while pursing his 
lips. 


His reply wasn’t meant to show amazement at Ancilla’s words. 
Instead, it was a reflection of how absorbed Cyan was in the book, 
even though it made him feel like his head was spinning. 


Cyan asked himself, ‘Isn’t this just nonsense? Is something like this really 
possible?’ 


In the book that Eugene had written for him, unlike what Cyan had 
expected, there were no explanations of parrying or other combat 
techniques. 


Instead, the only things listed were ways of stressing one’s ‘Core’ to 
the point of hellish torture. More specifically, spreading the mana 
extracted from the Core throughout the body and then circulating it, 
with the Core acting as the heart and mana as blood. Then, when you 
had become so familiar with this that you could maintain it 
unconsciously, you needed to move your body with just your mana, 
not the strength of your muscles. 


This was similar to the outdated physical style of mana training 
scriptures, which had been pushed into obscurity by the Core and 
mana breathing training scriptures. They were both ways to train your 
mana through physical movements. However, unlike the original 
physical training scriptures, which accumulated mana by moving the 
body, Eugene’s method had been adapted for Cyan, who had already 
formed a Core with the White Flame Formula. 


As such, Cyan needed to get used to actively moving his accumulated 
stores of mana. In order to do so, the best way was to keep everything 
except his mana from actively moving. Then, once he had gotten 
familiar with moving his body with only his mana, Cyan would halt 
his Core’s operations. Not using his Core would force Cyan’s body to 
rewire itself, causing his mana to naturally follow the movements of 
his body. 


‘This bastard, isn’t he just writing whatever comes to mind?’ Cyan 
grumbled to himself. 


From Cyan’s point of view, such training made absolutely no sense. 
Without operating your Core, how on earth were you supposed to 
draw on your mana? No, that wasn’t where the problems started. Was 
he really supposed to circulate the mana from his core like it was his 
blood and then use only his mana to move his body? Even muscles 
would get tired and tear apart when they were overused, so wasn’t 
this just a similar way of abusing his mana? 


In the first place, the mana generated by the Core wasn’t infinite. This 
book told him to squeeze out all of his Core’s mana without leaving 
even a single drop behind. If Cyan followed this instruction to the 
word, he would be sure to collapse from exhausting his mana. 


Repeating this over and over again would just damage his Core and 
disperse all of his mana, and after that? Cyan was sure to become a 
cripple who couldn’t handle any mana for the rest of his life. 


“',.You... are you seriously telling me to do this?” Cyan asked 
skeptically. 


Eugene confirmed it, “That’s what I did.” 
“Stop bullshitting me!” Cyan demanded. 


“Hey now. What’s with those harsh words at the dinner table?” 
Eugene chided him. “Can’t you feel step-mother glaring at you?” 


“Ugh,” Cyan gulped and closed the book. 


Indeed, Ancilla, who was sitting right next to him, was glaring at Cyan 
with eyes opened wide in anger. 


If it was just reading a book at the dinner table and chewing on air, 
she felt like she could show some understanding and allow him that 
much. However, Ancilla couldn’t tolerate Cyan’s mean-spirited 
attitude that didn’t show any gratitude for Eugene’s teachings and 
instead turned on his benefactor with eyes full of suspicion. 


“Cyan,” Ancilla called out. 
“Yes...,” Cyan meekly replied. 


“Apologize to your brother, Eugene,” she ordered. “He personally 
wrote this book, all for your sake, isn’t that right?” 
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Cyan stammered, “...I’m so... sor... 


‘You crazy bastard! Aren’t you making fun of me by telling me to do 
something so fucking absurd!’ 


Although these furious words threatened to erupt from Cyan’s chest, 
while Ancilla’s narrowed eyes were fixed on him, he definitely 
couldn’t let them out. 


Eventually, Cyan bowed his head and mumbled, “I’m sorry...” 


“As long as you know your mistakes. It’s the truth that I became 
stronger using this method, so stop suspecting that it won’t be of any 
use to you and just practice it diligently. Good luck,” Eugene said, 
cheering him on. 


Eugene wasn’t lying. In his previous life, Hamel had trained his mana 
by using a physical training scripture until Vermouth and Sienna had 
fixed it for him. Without caring about his Core or what happened to 
him, he had just torn apart his muscles until he was about to die, 
made his bones creak with strain, and overworked his body with the 
belief that this would allow more mana to reside within his flesh. 


That’s just how it was. All Hamel had was that cheap mana training 
scripture mainly used by mercenaries. It had been an era where you 
could find the corpses of monsters, demonic beasts, humans, and 
sometimes even demonfolk scattered wherever you went. It had been 
an era where wars and conflicts never ceased. For a mercenary who 
lived by his sword to make a living, he needed to be able to fight 
better than the others and longer than others. 


It was a profession that naturally required you to overwork your body. 
‘,..Although I did attempt to remodel it myself,’ Eugene recalled. 


While practicing that cheap mana training scripture, he had made 
adjustments so that it was easier to use. Now on top of that, he had 
also modified it to work alongside the White Flame Formula. 


Eugene muttered to himself, “And this bastard doesn’t even have the 
decency to say ‘thank you’ with tears in his eyes...” 


“Eugene,” Ancilla addressed him with an apologetic tone. 


Eugene dismissed her concerns, “Well, since he’s said that he’s sorry, 
it’s fine. ’m sure he’ll be shedding many tears in the future.” 


Eugene had no intention of picking a fight with Ancilla. 


He turned to Cyan, “Even if you don’t want to, once you start your 
training, I’m pretty sure you'll be shedding a lot of tears and snot. But 
you should still keep this in mind. It's not enough just to leak some 
tears and have your nose run. If things are still flowing out of your 
body, that just means you still have room to push things. You need to 
keep training until the tears and snot have stopped flowing. Until 
you’re shitting yourself and vomiting blood.” 


Cyan, who had been idly fiddling with the cover of the book, now 
shrugged his shoulders as he heard these words. 


“That’s just what I need to do to even be able to step on your shadow. 
If I want to become the Patriarch of the Lionheart clan, I’m ready to at 
least do that much,” Cyan said acceptingly. 


“Annoying git,” Eugene muttered. 


“Oh, how sweet,” Cyan smirked. “Though I’m not sure why it sounds 
so nice to hear you call me annoying.” 


Eugene bared his teeth in a broad smile, then turned to face Ancilla. 


“So, step-mother, when do we need to head off to the Black Lion 
Castle?” he asked. 


“... They said to come as soon as you were ready,” Ancilla replied. 


“Then let’s just go now,” Eugene said confidently. “They should have 
everything we need over there, so don’t we just need to take what’s on 
our bodies? Hey Cyan, you’re fine with that as well, right?” 


Black Lion Castle? Why were they talking about Black Lion Castle? 
Cyan hadn’t heard what they were talking about, probably because he 
had been lost in the book, so his eyes darted here and there as he tried 
to figure out what was going on. 


He couldn’t just keep his mouth shut, though, so he hesitantly replied, 
“Uh... yes?” 


‘What a lucky turn of events,’ Eugene cheerfully thought to himself. 
No, should he really be pleased by this? 
As he left the dining room, he began to consider this matter seriously. 


The Black Lion Castle lay deep within the Uklas Mountains. It was a 
place where even the members of the Lionheart clan were forbidden 
from entering without permission. To enter the Black Lion Castle, you 
needed to be recognized for your skills and receive a summons from 
the Knights of the Black Lion. 


As for this ‘recognition,’ no matter how much someone wanted to join 
the Knights of the Black Lion, it was far from easy for them to receive 
approval. This was because the Council was the one to judge whether 
someone was qualified to become a Black Lion. 


The only exceptions to this were the children of the main family who 
had given up on their right of succession to compete for the position 
of Patriarch. Ciel had been able to join the Knights of the Black Lion at 
a young age and become Carmen’s squire because she had given up 
this right. 


“For it to be the Black Lion Castle... this will be the first time that the 
direct line’s Coming-of-Age Ceremony has been held somewhere other 
than the main estate,” muttered Cyan, who couldn’t hide his 
excitement after being briefed on the situation. 


The book was carefully cradled in his arms. 


“Well, I get why they’re doing it. Thanks to that bastard, Eward, we, 
as our father’s sons, are receiving the Council’s attention,” Cyan 
claimed. 


“..Is that the case?” Eugene questioned doubtfully. 


“Of course, that’s the case,” Cyan insisted. “Father has been in a 


difficult position for a while now. You know why, right?” 


“Because of Eward. And probably me as well,” Eugene replied in an 
apathetic tone. 


Eugene wasn’t so tactless that he had remained ignorant of this. Even 
just changing the format of the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony was 
enough to get a lot of people eyeing him. But Gilead had then 
immediately adopted a member of a collateral branch as his foster- 
child, and had taken Wynnyd from the main estate’s treasure vault 
and placed it in Eugene’s hands. 


Even as the Patriarch, Gilead must have had to bear a huge weight of 
criticism on that day. Although Gilead had never once spoken to him 
about this, Eugene could easily guess that Gilead’s resolution to 
reform the old-fashioned traditions of their family wasn’t going down 
so smoothly. 


“They might even be trying to discipline us,” Cyan warned with a 
serious expression. “By summoning a troublemaker like you, they 
might be warning you.” 


“And what about you?” Eugene asked. 


“T’m to be the next Patriarch, so maybe they’re congratulating me in 
advance? Or perhaps... maybe...,” Cyan’s breathing picked up as he 
trailed off. As his eyes shone with excitement, he clenched his 
trembling fists and said, “They might even plan on allowing me to 
enter the tomb of our ancestor.” 


Eugene wasn’t as excited by this thought as Cyan. 
Instead, his chest became chilled as if ice had been poured onto him. 


As the place where Vermouth had stayed for the longest time, Uklas 
Mountain also held the tomb that was said to belong to him. The 
precise location of Vermouth’s tomb in the mountain was strictly kept 
a secret. Even the Patriarch of the Lionheart clan wasn’t allowed to 
know too much about their ancestor’s tomb. 


‘Even though I have to open his coffin,’ Eugene thought with concern. 


Eugene needed to check Vermouth’s tomb at all costs. Unlike what 
had been recorded in history, Vermouth hadn’t died peacefully. 


Or, at least, he probably hadn’t. 


Eugene needed to confirm Vermouth’s corpse to turn these suspicions 
into a certainty. 


“_,.Or maybe they might even designate me as the master of the 
Demon Spear?” Cyan said, still caught up in his excitement. “No, 
instead of the Demon Spear, they might actually designate me as the 
master of the Annihilation Hammer. Either way, it would be so 
amazing...! After all, even father couldn’t become a master of the 
Demon Spear or the Annihilation Hammer.” 


The Demon Spear Luentos and the Annihilation Hammer Jigollath 
were the weapons wielded by the Demon King of Cruelty and the 

Demon king of Carnage, respectively. These weapons hadn’t been 

stored in the main estate’s treasure vault and were instead kept at 
Black Lion Castle. 


The current master of the Demon Spear Luentos was the Head of the 
Council and the eldest of the Lionhearts, the Immortal White Lion, 
Doynes Lionheart. 


Gilead’s father, the former Patriarch who had died a long time ago, 
had been the master of the Annihilation Hammer Jigollath. After the 
former Patriarch’s death, under the reasoning that the Annihilation 
Hammer was ‘too dangerous’ and that it would expose the main estate 
to too much threat, it had been moved to the Black Lion Castle. 


The current master of the Annihilation Hammer was Doynes’s 
grandson, Dominic Lionheart, the Captain of the First Division in the 
Knights of the Black Lion. 


“The Head of the Council is already so old. In other words, he’s long 
since passed the age for retirement. Maybe he’s summoning us to 
declare his retirement while also handing the Demon Spear over to 
me?” Cyan speculated. 


Eugene asked dismissively, “How am I supposed to know?” 


“Though I only know the basics of spearmanship... No, that doesn't 
matter. I can just start learning spearmanship afresh. If I end up 
receiving the Demon Spear, perhaps Sir Doynes will even teach me the 
spear personally,” Cyan sighed hopefully. 


The Demon Spear and the Annihilation Hammer; as Eugene recalled 
those bloodthirsty and terrifying weapons, he placed his hand inside 
the cloak. Contained within it was the Moonlight Sword, still resting 
in its sheath. 


Although Eugene had wondered if it might show a reaction upon 
returning to the main estate, unlike what he had hoped, the Moonlight 
Sword didn’t show any sort of response. 


“..Hm,” Eugene hummed thoughtfully. 


Leaving behind Cyan, who kept coming up with even more wild 
guesses, Eugene returned to his room in the annex and drew the 
Moonlight Sword. This damn demon sword still sucked up all his 
mana each time he drew it. 


Eugene narrowed his eyes and stared at the Moonlight Sword’s blade, 
which was giving off a faint light. A small fragment was floating on 
the underside of the blade. It was the fragment of the Moonlight 
Sword that he had won at the auction house. 


‘If I collect all of the fragments... it feels like I should be able to completely 
restore it.’ 


The fragment had been found in the Kazard Hills of Helmuth. Since he 
needed to be wary of the Demon King of Incarceration, he couldn’t go 
there immediately. 


Eugene reminded himself, ‘No need to pointlessly rush into things. I can 
take it slowly, but first thing’s first. I need to find Vermouth’s grave.’ 


First of all, getting this done wouldn’t be such an easy task. Even the 
Lionheart clan’s Patriarch wasn’t allowed to enter the tomb feely, and 
Eugene didn’t even know where Vermouth’s grave was. Gilead might 
have indulged Eugene’s request, but the members of the Council of 
Elders probably wouldn't. 


Would he be able to find Vermouth’s grave while avoiding their eyes? 


“To think that, after finding my own grave, I need to find Vermouth’s 
as well,” Eugene muttered as he placed the Moonlight Sword back 
inside his cloak. 


From someone else’s point of view, Eugene probably seemed like a 
graverobber. 


‘I didn’t expect that I’d be leaving the main estate once again only a few 
days after returning.’ 


Eugene glanced over Hamel’s statue and the memorial stone that had 
been placed inside his cloak. 


‘,..And what should I do about these?’ Eugene asked himself. 


He naturally hadn’t wanted them to be buried forever, so he had 
brought them with him. But now he didn’t have any place to put 
them. 


If Gilead was here, Eugene could have somehow talked to him about 
this, and he’d been planning to erect them somewhere in the main 
estate. But since Gilead wasn’t here, that was impossible. 


“...No, hold on,’ Eugene grinned as he suddenly thought of something. 


Unlike Eugene, Cyan had spent half a day getting ready to go to the 
Black Lion Castle. He had brushed his hair nicely, going so far as to 
rub pomade into it, while also wearing a stylish formal dress that even 
had a cape draping around his shoulders. 


“Are you going there to show off?” Eugene asked sarcastically. 


“Do you think that you’re going off to play somewhere?” Cyan asked 
in return. 


He clicked his tongue as he saw that Eugene wasn’t dressed any 
differently from his everyday clothes. In fact, they were the same 
clothes that Eugene had been wearing earlier that day. The only 
difference was the cloak he was wearing on top of them; everything 
else was the same as before. Eugene wasn’t even carrying a sword 
with him. 


Cyan noticed something, ‘That cloak... ’ 


It was the Cloak of Darkness. Even Cyan had heard about it. Right 
now, he felt deeply envious of Eugene’s cloak. Since the cloak looked 
so cool, wouldn’t it feel amazing to have it draped around his 
shoulders? On top of that, there were also various convenient spells 
installed in it, and it even had a subspace... 


“Even if you look at me like that, I’m not giving it to you,” Eugene 
warned him. 


“J-I wasn’t even going to ask for it,” Cyan replied in a fluster as he 
walked past Eugene. 


Uklas Mountain was a long way away from the capital city. Since it 
would take around a month, even going by carriage, they would need 
to take a warp gate. 


This warp gate also wasn’t something that they could use at will. For 
them to arrive there directly, the warp gate had to be opened from the 
Black Lion Castle’s side. 


“The gate has been opened,” the wizard managing the warp gate said 
as he stepped out of the way. 


The mana concentrated within the gate tore a hole into space, and the 
road leading to the distant Uklas Mountain was opened. 


“Cyan. Make sure not to show off an embarrassing appearance and 
come back safely,” Ancilla ordered. 


“Son... I believe in you,” Gerhard said as he held back tears. 


Confused by these words, Eugene had to look back at Gerhard, “Do 
you really need to burst into tears whenever I go somewhere, Father?” 


Gerhard made an excuse, “It’s because you’re leaving only three days 
after your return...” 


“But it’s not like ’m going somewhere else. I’m just going to meet 
with the elders of our family, right? Pll just go there, play around a 
bit, and scrounge up some pocket money, so don’t worry about me, 
Father, and just make sure to not miss any meals.” 


As he said this, Eugene turned his head. “You were listening, right? 
Make sure to keep my father entertained so that he doesn’t get bored, 
and if he doesn’t have an appetite, just force-feed him.” 


“Yes, young lord,” Laman responded. He looked entirely different, 
having shaved his shaggy beard and put on a butler’s uniform. 


Why did he, a valiant desert warrior, need to don such an appearance? 
Laman himself couldn’t really understand the reason for this... 


“ ,.Aren’t you going to take me with you?” Laman asked hesitantly. 
Eugene just asked, “Why would I take you with me?” 
“That’s... it’s because I’m your right-hand man...” 


“Since when were you my right-hand man? If I had to pick someone, 
my right-hand man would be Nina, not you.” 


“Tf that’s the case, should I follow along?” Nina asked, tilting her head. 
Smirking at these words, Eugene waved his hand. 


“They said that they just wanted Cyan and me, so why do you all keep 
trying to follow me?” Eugene asked. “Stop with the nonsense and just 
take good care of my father along with Laman. If someone tries to 
bother you while I’m away, don’t needlessly keep it to yourself and 
just inform Laman.” 


“Mhm...!” Laman grunted his assent, and his eyes shone with 
determination as he glanced at the Knights of the Lionheart clan. 


But would he be able to win if they fought? No, in the first place, why 
would the Lionheart clan’s knights even bully a mere servant? Laman 
didn’t seem to be aware of this fact. 


“Let’s go,” Eugene said, patting Cyan on the back as he headed over to 
the warp gate. 


Already a little nervous, Cyan stared at Eugene’s back as he calmly 
walked forward before quickly catching up to him. 


Then their two figures were swallowed up by the light of the warp 
gate, and the long-distance jump commenced. 


Having already experienced this feeling several times, Eugene did not 
panic and instead enjoyed the feeling of floating through the warp. 


However, he soon had no choice but to panic. 


“..This is...,” Eugene muttered as their warp came to an end. Eugene 
burst out with confusion, “What are they trying to pull here?” 


“Aaaah!” Cyan’s scream was heard from a distance. 


Eugene turned to look for Cyan. In the far distance, he could see Cyan 
falling down through the air. 


Eugene was also in the same situation. Having passed through the 
warp gate, it was only natural for them to arrive at another warp gate. 
But right at this moment, Eugene and Cyan had instead arrived in the 
middle of the sky and were currently falling to the ground. 


Keeping calm, Eugene noted, ‘This place is... ’ 


Eugene looked ahead, eyes peeled. 


Below them lay a huge mountain range. 


“Looks like things are starting off with a thrill [1],» Eugene grunted 
and unfurled his cloak. 


1. In Korean, this phrase is ‘things are starting off spicy.’ = 


Chapter 76 
The Black Lion Castle (1) 


“_Aaaaaaahbh...,” Cyan’s scream was slowly drifting away. 


Even as Eugene was falling to the ground far below, he didn’t take his 
eyes off Cyan. 


Cyan was the young master of the Lionheart’s direct line, a famous 
and prestigious clan of warriors. With such a background, Cyan had 
definitely been taught many things from an early age, yet there was 
no way he could have been familiarized with a freefall like this. 


And wasn’t this only natural? Having passed through a warp gate, 
they were immediately left to fall to the ground from high in the sky. 
So right at this moment, Cyan was flapping his arms in mid-air, still 
screaming his head off. 


Eugene considered, ‘Do I need to help him out?’ 


For now, Eugene decided to take care of his own safety first. After he 
slowed his fall with some flotation magic, he looked at Cyan once 
more. With Cyan’s abilities alone, he wouldn’t be able to survive a fall 
from this height. Even with the greatest of luck, some of his bones 
would be completely shattered. 


‘It seems I don’t need to help him out,’ Eugene decided. 


This wasn’t a simple accident. If someone had planned to drop them 
from the sky from the very start, they must have prepared some safety 
measures just in case. 


It was just as Eugene had expected. Though Cyan was still screaming 
and squawking for help, his fall was slowly being decelerated. 
Somewhere in the forest below, a wizard must have cast a spell on 
Cyan. 


Without paying any more attention to Cyan, Eugene turned his head. 
He could see a castle built near the peak of the nearby mountain. 
Eugene eyed the flag waving from the top of a tower’s spire. 


The flag bore an emblem of a lion baring its claws and fangs, proving 
that this was the Black Lion Castle where they were originally meant 
to have arrived. Would they allow Eugene to just fly over there from 

here? No. If that were the case, they wouldn’t have had him fall from 
this height in the first place. 


Although he didn’t know the specific reasons behind this happening, 
for now, Eugene just decided to accept this situation optimistically. 
Although Vermouth’s grave might be hidden somewhere on the 
grounds of the Black Lion Castle, it also might be hidden somewhere 
on this mountain. 


‘Though I don’t think they’re just going to let us wander around as we 
please.’ 


To start with, Eugene decided to just take a look at any of the places 
that caught his attention while making his way to the castle. With this 
in mind, Eugene started accelerating his descent. The wind wrapped 
around Eugene began pushing him forward. 


Far away, a voice inquired, “Was that all Wynnyd’s power?” 


They received an answer, “No. Before he summoned a spirit of the 
wind, he first used a flotation spell.” 


“He also showed no sign of panic... As expected. He’s also skilled in 
magic,” yet another voice observed. 


Doynes smiled brightly as he stood with his hands behind his back. He 
and the other members of the Council of Elders were standing on the 
castle wall, observing Eugene and Cyan. Even without using 
something like a telescope, they were able to see Eugene and Cyan far 
off in the distance, as clearly as if the two were right in front of them. 


“How proficient is he in magic?” Doynes asked. 


“’..With flotation magic, even the easiest spells belong to the Fourth 


Circle. Even when falling from such a height, his speed is constant, 
and... he also has good control of his balance. I can’t say for sure, but 
it looks like he’s reached the Fifth Circle at the very least.” 


The one who had answered Doynes’s question was an elder wearing 
large glasses. He came from a family renowned for their skill in magic, 
even among all the collateral branches of the Lionheart clan. 


As such, he couldn’t help but be astonished by Eugene’s grasp of 
magic. For Eugene Lionheart to have reached at least the Fifth Circle 
when he was only nineteen years old was absurd. The elder had even 
heard that Eugene’s progress with the White Flame Formula was also 
so rapid that it was unprecedented. Could Eugene really have risen to 
the Fifth Circle already when he had only started learning magic two 
years ago? 


“ ,.Patriarch, do you know which Star Eugene Lionheart has reached 
in the White Flame Formula?” The elder hid his alarm as he turned to 
look at Gilead. 


Gilead was looking at Eugene and Cyan with a slightly stiff expression. 
He pondered this question for a few moments before replying, “... 
Before he left for Aroth, Eugene had reached the Third Star, and I 
received a letter sometime last year informing me that he had reached 
the Fourth Star.” 


“Hoho!” 


The one who had responded to this revelation with laughter was 
Doynes. 


Nodding his head, he rubbed his chin and said, “For a nineteen-year- 
old to have reached the Fourth Star...! Perhaps he might even advance 
to the next level in a year.” 


“_,.Something like that... is impossible,” the one who had replied this 
time was a middle-aged man who gave off a neatly-kept impression. 


Among the ten council elders, only three of them were members of the 
direct line who practiced the White Flame Formula. 


The eldest of the direct line and Head of the Council, Doynes 
Lionheart. 


The former Patriarch’s sibling, Carmen Lionheart. 


And the one who had just claimed it was impossible was another of 
the former Patriarch’s siblings, Carmen’s younger brother, Klein 
Lionheart. He had already separated from the main family several 
decades ago and founded his own branch of the family; then, ten years 
ago, he had retired from active duty and had been accepted as one of 
the Elders of the Council. 


Although he may have retired, Klein still trained in the White Flame 
Formula during his daily practice. 


Yet even with this, Klein still hadn’t been able to break through the 
wall that lay between him and the Seventh Star. Among the current 
living Lionhearts, only two people — Doynes and Carmen — had been 
able to cross that wall and reach the Seventh Star. Even the current 
Patriarch Gilead, and his younger brother, Gion, had yet to cross the 
wall into the Seventh Star, meaning they were still lingering at the 
final steps of the Sixth Star. 


But this brat, who had yet to reach adulthood, was said to have the 
potential of reaching the Fifth Star of the White Formula within a 
year. Klein absolutely refused to recognize such a possibility. 


“Just because you’re incompetent doesn’t mean that everyone else is 
as incompetent as you,” Carmen muttered as she pulled a cigar from 
an opulent case. 


“Ugh, big sister!” Klein shouted in protest. 
“Don’t call me big sister with a face like that,” Carmen ordered. 
“What’s wrong with my face?” Klein asked defensively. 


Carmen sniffed, “Anyone who looks at us would think that you were 
my father or even my grandfather.” 


“That’s because you won’t act your age and stubbornly insist on 
keeping your face young, sister...!” Klein accused. “Just how long do 
you plan on sticking to that young appearance?” 


“Tt’s far better to look young than to look old,” Carmen defended 
herself. 


“But I’m saying that, with your appearance, there’s no sense of 
dignity, none at all! When you started hearing people call you elder, 
you should have tried to cultivate a sense of dignity that matched that 
title; instead, sister, even though you're over sixty, you still act like 
you’re a young maiden in her twenties...” 


Crack. 


Carmen’s teeth bit right through the cigar, and Klein found himself 
unable to say anything more. Although it was embarrassing to admit 
this when he was already at such an age, Klein was afraid of his 
sister’s fists. 


However, he still believed that it was important to cultivate a sense of 
dignity that was worthy of their positions as elders. Carmen was the 
only one of the ten elders who insisted on remaining on active duty. 


And just look at the current Carmen. She had placed another unlit 
cigar in her mouth, and a coat large enough to fit her like a cloak was 
draped across her shoulders. On top of that, she had raised one of her 
boot-clad feet up onto the railing, and even as the wind blew right 
into her face, Carmen still kept up the pose. 


? 


Klein sighed, ‘She’s even doing this where our nephew can see her... 


It might not matter when only the elders gathered together, but Klein 
at least wanted Carmen to look a little more deserving of respect when 
their nephew, Gilead, was around to see her. Even more so now that 
their great-nephews would be arriving soon... 


“...It’s already too late,’ Klein admitted with a sigh as he stroked his 
beard. 


After all, hadn’t Carmen already accepted their great-niece Ciel as her 


squire two years ago? Whenever he recalled this, Klein couldn’t help 
but cringe in second-hand embarrassment! 1] in place of his still- 
immature older sister. 


“They’ve landed,” Doynes declared. 


After seeing Cyan and Eugene fall into the forest, Doynes turned 
around. Standing behind him were the elders and the ten captains 
who led the divisions of the Knights of the Black Lion. 


“Klein,” Carmen said as she dropped the booted foot that she had 
propped up on the railing with a thud. 


At this sight, Klein couldn’t help but release another sigh. This 
childish elder sister of his was prided as one of the most veteran 
members of the Lionheart clan, next to Doynes, but she still had yet to 
retire from active duty and continued to lead her division in the 
Knights of the Black Lion. 


Hearing Carmen clearly call out his name, Klein quickly shook his 
head. 


“T’m not going with you,” he insisted. 


Now that he’d already become an elder, why should he have to work 
his body? 


Carmen’s eyes narrowed at this response. Similar to how Klein 
thought his big sister was immature, Carmen also believed that her 
little brother was childish. Instead of showing an example for their 
descendants to follow, he was only thinking of how to spend his days 
in comfort on the grounds that he was getting older... 


‘That’s why he hasn’t been able to make any advancements.’ 


Carmen shook her head at her little brother’s pitiful nature and then 
walked to the stairs leading down from the castle walls. Carmen 
wasn’t the only one looking to leave. Apart from her, six other 
captains also began to move away in ones and twos. 


“Dominic,” Doynes called out to his grandson, who was among the 
captains preparing to leave. 


Dominic Lionheart was the captain of the First Division, and instead of 
answering his grandfather’s call, he just nodded his head slightly as he 
continued to depart. 


“...It shouldn’t be too late if we wait to test them after they’ve arrived 
at the castle...,” Gilead hesitantly argued. 


Doynes shot him down, “Then it wouldn’t be much of a test, now 
would it, Patriarch? Could it be that you don’t trust your children?” 


“ ,.Of course not,” Gilead denied the accusation. 


Doynes stated, “Things are different from the Bloodline Continuation 
Ceremony. It would have no meaning if we were to adjust the criteria 
out of consideration for the age and experience of the children. 
Especially since... the Patriarch’s children are... Haha. It might not be 
the most comfortable thing for you to hear this, Patriarch, but aren’t 
they a lot more exceptional than you were at their age?” 


“..If the Coming-of-Age Ceremony was going to be held like this, I 
feel like it would have been fine to include Eward as well,” Gilead 
gritted out as he fought back the urge to frown. 


However, there was nothing that Gilead could do about the feelings 
swelling deep within his chest. Guessing the source of Gilead’s 
displeasure, Doynes shook his head as if he was sympathizing with 
Gilead. 


“Do you still have some regrets for your eldest son?” Doynes asked. 
Gilead remained silent, “...... 


“Patriarch, I know it can’t be helped since he is your son, but you 
should let go of your regrets towards Eward. Because that child 
doesn’t want to have anything to do with your regrets. You should be 
aware of it as well, right? Eward is living a peaceful life at your in- 
laws, and he’s finding his own happiness there.” 


“ ,.That might be the case, but Eward is my son, and he remains the 
eldest child of the direct line. It may be impossible for him to succeed 
me as Patriarch, but we should at least have the right to hold a 
Coming-of-Age Ceremony for him.” 


“That child has already become an adult,” Doynes said with a wry 
smile as he patted Gilead on the shoulder. 


Although Gilead didn’t continue speaking, he couldn’t quite 
comprehend what Doynes meant by these words. 


It had been two years since Tanis and Eward had returned to the 
home of Gilead’s in-laws. During this time, Gilead had never once 
been able to meet with the two of them. 


This was because the Council headed by Doynes would not allow him 
to do so. No matter how serious his son’s sins might have been, Gilead 
couldn’t accept being denied a meeting with him. However, he hadn’t 
even been able to hold a Coming-of-Age Ceremony for Eward, and he 
also hadn’t been allowed to visit his in-laws for the Coming-of-Age 
Ceremony that they had held for his son in his stead. 


The fact that the eldest son of the main family had tried to learn black 
magic was a grave sin that had splashed mud all over the name of the 
Lionheart clan, which had been passed down for over three hundred 
years. Usually, it wouldn’t have been strange for Eward to have been 
cast out of the family because of this issue. 


‘,.. Though, in fact, he practically has been cast out,’ Gilead grumbled to 
himself. 


If they weren’t going to the extent of casting him out, shouldn’t they 
have at least given Eward a chance to atone for his sins by assigning 
him a punishment? Gilead had questioned the Council about this 
matter several times, but Doynes refused to change his position. 


As for his reasons for this... Gilead could only make vague 
assumptions. Doynes and the Council members might suspect that 
Eward may have been tempted into trying to learn black magic at the 
behest of someone else. And perhaps Eward, taking advantage of the 
main family — including Gilead — turning their attention away from 


him, might just try to learn black magic once again... 


So the Council was using Eward as bait to draw out their internal and 
external enemies. 


Although Gilead could understand the logic behind this, he couldn’t 
help but feel a deep sense of dissatisfaction, disappointment, and rage 
towards the Council. In any case, even though he was the Patriarch of 
the main family, since his son had committed such a crime, Gilead 
could not oppose the Council’s will. 


‘...Eward,’ Gilead thought wistfully as he let out a long sigh and closed 
his eyes. 


He might believe in his son, but the Council would never trust Eward. 


Rustle. 


Eugene glanced down at the leaves and branches that were cracking 
beneath his feet, then looked back up at the sky, but the sky was hard 
to see because the foliage was so thick. 


“...Hm,” Eugene hummed consideringly as he rubbed his chin and 
turned to look at his surroundings. 


A few traces that had been carved into the tree trunks caught his eye. 
‘There’s a barrier.’ 


Although he had already predicted that there would be one, now he 
knew for sure. This barrier seemed designed to distort the sense of 
direction of anyone caught within it, making them go around and 
around in the same places. Eugene grinned as he picked up a few 
branches that had fallen onto the forest floor and cracked them 
between his hands. 


Then, as he dropped the wood fragments one by one, Eugene started 
to move forward. He wasn’t just dropping the pieces of wood straight 


down, but instead throwing them in various directions. He thought 
about shattering the barrier entirely with the Moonlight Sword, but it 
was clear that doing so would only cause trouble for him afterward. 


The Moonlight Sword’s name hadn’t been left in any historical 
records. Even the books passed down through the direct line had 
nothing written about the Moonlight Sword. 


‘Though in the first place, I wonder if it’s even possible to break a barrier of 
this size with the current Moonlight Sword.’ 


Having dropped them into the forest, were they just supposed to make 
their way back to the Black Lion Castle? That was what Eugene had 
initially thought, but this couldn’t just be a simple orienteering 
exercise. 


This forest was quite dangerous. Although it hadn’t been that long 
since he was dropped off in the forest, Eugene had already 
encountered two Twin-Headed Ogres, which — like their name 
suggested — were ogres with two heads. 


‘Usually, there’s no way that the two of them would be found in the same 
area,’ Eugene observed. 


Ogres were one of the most powerful among all medium-sized 
monsters, and the two-headed variants were especially strong. When 
settling down, they usually took an entire forest as their territory. 
There was no way that it was a coincidence that Eugene had met two 
such ogres, who didn’t form groups and instead lived solitary lives, in 
such a short period of time. 


They had to have been born and raised here. It wasn’t just ogres 
either. The entire forest was probably a huge breeding ground for 
monsters. 


‘Isn’t this too much for a kid’s test?’ Eugene asked himself. 


Though that’s only if they were talking about normal kids. As the 
children of the direct line, could they be trusting Cyan and Eugene to 
easily pass something like this? No. If that was what they were 
thinking, this was actually too easy. No matter how dangerous ogres 


might be, as long as you were able to wield sword-force skillfully, they 
weren’t too difficult as opponents. 


‘It’s not like they’ve restricted our mana like during the Bloodline 
Continuation Ceremony.’ 


The only thing that was currently bothering Eugene was the barrier 
that was making him wander through the forest, unable to find his 
way. But if they were just going to keep the hindrances to something 
like this, there was no way they would have dropped Eugene and 
Cyan from the sky at the start of the test. 


There was a change in the wind. 


“Indeed, just as expected,” Eugene said with a grin as he bent his 
knees. 


Cracracrack! 


Tree branches falling from a high place crashed down onto Eugene’s 
head. In order not to get caught up in that, Eugene leaped backward 
and then looked up again. 


“Huh,” Eugene grunted. 


This time, he really was surprised. The next thing to swoop down from 
the sky towards him was a giant wyvern. Even though a monster of 
that size was plunging down on him from straight above, he had been 
late in noticing it because of the barrier. 


The wyvern’s attack was surprising enough, but the person riding in 
the saddle on the wyvern’s back surprised Eugene even more. 


Eugene bluntly asked, “Since when did you go around riding 
wyverns?” 


The rider was Ciel Lionheart. While pulling back on its reins, she gave 
him a puzzled look. 


“How could you tell I was coming?” She asked him. 


Ciel couldn’t help but be surprised. The barrier spread throughout the 
entire forest was the work of the Sixth Division, which was made up 
of battle wizards who could be found even among the ranks of the 
Knights of the Black Lion. 


This barrier was meant to completely obscure the attacker’s presence. 
Yet, despite this, Eugene hadn’t panicked at being caught in a barrier 
and had been able to respond to the unexpected attack. Ciel just 
couldn’t believe that this was true. 


“The wind was too noisy,” Eugene explained. 


“What kind of crazy talk is that?” Ciel questioned as she reined back 
her wyvern. 


Whoosh! 


With a large flap of its wings that overturned a whole patch of the 
forest floor, the wyvern struck at Eugene. Once again, Eugene 
retreated quickly and pushed his hands into his cloak. 


“As expected, you’re here to stop me,” Eugene commented. “I thought 
it would be too easy if it were just these monsters.” 


“Tt’s been a long time since we last saw each other, and is that all you 
have to say?” Ciel complained. 


“That goes for you as well. Don’t you think you’re too much by 
attacking me without even saying hello?” Eugene argued back. 


“ ,.Doesn’t your head hurt?” Ciel asked instead of answering his 
question. 


Eugene tilted his head to the side as he pulled a whip out of his cloak, 
“My head? Why do you ask?” 


“This barrier should be influencing your mind... clouding your 
thoughts...,” Ciel asserted hesitantly. 


“No wonder,” Eugene nodded in realization. “When I first entered, I 


did feel a little dizzy.” 

“ ,.Just that?” Ciel asked skeptically. 

Eugene explained, “My mentality is somewhat sturdy.” 
Ciel let out a snort at these absurd words. 


‘That cloak. Didn’t they say it could block spells up to the Fifth Circle? 
Even so... the magic strengthening this barrier should exceed the Fifth 
Circle, right?’ Ciel kept these doubts to herself. 


This barrier was meant to create an illusion of the target’s fears and 
wear away at their mind. Right now, Cyan was still squawking loudly 
as he encountered visions of ghastly ghosts. However, instead of 
seeing any illusions, Eugene had only felt a slight sense of vertigo. 


Ciel glared at Eugene. Under the usual circumstances, the proctors 
wouldn’t have attacked so quickly and would have first waited to see 
how the test-takers responded to being confronted with their fears. 


However, unlike Cyan, Eugene was not hindered by the barrier. As 
such, they had no choice but to attack sooner than they had planned. 


“’,.Don’t you have anything that you’re scared of?” Ciel asked 
curiously. 


“T don’t,” Eugene replied with a calm face. 


Although he had just cast off the mental attack with a slight sense of 
vertigo... had it really been meant to frighten him? A weak barrier 
like this, how could it embody the fear in his heart? 


‘It’s unfortunate, but I’ve experienced all sorts of mental attacks to the 
point where I got sick of them,’ Eugene muttered to himself. 


Although reincarnation may have changed his body, his soul remained 
the same. His memories also hadn’t been erased. Thanks to that, 
Eugene’s mental strength was the same as when he had been alive as 
Hamel. 


In his previous life, he’d been subjected to countless mental attacks 
more terrible and terrifying than the one he was facing now. First, 
there had been the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. That 
damn bitch would send her Night Demons at them from time to time, 
without any warning, to try and break their spirits. 


It wasn’t just Noir Giabella either. While the party had been 
conquering the first three Demon King Castles, they had constantly 
received mental attacks no matter what they did. 


In the first place, the barrier set up in this forest wasn’t constructed 
with the intention of destroying his mind, and with the addition of the 
Cloak of Darkness, Eugene’s mental endurance meant that he only felt 
a slight sense of vertigo instead of seeing a vision of his fears. 


“Are you just going to keep riding that thing?” Eugene pointed out. 


The flapping of the wyvern’s wings might be able to blow up a storm, 
but these winds could not affect Eugene. This was because the wind 
spirits he had summoned through Wynnyd were offsetting the gusts 
created by the wyvern. 


“Why? Do you want to try riding him as well?” Ciel asked teasingly. 


“T can fly in the sky even without riding that,” Eugene said with a grin 
as he lifted his body into the air. 


At this opening, Ciel immediately kicked off the wyvern’s back and 
charged at Eugene. The rapier she drew from her waist came piercing 
towards him like an awl. Eugene lightly swung Wynnyd, pushing Ciel 
away from him. 


“Since when did she become such a flighty rulebreaker!2]?” Eugene 
muttered to himself. 


“What, you crazy bastard!” Ciel’s face twisted into a scowl as she 
heard Eugene’s words. 


Using a tree trunk as a foothold, she leaped towards him once more, 
her face still fixed in a scowl as she screamed at him, “Where did you 
even come up with a lame joke like that?!” 


“Ahem,” Eugene coughed to hide his embarrassment and shook his 
head. “I wasn’t trying to make a joke. The words just came out like 
that—” 


“That joke isn’t even remotely funny!” Ciel yelled in offense. 


Though he actually had been ever so slightly hoping to see at least a 
little amusement, Eugene hid any sign of this as he shouted back, 
“And I said that I wasn’t trying to be funny!” 


1. The original text has Klein kicking off his bedsheets. It’s a common 
Korean internet slang to describe something that’s really cringe- 
worthy in English terms. It refers to how you can suddenly remember 
something completely embarrassing while in bed that has you kicking 
your legs in embarrassment, accidentally throwing off your bedsheets. 
oe) 


2. In the original text, Eugene called her a 4| “S44. This is a pun that 
can mean both juvenile delinquent and flying girl, referring to the 
rude way she attacked him without a greeting and to the fact that she 
can fly with her wyvern. @ 


Chapter 77 
The Black Lion Castle (2) 


Although Eugene hadn’t known that he’d be fighting Ciel all of a 
sudden, he had no intention of going easy on her. 


It wasn’t because Ciel hadn’t been amused by the joke he had thrown 
out. Definitely not. Ignoring the way his flushed ears were burning 
with embarrassment, Eugene stretched his hand out towards Ciel. 


The mana in the air fluctuated. Spotting the magic missiles that had 
instantly appeared to surround her, Ciel sent a signal to her wyvern 
with a click of her tongue. 


“Kyaaaak!” As the wyvern let out a high-pitched cry, it flapped its 
wings. 


These winged lizards, which looked ever so similar to dragons, might 
not be able to cast spells on their own, but they could do something 
similar. With their strong resistance to magic, wyverns could disrupt 
spells with a flap of their wings. 


The trajectories of the magic missiles shooting towards Ciel were 
instantly diverted in all directions. Without resisting the force of the 
wind, Ciel held her body like an arrow and converted the wind into 
her support. Having accelerated herself even further by doing this, 
Ciel thrust forth her rapier. 


“Well now,” Eugene hummed in amusement. 


It seemed this wouldn’t be just a savage battle where they each 
planted their feet onto the ground and swung their swords at each 
other. As he felt a small sense of excitement from this realization, 
Eugene tightened his grip on Wynnyd. 


Clang! 


A sword strike that rose from below deflected Ciel’s rapier. At the 
same time, the whip that Eugene was holding in his left hand snapped 
forward. 


Ciel couldn’t help but be flustered for a moment by the whip’s strange 
movement. This was because it hadn’t been swung forward, but 
instead, it had shot straight ahead like an arrow. 


“Ugh!” Ciel grunted in exertion. 


The whip looked as if it was about to pierce her shoulder, but Ciel 
hastily twisted her body mid-air. Right at that moment, Eugene’s 
wrist, which was still guiding the whip, bent to the side. This twist 
changed the whip’s trajectory. 


The whip curved around and wrapped around Ciel’s waist. Then, 
Eugene pulled on it, dragging Ciel down to the ground. 


Recovering from the fall, Ciel raised her head, an extremely twisted 
look on her face. 


Eugene was still floating in mid-air. With a smirk, Eugene pulled on 
the whip once more. The force on the whip wrapped around Ciel’s 
hips wasn’t that strong. If Eugene was determined to tighten the 
whip’s grip on her, he could have crushed Ciel’s back, but Eugene had 
no desire to cripple Ciel. 


“Caught you,” he taunted. 
“Not yet,” Ciel spat out. 
Kyaaaak! 


The giant wyvern charged over. Its wide-open maw showed 
intimidating fangs. 


Just as Eugene was about to slice the wyvern into pieces with a swing 
of Wynnyd, Ciel suddenly screamed loudly, “You can’t kill 


Draggy!”L1] 


“Draggy... who?” Eugene asked in confusion. 
Ciel shouted once more, “I said you can’t kill my wyvern!” 


What a shameless girl. She was the one who’d launched a surprise 
attack on him in the first place, and now she was making all sorts of 
demands. 


While grumbling to himself, Eugene sheathed Wynnyd. Although he 
wanted to ignore Ciel’s cries and slice the wyvern in half, he knew 
that if he did so, Ciel might burst into tears and resent him for this for 
the rest of their lives. 


“You should know that you got lucky today, you lizard bastard,” 
Eugene said threateningly. 


He might have sheathed Wynnyd, but the wind spirits he had 
summoned didn’t disappear. Eugene twisted his body mid-air and 
swung his foot. 


Crack! 


Eugene’s kick smashed up into the wyvern’s jaw. The wyvern’s wide- 
open jaws were smashed shut, and its flight faltered. Eugene 
immediately charged at the wyvern and slammed his fist into its 
snout. 


Bam! 


The wyvern’s body slammed into the ground, shaking the whole field. 
Meanwhile, Ciel had cut herself free of the whip wrapped around her, 
and she attempted to attack Eugene once more. 


“You evil brute!” Ciel accused him. 


Eugene felt perplexed by this criticism. He was the one who had been 
surprise-attacked. He had also spared the wyvern’s life after Ciel had 
told him not to kill it. Instead, Eugene had just shattered its jaws, 
making it unable to chew its meat for a while. By keeping it to this 
level, wasn’t he showing more than enough consideration as her 


sibling? 


“Are you really going to attack me again?” Eugene asked in 
exasperation. 


Even so, Eugene admired her persistence. Cyan was also the same 
way. Was this proof that Ancilla’s parenting methods were pretty 
impressive? 


‘They’re much better than Tanis’ methods, of course.’ 


Eugene threw away the shortened whip and boldly reached his hand 
out towards the thrusting rapier. Ciel couldn’t help but be terrified at 
the sight of Eugene reaching out to stop her sword-force with his bare 
hands. 


‘Has he gone insane?’ Ciel asked herself. 


Just like how Eugene had no desire to cripple Ciel, she also didn’t 
want to permanently injure Eugene. In the first place, the battle taking 
place in this forest was just intended to be a test for the heirs of the 
direct line. It wasn’t meant to turn them into vegetables with no hope 
of recovery. 


Because of this, Ciel hastily changed her rapier’s trajectory. Eugene 
smirked at this sight and rose to meet the blade. 


“Like I thought, you’re just a softie at heart,” Eugene commented. 


Though she had desperately attempted to alter the trajectory of her 
rapier, right now, Ciel had no choice but to regret that decision. How 
could she have expected this unbelievable bastard to risk his own flesh 
for a thrill? 


However, it was too late for regrets. Eugene’s hand grabbed Ciel’s 
wrist and twisted it. 


“Ugh!” Ciel let out a short scream as she was forced to let go of the 
rapier. 


Still keeping a firm grasp of her wrist, Eugene twisted Ciel’s arm 
behind her back and pinned her down with one knee. 


“Can’t you be a little gentler?” Ciel complained as she was pressed 
down to the ground, completely prone. 


Eugene smirked and shook his head. 
He said, “I can, as long as you promise not to attack me anymore.” 


“...The result of the fight has already been decided. And in the first 
place, the exam is meant to pit you against a group. I know that I’m 
not able to test your limits by myself,” having spat out these words, 
Ciel chewed her lips for a few moments. Then she asked, “...Did you 
expect me to twist my rapier to the side?” 


“T gave it fifty-fifty odds,” Eugene judged. 


Ciel cautioned, “If I hadn’t twisted it, your hand could have been sent 
flying.” 


“T was able to reach out with my hand because I was confident that it 
wouldn’t get cut off,” Eugene stated confidently. 


“You son of a bitch.” 


She knew that he would say something annoying like that. But had the 
gap between them really grown even further? 


Eugene snickered as he let go of Ciel’s arm. 


“Ever since I arrived here, it’s been one surprise after another. Now 
that I’ve caught you like this, how about giving me an explanation?” 
Eugene requested. 


Ciel reluctantly complied, “...You just need to make your way to the 
Black Lion Castle.” 


Eugene snorted, “I’m aware of that much. What I want to know is, 


how troublesome are they planning to make the journey there?” 


“.,.There’ll be sixty Knights of the Black Lion,” Ciel finally admitted 
before turning to him with a pout. “That includes captains as well. All 
of them will be scattered around the mountain, and they’ll attack both 
you and my brother on sight.” 


“TIsn’t that going too far for a Coming-of-Age Ceremony?” Eugene 
asked in surprise. 


“Tt’s because the Elders of the Council have high expectations of you. 
It looks like they also might be a bit suspicious of you. My poor 
brother is just getting caught up in your mess.” 


“Tt’s only natural for them to hold me in high regard, but why are they 
suspicious?” 


“Are you seriously asking such an obvious question? Isn’t it because 
you went around to Nahama after you left Aroth?” 


“It’s my freedom to go wherever I want.” 


“But it looks like the Council Elders might not see it that way. 
Recently, Nahama’s position has been a bit suspicious. Then, in the 
midst of this current tension, you went to Nahama on your own 
accord.” 


“Tf that’s the case, they could have just told me to not go to Nahama in 
the first place,” Eugene grumbled as he patted Ciel’s back in gratitude. 
“So? You’re warning me that they’re concerned I might have gotten 
into some kind of problem that may bring trouble to the clan while I 
was away from the main family?” 


“_,.It’s also for the sake of testing you,” Ciel reminded him before 
turning to look at Eugene. “How long are you going to keep 
humiliating me?” 


“Hey now, watch your words. Since when have I humiliated you?” 
Eugene protested. 


“You're doing it right now,” Cile pointed out. 


“This isn’t humiliating you. I’m just subduing you,” Eugene grumbled 
as he got off her back. 


Ciel immediately pushed herself up, so she was now sitting up 
straight, and then brushed off the dirt staining her uniform. 


“You almost broke a bone,” Ciel complained. 


Eugene dismissed her anger, “If nothing is broken, that means you’ll 
be just fine.” 


The wyvern that had been slammed into the ground raised its head 
with a whimper. At this, Ciel quickly got up and went over to the 
wyvern, stroking its scales as if she was brushing a pet’s fur. 


“Sixty knights, you say...,” Eugene muttered as he stood there, lost in 
thought for a few moments. “That’s way too many for attacking just 
the two of us.” 


“...That’s because the mountain is so large,” Ciel chimed in. “Also, 
they’re not just here to attack you. They’re also here to keep you and 
my brother from entering any hazardous locations.” 


“Hazardous locations?” Eugene’s eyes lit up as he looked at Ciel. 
“Where?” 


Taken aback, Ciel reminded him, “...I did say that those places are 
dangerous. You should have encountered monsters on your way here, 
right? There are a lot of monsters on this mountain.” 


“So what you're saying is that they’re here to prevent us from entering 
the territory of dangerous monsters? Is that all there is to it?” Eugene 
asked skeptically. 


Vermouth’s grave might be located somewhere on this mountain. 
Eugene hoped that she might mention something about this as he 
turned to look at Ciel. 


“Although you can only find ogres in this area, if you head in a bit 
deeper, you might just meet some dangerous things that hunt ogres 
for fun,” Ciel warned. 


“Things?” 
“Demonic beasts,” Ciel’s expression twisted as she said this. 


Eugene’s eyes chilled as he demanded, “Demonic beasts? What are 
demonic beasts doing here?” 


“ ..They’re being bred here to serve as combat experience for the 
Knights of the Black Lion,” Ciel hesitantly admitted. 


“Humans are breeding demonic beasts?” Eugene asked before bursting 
into disbelieving laughter. 


A while ago, back on Bolero Street, Eugene had heard the stories 
about humans secretly purchasing demonfolk as slaves. At that time, 
he had also been incredulous, but this idea of breeding demonic beasts 
was even more ridiculous than that. 


Demonic beasts were neither livestock nor monsters. It was impossible 
to breed them. Although they called it ‘breeding’, they had probably 
just released the demonic beasts deep in the mountains. 


Compared to how dangerous demonic beasts were, summoning them 
wasn’t that difficult. A wizard skilled in summoning magic could 
summon demonic beasts without any special offerings. 


That was why, three hundred years ago, the world had become 
infested with demonic beasts. By meddling with the summoning magic 
circles that were being cast all over the place, those fucking Demon 
Kings had tricked the wizards using them into summoning demonic 
beasts instead of what they had been planning to summon. The 
demonic beasts that had been spread across the world as a result of 
this had reproduced among themselves, birthing offspring, forming 
groups, and then attacking people. 


“Tt’s not that dangerous,” Ciel quickly added as she saw Eugene’s face 
harden. “Every week, we inspect the demonic beasts’ territories and 


cull them. Through this process, the knights can accumulate practical 
experience and—” 


“Do you think it’s okay just because they’re demonic beasts?” Eugene 
asked as he narrowed his eyes and glared at Ciel. “Our ancestor’s tomb 
should be somewhere on this mountain. So I really can’t understand 
this. How could you let demonic beasts, of all things, roam freely on 
our ancestor’s gravesite?” 


“Why are you getting angry at me?” Ciel protested. 


“As a member of the main family, this isn’t something I can help but 
get angry about,” Eugene argued back. 


“Since when were you so passionate about the clan?” Ciel pouted as 
she climbed onto the wyvern’s back. “As far as I know, our ancestor’s 
tomb is nowhere near the demonic beast’s territory. It’s not like the 
Council of Elders is crazy, so how could they release demonic beasts 
near our ancestor’s tomb?” 


Eugene asked, “Then where is it?” 


“How am I supposed to know? What’s clear is that it isn’t anywhere 
near the demonic beasts' habitat. I’ve gone out culling demonic beasts 
several times, but ’ve never picked up anything about our ancestor’s 
tomb,” Ciel offered up this information. 


Eugene’s brow furrowed as he got lost in thought, ‘If that’s the case... 
somewhere where the demonic beasts aren’t around. Where could it be? 
This mountain is way too large... ’ 


She had told him that the Elders on the Council were suspicious of 
him. That was an annoyance. He’d been planning on scouring the 
mountain while pretending to be heading towards the Black Lion 
Castle. 


‘I already have too much attention on me, so it’s obvious that I’ll be in for 
it if I do anything needlessly suspicious. ’ 


Now that things had turned out like this, Eugene had no choice but to 
use the other method he had thought of. Although he didn’t feel too 


satisfied with this situation, for now, Eugene had decided to just 
quietly head towards Black Lion Castle. He would have to explain why 
he stopped by Nahama in any case. He might have given Lovellian the 
excuse that he was going there to try the cactus scorpions, but that 
excuse wouldn’t work on the old fogies of the Council. 


Eugene finished his calculations and looked up at Ciel, “...Where do 
you think you’re going?” 


Ciel had gotten onto her wyvern and was stroking its neck as it kept 
whimpering and moaning in pain. 


“Why would you ask something so obvious? I’ll be heading back,” Ciel 
answered impatiently. 


“Who decided that?” 
“T did. You got a problem with that?” 


“Tm thinking of taking you as my hostage and riding your wyvern 
back to the castle,” Eugene confessed. 


“Don’t say something so ridiculous,” Ciel grumbled as she tugged on 
the reins. “Before I go, let me give you some advice. It would be best 
for you to get out of here as soon as possible.” 


“Why exactly is that?” Eugene inquired. 


Ciel explained, “Since I targeted you from the start, I’m just the one 
who got to you the fastest. The other knights will also be on their way 
soon.” 


“Who?” 


“T don’t know. But the captains should arrive a little later than them. 
They were all over by the castle wall the—” 


Before she had finished speaking, Eugene rushed over and attacked 
Ciel. Startled by the sudden assault, Ciel released the reins and leaped 
backward. 


Fwooosh! 


The wind blowing from Eugene pushed Ciel’s body back even further. 
At the same time, Eugene grabbed onto the wyvern’s reins. 


“Kyaaaak!” 


The wyvern let out a loud scream and attempted to buck off Eugene. 
In response to this, Eugene let go of the reins and placed his hand on 
the nape of its neck. 


“You wanna die?” he asked. 


As a wyvern, it wasn’t able to understand human language. But why 
should that matter? It had been bred and raised by human hands to fly 
with people on its back, and it had even been outfitted with a saddle 
and reins. The wyvern might not be able to understand Eugene’s 
words, but it could feel the power and killing intent coming from the 
hand on its neck. What’s more, it had already been beaten up by him 
once. 


The wyvern no longer screeched in protest and immediately spread its 
wings. Sometimes, physical communication was an even faster method 
than verbal communication. Eugene smirked and grabbed the 
wyvern’s reins. 


“This will be my first time riding a wyvern,” Eugene muttered. 


Even so, thanks to him beating it up in advance, the wyvern was 
extremely obedient. It flapped its wings and rose into the air. 


“You son of a bitch!” Ciel screamed, having landed on the ground. 
“Draggy! Come back here!” 


“Tf you go back, P’ll kill you,” Eugene growled in a low voice as he 
shook its reins. 


Kyaaaak! 


The wyvern ignored Ciel’s cry and ascended into the air. 


After it had risen quite a bit higher into the sky, Eugene was able to 
look down and survey the whole forest. After scanning the forest for a 
few moments, Eugene lifted his head and looked ahead. In the 
distance, he spotted the Black Lion Castle. 


“Whoa now,” Eugene exclaimed to himself. 


He didn’t just see the castle. He also spotted the dozens of wyverns 
flying his way. Narrowing his eyes, Eugene checked the identities of 
the wyvern riders. He couldn’t see Carmen. Although he didn’t know 
the other captains’ appearances, he didn’t see anyone who seemed 
strong enough to be a captain. 


In that case, there was no reason for him to hesitate. 
“Hyah!” Eugene shouted as he shook the reins. 


The wyvern flapped its wings and flew straight ahead. As Eugene felt 
the wind in his face, he changed the shape of his cloak. The wildly 
flapping cloak turned thin and clung to Eugene’s body. 


“What a brazen child...!” 


The knight riding the lead wyvern couldn’t stop himself from clicking 
his tongue in surprise. Had Eugene really dared to steal a wyvern and 
soar up into the sky? Although that might be the best option if you 
wanted to get to the castle quickly, wouldn’t that only be the case if 
there wasn’t anyone looking to obstruct him? 


By soaring into the sky like this, Eugene was bound to attract 
everyone’s attention. And as a matter of fact, all of the knights who 
had been hovering over the forest were now flocking to Eugene. 


“Be careful,” one of the knights reminded the others. 
“We know,” the other knights replied with a nod. 


Since the purpose of this trial was ultimately just a test, they couldn’t 
take their attacks too far. That said, they couldn’t be too merciful 
either. As they kept these requirements in mind, the knights pulled out 


their weapons. 


Eugene couldn’t feel any hostility or killing intent from them. He 
grinned and stood up on the wyvern's back. From what he could see, 
the Knights of the Black Lion were quite impressively skilled. Even in 
his previous life, he had never seen a knightly order made up of such 
outstanding talents. 


However, no matter how exceptionally skilled they might be, it didn’t 
seem like they were meeting him with their full resolve. If they didn’t 
hold any hostility or killing intent, then they wouldn’t be much of a 
test for Eugene. 


‘Shall I take a look?’ 


Instead, Eugene felt like he should be the one testing the Knights of 
the Black Lion. Eugene jumped off of the wyvern’s back without any 
hesitation. The wind following behind him blew Eugene’s body 
forward. 


The knights couldn’t help but be surprised at this sudden action. 
Although they had already known that Eugene could fly through the 
air, the knights were astonished, because they didn’t expect that he 
would really charge at them instead of changing direction. 


The cry rang out, “Block him!” 


The knights scattered to form a wall. Those among the knights who 
were carrying bows nocked their arrows. 


Then, they loosed their arrows all at once. The arrows they shot didn’t 
lose their power even when going against the wind. Instead of 
intercepting the airs that were flashing towards him, Eugene twisted 
his body in mid-air. 


In an instant, his cloak unfurled and swallowed all the arrows. Then it 
immediately released the arrows in the same direction they had come 
from. 


‘Even the arrowheads are blunt,’ Eugene noted. ‘This is quite the gentle 
ambush.’ 


That being said, if Eugene was hit by an arrow going that fast, it 
might not pierce his skin, but it would still break his bones. With a 
mischievous smile, he infused his wind into the returning arrows. 
With this, the arrows accelerated as if they were being pulled forwards 
by the wind, though their trajectories went all over the place. 


However, not a single one of the knights was struck by the arrows. 
They skillfully swung their weapons to clear away the arrows, then 
checked back on Eugene’s movements. 


He wasn’t there. 
‘It’s Blink!’ they instantly realized. 


Then one of them felt something coming from the side. Without any 
hesitation, the knight stabbed his sword sideways. Eugene, who had 
just appeared in that spot, twisted his body and waved his hand. 


Clang! 
A short dagger collided with the knight’s sword. 
Chiiiing! 


Eugene’s body rotated like a top. He climbed up on top of the knight’s 
sword and then instantly plunged down to a distance within arm’s 
reach. 


“Bang,” Eugene uttered. 


A ball of wind exploded in the space between Eugene and the knight. 
The knight had hurriedly raised his Mana Shield, but the wind still 
sent the knight’s body flying backward. Eugene used the wyvern’s 
back as a stepping stone and leaped into the air once more. 


“Haha!” a nearby knight burst into laughter as he thrust with his 
spear. 


Eugene recognized the knight’s face. It was Naishon Lionheart, the 
commander of the Third Division that he had met back in Aroth. 


Naishon asked, “So, where have you dropped off Lady Ciel?!” 


“Back down there,” Eugene replied to his shout as he drew a spear 
from his cloak. 


Clack clack clack! 


Their two spears intertwined, collided, and were pulled back, all 
within that short engagement. 


Naishon was no longer laughing as he thought with amazement, ‘I was 
actually pushed back?’ 


Even with Eugene in such an unstable position, Naishon hadn’t been 
able to pin him with his spear thrust. Instead, it was Naishon who had 
been pushed back. Even though he hadn’t made serious use of his 
mana, Naison still couldn’t believe this fact. 


“Hmph...!” Naishon grunted as he hardened his expression and swung 
his spear again. 


Instead of meeting him in combat, Eugene was carried away by the 
wind and soared higher into the air. There was no real need for 
Eugene to face his opponents with just his weapons. Eugene confirmed 
the positions of the surrounding wyverns and then infused the wind 
with his mana. 


With this, he transformed the wind into a storm of magical blades. 
The blades rushed out in all directions to attack the wyverns. The 
wyverns might have a strong resistance to magic, but they wouldn’t be 
able to disrupt the density of Eugene’s spells with just that. 


It was obvious that their bodies would be turned into pincushions if 
they just stayed where they were, so the wyverns had no choice but to 
retreat. The impatient knights let go of their wyverns’ reins and stood 
up in their saddles. They were preparing to jump into the air and 
catch Eugene themselves. They might not have expected the situation 
to turn out like this, but the knights were also well-trained for aerial 
battles. 


But before the knights could leap off— 


Boooom! 


Something shot up from the ground like a cannonball. Eugene 
immediately twisted his body and spread his cloak wide open. 
However, the Cloak of Darkness wasn’t able to swallow the attack like 
it had done last time. As the back of the cloak bulged hugely, Eugene 
spun his whole body around. 


The unswallowed cannonball was instead released into the sky. 
Eugene glanced at the tail of the receding cannonball. 


‘It’s a rock?’ 


It wasn’t some kind of spell. It was just a rock that had been picked up 
and thrown with all of someone’s strength. Eugene snorted in 
amusement and looked down. 


But soon, he couldn’t help but raise his gaze once more. 
“Hey,” came a greeting. 
It was Carmen Lionheart. 


Having rocketed up right in front of him before he had even realized 
she was coming, she raised her heel high and then slammed it down 
onto Eugene. 


1. This is the name of the wyvern. The original Korean text named it 
Yongyong, but as it sounded too Asian for the story’s setting and was 
changed to an English equivalent instead. = 


Chapter 78 
The Black Lion Castle (3) 


Eugene wasn’t able to give a reply to her casual greeting. Although he 
had blocked it with his sword, Carmen’s foot was incredibly heavy, 
sending Eugene’s body plummeting downward. 


‘As expected,’ Eugene hummed in thought. 


He wasn’t panicked by this. This was Carmen Lionheart after all, the 
Captain of the Third Division of the Knights of the Black Lion. She was 
Gilead’s aunt, and one of the oldest knights that Eugene had ever met. 
Since Carmen had been born to the direct line, she had to have 
learned the White Flame Formula, so if Carmen hadn’t been as strong 
as she had just shown herself to be, Eugene would have instead felt 
disappointed. 


Bang! 


The wind whirling around Eugene spooled out in a wide circle, 
arresting his fall. As Eugene gently landed on the ground, he glanced 
down at his stiff arms. 


‘My strength falls below hers by quite a bit,’ he noted. 


A stone that Carmen had just picked up casually and thrown at him 
had almost pierced right through his Cloak of Darkness. Even the 
Death Knight that he had met in Nahama hadn’t been as strong as 
Carmen. 


This fact slightly touched on Eugene’s self-esteem. Of course, the 
Death Knight he had met there was just a poor example of a Death 
Knight. Next to the Death Knights that Eugene had seen in his 
previous life, especially those controlled by Belial, otherwise known as 
the Demon King of Incarceration’s Staff, Amelia Merwin’s Death 
Knight was so crudely constructed that it couldn’t even stand in 


comparison. 


Eugene darkly thought to himself, ‘To think that she fucked up the Death 
Knight made from my corpse to that extent... ’ 


Making a Death Knight from his corpse was already more than enough 
to make him tremble in rage, but the fact that his Death Knight had 
been so weak only further annoyed Eugene and made him even 
angrier. Eugene tried not to think about it as much as he could help it, 
but recalling those unpleasant memories in such a situation made him 
grind his teeth in anger. 


“.,.Was my greeting too harsh?” Carmen asked as she slowly fell 
towards him, having spotted how twisted Eugene’s expression had 
become. 


While straightening the coat flapping around her shoulders, Carmen 
eyed Eugene. 


“Tt seems to have made you very angry,” she commented. 


“T wasn’t angered because of you, Lady Carmen,” Eugene replied, as 
he calmed himself by releasing his rage in an exhale. 


Above, the knights on their wyverns were still flying over. It wasn’t 
just in the sky either. The knights who had been spread throughout 
the forest were also gathering at this location. 


“Aren’t you focussing a bit too much effort on encircling me?” Eugene 
asked as he saw this happen. 


“Tt’s because you’re a lot more capable than we had expected. After 
all, Cyan still hasn’t been able to shake off the illusion of his fears,” 
Carmen replied with an aloof expression on her face. 


She waved at the approaching knights to keep their distance, then she 
pulled out a pocket watch from inside her vest. 


“Don’t think too badly of us,” she requested. “This just shows that 
we're paying you the attention that you deserve, and since I’ve even 


taken action personally, your test will be over quickly.” 
“What do you mean by that?” Eugene asked curiously. 
“Three minutes.” 

Click. 

Carmen flipped open her pocket watch. 


“Tf you can withstand my assault for three minutes, I'll take you 
straight to the Black Lion Castle,” Carmene offered her challenge. 


“ ..Three minuuutes...?” Eugene drew out inquiringly. 


“Because if you’re capable of that, then there’s no point in continuing 
this test any longer. What? Not confident enough? If you think that’s 
too long, then I can reduce it to one minute.” 


“daha? 


Her confidence was only natural. He could understand why that 
would be the case. That said, Eugene couldn’t help but let out a snort 
of derision. To think that he would really be reduced to hearing such 
words... 


‘Well, fine... Things like this happen. To that granny over there, I’m just 
her many-years-younger grand-nephew.’ 


Although he might have understood this, Eugene still unconsciously 
showed his annoyance by referring to Carmen as that ‘granny’. 


“That’s fine with me, since I’m young and full of spirit, but at great- 
aunt’s age, won’t it be too rough for you to move your body so 
vigorously for three whole minutes?” 


His unconscious impudence didn’t just stop with his thoughts. As 
Eugene blatantly asked such a rude question, Carmen’s hand that was 
holding the pocket watch started to tremble in anger. Even the faces 


of the knights surrounding them paled as they stared at Eugene in 
horror. The air itself seemed to be pervaded by a frosty chill. 


Carmen impatiently threw her still-open pocket watch at her 
lieutenant, Naishon. 


“One minute,” Carmen spat out as she widened her stance. “That 
should be more than enough time for this.” 


As if to lend credence to her words, the pure white flames of the 
White Flame Formula engulfed Carmen. The mana flames clung 
tightly to Carmen’s body, showing no signs of wastage, as sparks 
scattered from her like a lion’s mane. 


‘Whoa...,’ Eugene thought as he honestly admired Carmen’s skillful 
application of her mana. 


It was difficult to grasp the full capacity of Carmen’s mana, because 
she was deliberately expelling the bare minimum, but Eugene could 
tell from how she condensed her mana that she possessed great 
strength. 


Carmen didn’t concede the chance to make the first attack. She 
disappeared from in front of Eugene’s sight. Though that’s what his 
eyes were telling him, Eugene didn’t miss Carmen’s movements. 


Clang! 


Eugene’s body staggered sideways as one of Carmen’s boots knocked 
Wynnyd’s blade aside. Instead of righting his unbalanced body, 
Eugene twisted himself around fully. His sword slipped past Carmen’s 
boot and thrust at her waist. 


A hand clad in a leather glove met the sword’s trajectory. With one 
hand, Carmen diverted the sword strike, and with the other hand, she 
struck at Eugene. 


“Huh,” Carmen grunted. 


Her rage at those words that should not have been said faded away 


into surprise. 


Eugene had parried Carmen’s fist with another sword that he had 
pulled out without her noticing and was able to stand his ground after 
having been pushed a few steps back. 


‘I was intending to break one of his ribs with that,’ Carmen thought in 
surprise. 


She had swung her fist with that intention, but she hadn’t been able to 
properly land a blow onto Eugene’s body. Carmen dropped her serious 
expression and smiled brightly. 


Then, her offensive grew even more intense. As Eugene had realized 
upon seeing her, Carmen didn’t use any weapons. Even among the rest 
of the Lionhearts, she was quite the unusual character. Ever since a 
young age, without holding any weapons, she had gotten into fights 
with just her bare body. 


After decades of fighting like this, her flying fists had become faster 
than spears, and a swing of her leg was sharper than any sword. 
Facing Carmen’s skills, Eugene couldn't help but feel sincere 
admiration. With such a level of skill, she would have been able to 
make a name for herself even during those terrible times three 
hundred years ago. 


That’s why Eugene couldn’t help but feel disappointed. 
Eugene thought, ‘I’d like to fight with her seriously, but... ’ 


He wanted to fight with her without having to limit their strength so 
that they didn’t kill each other — to fight her without thinking of the 
consequences. Although that was what Eugnee truly desired, there 
was no way that they could really do that. After all, there was no 
reason for either of them to do so. 


‘But currently, it feels like I would be the one to lose,’ Eugene admitted to 
himself. 


Even if he tried to use Ignition, he still wouldn’t be able to win. The 
current Eugene wasn’t yet able to fully demonstrate this skill from his 


past life. Of course, he couldn’t be sure of that until he tried it, but 
Eugene didn’t feel the need to test that just yet. 


Eugene observed as he fought, ‘If I compare them in terms of how much 
pressure they give off, she’s on par with Amelia Merwin... No, I shouldn’t 
jump to conclusions. After all, Amelia Merwin was truly determined to kill 
me.’ 


Through this battle with Carmen, he was able to roughly estimate the 
skill levels of the rest of the Knights of the Black Lion. 


If the six Captains were all around the same level of strength as 
Carmen, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to claim that the Knights of 
the Black Lion were the strongest of all the knightly orders that 
Eugene had ever met. At the very least, according to Eugene’s 
memories from three hundred years ago, there was no knightly order 
that sported a similar concentration of such skilled individuals. 


‘Had we had such a knightly order with us three hundred years ago, we 
wouldn’t have been as exhausted as we were,’ Eugene speculated 
regretfully. 


It had to be taken into account that a lot of time had passed since 
then. In such a long time, everything was sure to have developed to 
some level. Wasn’t magic alone evidence enough for this? Although 
the wizards from three hundred years ago had certainly been 
exceptional, the wizards of the current era were learning magic far 
more advanced than what had been taught in the past. 


It might be possible for combat techniques to undergo remarkable 
advances during a war, but that didn’t mean that these techniques 
would have just stagnated or even degraded during the three hundred 
years of peace. 


‘Even so, I’m actually quite happy with this state of affairs.’ 


Enduring the onslaught of attacks, Eugene concentrated his focus even 
as he felt pain erupt all over his body. 


‘After all, I’m not some kind of old-fashioned has-been.’ 


In fact, Eugene’s ‘ancient technique’ was still able to hold up even 
with Carmen as his opponent. Although Eugene himself might not feel 
like his skills were adequately polished, he still had the free time to 
look for an opening as he parried each of Carmen’s attacks. 


However, Carmen didn’t show him any weakness that he could take 
advantage of. If only he had enough strength, then Eugene could have 
forced an opening somehow, and he might have been able to induce 
an opening by daring to mix in a few faints, but Eugene didn’t feel the 
need to do that. 


“About those three minutes—,” Eugene gasped. 
Bambambam! 


As he parried Carmen’s fists one final time, Eugene quickly retreated 
backwards. Wynnyd was fine, but the black blade in his left hand was 
so chipped and cracked that it was now unusable. 


“Haven't they passed already?” Eugene finished asking as he placed 
the broken sword back inside his cloak. 


Carmen furrowed her brows as she looked at Eugene, but she didn’t 
continue her attacks. 


‘ couldn’t get in a solid hit,’ Carmen thought with regret as she glanced 
down at her own hands. 


The leather on her gloves had been roughened, and several tiny tears 
could be seen. Certainly, she had done her best to hold back her 
strength, but... The fact of the matter was that Carmen still hadn’t 
been able to overwhelm a boy who was so much younger than she 
was. 


“..Isn’t there still a minute left?” Carmen argued. 
“Left? As if. ’m telling you that the time is up,” Eugene insisted. 


“There’s no way.” 


“T was counting the seconds inside my head.” 
“You were counting the seconds even as you fought with me?” 


“Well, that’s just thanks to the fact that Lady Carmen kept things in 
hand.” 


Not only did Eugene not want to provoke Carmen any further, it was 
also the truth that time was up. 


But Eugene had also stopped because he had noticed an opponent that 
he couldn’t help but be interested in, even more than Carmen. 


His perfectly healthy body had suddenly started throbbing in agony as 
it felt like it was being crushed into pieces. As Eugene felt this false 
sense of pain, he turned to look around. It wasn’t obvious what was 
emitting this ominous sensation, but Eugene’s acute senses were still 
able to confirm the source of this ‘force’. 


“... The Annihilation Hammer Jigollath. ’ 


Among the knights who were spectating his battle with Carmen, 
Eugene spotted a particularly tall fellow. Although this was the first 
time seeing him in person, Eugene immediately knew who this was. 


The current master of the Annihilation Hammer Jigollath, Captain of 
the First Division, Dominic Lionheart. He locked eyes with Eugene for 
a few moments before blinking and showing a faint smile. 


“Impressive,” Dominic spoke up. 


He pushed his way to the front of the knights and approached both 
Eugene and Carmen. 


“Tt’s difficult to believe that a nineteen-year-old is able to show such 
movements. Eugene Lionheart, word of how exceptional you are has 
been constantly ringing in my ears for a while now, but... to be honest 
I thought that, as rumors, they were bound to be exaggerated. Now 
that ’ve seen you myself, instead it seems like the rumors have failed 
to properly encapsulate you,” Dominic said flatteringly. 


“',.That’s an exaggeration,” Eugene respectfully denied the flattery 
with a deep bow of his head. 


The hammer that Dominic wore at his waist had a black handle that 
was covered in uneven bumps, making it look like blood vessels had 
sprouted all over it. This appearance made it obvious that it was far 
from an ordinary hammer. 


“Sir Carmen, do we need to continue the test?” Dominic asked. 


“...No,” Carmen replied with a shake of her head as she smoothed out 
her furrowed brows. “I don’t believe that there is any need for further 
testing. But perhaps you feel otherwise?” 


“T don’t believe that there is a need to expand this test to include my 
involvement. Though I’m not sure how any of the others might feel,” 
as he said this, Dominic turned to look around them. 


“Tf there are no objections, then let’s head to the castle immediately,” 
Carmen said, and she was the first to walk away from the scene. 


The knights of the Third Division, which was led by Carmen, 
immediately followed after her. 


Eugene looked around at the remaining knights before tilting his head 
to the side and asking, “...Is Sir Gion not here today?” 


“He’s currently acting as the lieutenant of the Fifth Division, who are 
stationed elsewhere,” Dominic replied. “Just based on his skills, Gion 
is already good enough to be promoted to a captain’s position. Since 
the Captain of the Fifth Division will be retiring soon, he was 
transferred over to the Fifth Division in order to ensure a smooth 
handover of power.” 


Dominic patted Eugene on the shoulder as he passed by. 


Then, he continued, “Since young master Cyan’s test hasn’t ended yet, 
you won't be able to meet with him immediately, but you should be 
able to see him again in three days’ time at the very latest, once he 
reaches the Black Lion Castle.” 


Eugene unconsciously laughed at the words, ‘three days.’ In other 
words, it was assumed that this surprise test would take up three days 
at the very most. Eugene was resistant to mental attacks, so he hadn’t 
been forced to wander the forest, but Cyan would be lost in the forest 
for the next few days, battling both ghosts and monsters. 


‘After that, he still needs to break through the encirclement of the Black 
Lion Knights,’ Eugene realized in amusement. 


After sending his condolences to Cyan, who was still letting out 
screams somewhere in the forest, Eugene began following the knights. 


Just as he was about to leave the spot, he heard a loud shout. 
“You evil bastard!” 


It was Ciel. She was panting for breath on the back of her wyvern, 
whose chin he had shattered, her arms swinging in circles as she 
threw a tantruml1], 


“How could you just leave me like that?!” Ciel demanded. 


“Well, it looks like he found his way back to you, so no harm done. It 
seems that wyvern of yours is quite clever. It even knows to go 
looking for his master when left on its own,” Eugene praised. 


This was a lucky turn of events for him. In order to get to the Black 
Lion Castle that was near the peak of the mountain, Eugene would 
have had to ride a wyvern, but it was much better to ride a wyvern 
together with Ciel than with some unfamiliar knight. 


“’..You want to ride together?” Ciel confirmed hesitantly. 
Eugene asked,“What, do you not want to?” 


“...It’s not like I don’t want to,” Ciel shyly admitted. “But wouldn’t it 
be better for you to ride in the front?” 


“Tt’s your wyvern, so why should I ride in the front? Stop with the 
complaints and just shift over so that I can ride behind you,” Eugene 


ordered her. 


“Tt’s fine as it is. What are you waiting for? Just get behind me 
already,” as if she hadn’t even been angry in the first place, Ceil 
grinned and patted the saddle right behind her. “You should hang on 
tightly. Otherwise, you might fall from the sky.” 


“IT won't die even if I do fall,” Eugene defended himself half-heartedly. 


Ciel remained cheerful, “It’s just because I care about you. Get a bit 
closer... and where do you think you’re putting your hands? Don’t 
grab onto Draggy’s scales, you'll hurt him, you know.” 


“Tf it feels pain from someone lightly touching its scales, can you 
really call it a wyvern? That would make it just a knock-off lizard 
bastard.” 


“Draggy might be a wyvern, but he’s still sensitive.” 


The other knights had already gotten onto their wyverns and were 
flying off, but Eugene and Ciel were still stuck quarreling on the 
ground. Eventually, Eugene found that he couldn’t win against Ciel’s 
stubbornness, and he placed both hands around her waist. 


“Why are you holding onto me so awkwardly? Just hug me tightly 
already,” Ciel demanded. 


“Hah,” Eugene sighed. 


What a nuisance. As he silently grumbled to himself, he wrapped his 
arms tightly around Ciel’s waist. 


“Kagh!” Ciel grunted. 


This was different from what she had imagined. It felt like her 
intestines were about to pop out of her throat. 


Ciel gasped and twisted her body, “A-a little gentler...” 


“What am I supposed to do if I fall off after holding onto you gently?” 
Eugene asked with false concern. 


“Just... just grab onto my waist. That should be fine...,” Ciel finally 
conceded. 


How demanding of her. Eugene grinned and relaxed his arms, gently 
placing his hands on Ciel’s waist. Ciel panted as she caught her breath 
and turned to glare at Eugene. However, there was nothing that she 
could accuse him of, so she eventually just kept her mouth shut and 
climbed into the sky. 


Like this, they continued to fly through the sky for a while, the Black 
Lion Castle at the peak of the mountain didn’t seem to draw any closer 
than at the beginning of their flight. Compared to the other knights, 
the flight speed of Ciel’s wyvern seemed particularly slow. And on top 
of that, instead of heading directly for the castle, the direction that 
they were flying in seemed to be drifting slowly. 


“What are you doing?” Eugene demanded. 


“Since you're here, wouldn’t it be nice for us to go on a bit of a walk,” 
Ciel suggested. 


Eugene insisted, “Rather than a walk, I feel like it would be a lot more 
refreshing to just go to the castle, get something to eat, and then take 
a bath.” 


“T’m just letting you know that, if you go there, you’re in for a 
lecture,” Ciel informed him with a pout as she turned to look at 
Eugene. 


“Why would there be a lecture when I haven’t done anything wrong? I 
have a clear conscience. You should stop pointlessly worrying about it 
and just quickly head there already,” Eugene persuaded her. 


“,.Carefree idiot,” Ciel said with a sniff. 


Even though she was just showing her concern for him. Ciel grumbled 
to herself as she turned her head back around. As he watched her 
cheeks swell with indignation, Eugene pinched her side. 


“Thanks,” he said sincerely. 

“...Don’t pinch me,” Ciel eventually responded. 
“What, it’s not like you have anything there to pinch.” 
“You still pinched my skin, didn’t you?” 


Although she was still grumbling, Ciel’s cheeks weren’t puffed up any 
longer. 


The Black Lion Castle. 


Eugene hadn’t been expecting a welcome party, and there really 
wasn’t one waiting for him. As soon as they arrived at the castle, 
Carmen took Eugene away, heading together with him to the tallest 
tower in the castle. 


“The Black Lion Knights are lacking in manpower,” Carmen revealed 
on their way to the tower. She continued speaking, “The great 
Lionheart clan has a history that spans back three hundred years. Yet, 
there are still too few knights to protect the clan. Don’t you agree?” 


Although the question was sudden, Eugene didn’t get flustered by it. 
While recalling the knights that he had met in the forest, he shrugged 
his shoulders. 


“TIsn’t that something that can’t be helped?” Eugene argued. “Because 
unlike the main estate’s Knights of the White Lion, the Knights of the 
Black Lion are strictly people from the Lionheart clan.” 


The inheritance of the Lionheart clan could only be passed down the 
direct line. Any siblings who weren’t able to become the Patriarch 
split off to form their own branches, and as this continued, the 
number of collateral branches kept rising. 


Thanks to this, the Lionheart clan had been able to expand widely, but 
it was impossible for all of these descendants to possess exceptional 


talent. Thus, it was only natural for the Knights of the Black Lion, who 
drew solely upon those related by the Lionheart blood, to have fallen 
into a manpower shortage. 


“That’s something that can’t be helped. The Knights of the Black Lion 
are forced to deal with the Lionheart clan’s dirty issues, as well as 
their other duties.” Muttering this, Carmen turned to glance at 
Eugene. “Like your brother. As with Eward’s issue, the Knights of the 
Black Lion are charged with intervening in the various problems faced 
by the Lionheart clan. Most of these are problems concerning the 
clan’s prestige.” 


There were far too many collateral branches. This was the result of the 
seeds sown by Vermouth and his family traditions. 


Carmen continued, “There are those whose blood has thinned out so 
much that, by all rights, they should no longer claim to be a 
Lionheart. However, they still have the right to bear the Lionheart 
name. The problem is... when they use that thin blood of theirs to 
tarnish the family’s name.” 


Eugene didn’t find it difficult to understand what she meant by those 
words. The Knights of the Black Lion had a duty to actively intervene 
in the clan’s problems. If they saw that the family’s name was being 
tarnished, the Knights of the Black Lion were the ones who would 
enforce the corresponding punishment, based on their own judgment. 


“And there’s no way we can allow strangers to have a say in solving 
such problems,” Carmen concluded. 


“Ts there something that you want to say to me?” Eugene asked. 


Carmen replied, “The same words that I said to you the last time we 
met.” 


In this tower that seemed to touch the sky, there was an elevator just 
like the one that Eugene had used in Akron. 


Carmen continued speaking as she walked through the wide-open 
elevator doors, “I want you to join the Knights of the Black Lion.” 


“Didn’t I turn down that offer already?” Eugene pointed out. 


“At that time, I hadn’t properly seen how skilled you were. I only got 
a thorough look at you today. The position of the squire for the 
Captain of the Second Division remains open if you want it.” 


“What has he been doing for the past two years instead of looking for 
a squire?” 


“He has tried to recruit a few, but his personality is so harsh that they 
couldn’t endure it.” 


Eugene demanded, “So why should I have to take up such a difficult 
position?” 


“Because your techniques resemble those of Genos, the Captain of the 
Second Division.” As she said this, Carmen blatantly eyed Eugene. “So 
much so that you could even be suspected of being Genos’s disciple.” 


“But this is the first time that I’ve even heard his name,” Eugene 
protested. 


Carmen changed the subject, “If you do become his squire, I think that 
you two would really hit it off [2]. Also, with a position in the Knights 
of the Black Lion, you can contribute greatly to the glory of the clan.” 


“Although I care about the clan’s glory, I’d like to prioritize my own 
glory first,” Eugene confessed. 


There were quite a lot of places here and there that he wanted to visit. 


‘If I was forced to become a squire, I would rather go back to Aroth 
instead.’ 


The Crown Prince of Aroth had promised Eugene the position of 
Commander of the Court Wizards. Eugene might hold a bit of interest 
in the Knights of the Black Lion, but no matter how you looked at it, 
there was no way that he could be both a member of the Knights of 
the Black Lion and the Commander of Aroth’s Court Wizards at the 
same time. 


If he placed the two of them on a scale, Eugene’s heart would, of 
course, lean towards Aroth’s offer. 


“Setting that aside... Why, after calling me all the way to this remote 
location, are they summoning me now?” Eugene asked. 


“Why do you think?” Carmen returned his question. 


“T don’t think it’s just because they want to tell me that I’ve done a 
good job,” admitted Eugene. 


“If you promise to become a member of the Knights of the Black Lion, 
I can tell you,” tempted Carmen. 


Not falling for her ploy, Eugene said, “Even if Lady Carmen doesn’t 
tell me anything, I’ll find out soon enough.” 


“Tt’s regarding your whereabouts,” Carmen easily revealed as she 
pulled a cigar case out of her vest. “They want to know why you went 
to Nahama, and what you might have gotten into there.” 


“They can’t really be suspecting that I have conspired with the sand 
rats in Nahama, can they?” Eugene asked in disbelief. 


“Although the chances of that are very low, they still need to be 
considered. Who would have imagined that Eward Lionheart would 
really attempt to be initiated into black magic?” Carmen said as she 
glanced at Eugene. “Especially since you’re in a good position to 
receive various kinds of offers. You’re exceptionally skilled, but 
because you’re from a collateral line, there seems to be a limit to how 
far you can rise. What if someone offered to give you their support 
and guarantee that you would take the seat of the Patriarch?” 


“T don’t even want to be the Patriarch,” Eugene denied. 


“Tf that’s the case, then we just need to think about it from another 
direction. If it was someone of your skills, then you’re sure to have 
been met with offers of recruitment wherever you went,” Carmen 
stated confidently. “Could the Sultan of Nahama have promised you 
wealth and honor?” 


“T’ve never even met the sultan. Are you interrogating me right now?” 
“That’s right.” 


When Carmen gave an honest reply, Eugene laughed as if he had been 
expecting it. 


“Tf that’s the case, then it seems like I can’t answer Lady Carmen’s 
questions,” Eugene stated calmly. 


The elevator doors opened. Eugene and Carmen walked through them, 
heading to the room at the end of a corridor. 


Carmen shrugged, “Even if you don’t answer me right now, won’t you 
have to give the same explanation to the elders in that room anyway?” 


Before Eugene could even reach his hand out, the door opened, 
revealing the inside of the room. 


Eugene stared at the elders sitting around a round table. Even Gilead, 
the Patriarch, was sitting there; behind the elders stood Dominic 
Lionheart, who had arrived before them, and another man who gave 
off a cold impression just by standing there. It looked like this man 
was Genos Lionheart, the Captain of the Second Division. 


“Good day to you all,” Eguene greeted them with a bow of his head as 
he entered the room. 


“Although this might seem sudden—” As he said this, Eugene raised 
his head and unfurled his cloak. 


His actions were abrupt, but none of the elders moved to restrain 
Eugene. That was because they all possessed more than enough skill to 
defend themselves, and because they detected not a single trace of 
hostility from Eugene’s sudden actions. 


“please take a look at this.” 


Without any hesitation, Eugene pulled something out of his cloak. 


A large statue and a memorial stone were left standing in front of 
Eugene. 


penguin’s thoughts: Eugene and Ciel are heading in the right 
direction, and it’s not the Black Lion Castle @ 


1. Couldn't find an accurate description of it, but it's a trope you 
sometimes see in anime where girls swing their arms in circles while 
going into a tantrum. https://knowyourmeme.com/ 
photos/1846978-anime-manga © 


2. The Korean version of this phrase is ‘the porridge you two would 
make would taste just right’. Think of the Goldilocks story, where one 
person’s porridge is too hot, the other person’s porridge is too cold, 
but by mixing them together, they each get a bowl of perfect porridge 
eo) 
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Genos Lionheart (1) 


The elders sitting at the round table were silent for a few moments. 
They simply stared at the statue and the memorial stone that Eugene 
had pulled out with puzzled expressions. 


Then, someone stood up from their seat. It was a middle-aged man 
whose gray hair had grown closer to white in shade. It was Doynes, 
Leader of the Council of Elders and the Immortal Lionheart. Placing 
his hands behind his back, he slowly walked over to the statue and 
memorial stone. 


“ ..Hm...,” Doynes hummed as he assessed the statue that appeared to 
be in perfect condition, without any trace of damage. 


The level of realism was so amazing that it was hard to believe that 
this was just a statue. After Doynes scanned the statue, which had 
been so realistically carved that even the tiniest of the subject’s scars 
had been reproduced, his gaze then turned to the memorial stone 
placed at its feet. 


“.. Hamel Dynas,” Doynes read. 
“The Stupid Hamel?” came a murmur from the elders. 


Before he had even realized what he was doing, Gilead got up from 
his seat and approached Hamel’s statue. His eyes shifted between the 
statue’s face and the words on the memorial stone, his gaze full of 
surprise. 


“ ,.Where did this statue... How did you even find it?” Doynes turned 
his head to look at Eugene. 


That damned fairy tale had spouted all sorts of obscenities and 
fabrications about Hamel, while permanently labeling him with the 


title of the Stupid Hamel. Now that Eugene had taken out this 
memorial stone and shown it to them, the epithet given by the fairy 
tale would no longer be attached to Hamel, and his honor would 
surely be restored. 


That was why Eugene was happily watching as the council of elders 
exchanged murmurs, their eyes fixed on the memorial stone. 


Eugene began to answer Doynes’s question, “As the elders of the 
Council may be aware, for the past two years I have been studying 
magic in Aroth...” 


Naturally, Eugene had already come up with an excuse. During his 
time in the Royal Library of Aroth, Akron, while he had been 
immersed in the magical texts stored within Wise Sienna’s Hall, he 
had been able to learn about ‘Hamel’s Grave’ through the grimoire, 
Witch Craft. 


“How?” Doynes demanded. 


“Tt’s because I was the first member of the Lionheart clan to ever 
encounter Witch Craft. I suspect that it was probably due to Lady 
Sienna’s arrangements,” Eugene replied, making sure to sound as if he 
wasn’t able to confirm anything and was only making guesses. 


In any case, that was how he had found out about ‘Hamel’s Grave’. 
Then, Eugene had left for Nahama in order to find the grave. 


“Sir Hamel was an old friend of our great ancestor. Unlike the other 
members of his party, he wasn’t able to return from Helmuth, and 
instead he nobly sacrificed himself for the sake of his comrades...,” 
Eugene trailed off in embarrassment. 


To call his own death a noble sacrifice, Eugene felt ashamed to have 
to say these words with his own mouth, but apart from this bit of self- 
aggrandizement, Eugene’s tongue proved to be quite agile as he 
continued his tale. 


“While wandering through the deserts of Nahama, I searched for the 
grave, and I finally discovered its location. Of course, things didn’t 
end up going smoothly. The entrance to Hamel’s grave happened to be 


where the Assassins and Sand Shamans of Nahama had set up their 
camp.” 


“ ..Hm...,” Doynes hummed as he took in these facts. 


“Tm sure that you all are already aware of it, right? That Nahama is 
using the sandstorms to devour Turas’s territory. The subterranean 
dungeon where Hamel’s grave was located just so happened to be 
where the group of Sand Shamans stationed in the desert made their 
base!” 


From that point on, there was no need for Eugene to continue mixing 
lies into his story. Everything else was the truth after all. 


“After breaking through the assault of the Sand Shamans and the 
ambushes from the Assassins, I managed to find my way into Sir 
Hamel’s grave. And there... is where I found this statue and the 
memorial stone,” as Eugene said this, he clenched his fists to keep 
them from trembling in anger. “The grave had been seriously 
damaged by someone. Only the statue and the memorial stone 
remained intact...” 


In order to give a full explanation of what had happened there, 
Eugene had to tell them about Hamel’s corpse and how it had been 
used to create a Death Knight. Eugene calmly unraveled the whole 
story with a sad expression on his face, but the elders listening to him 
couldn’t hide their agitation. 


“T barely managed to defeat the Death Knight, allowing me to recover 
this statue and the memorial stone. But then... I ran into the notorious 
Dungeon Master of the Desert... Amelia Merwin herself.” 


“Ah!” the Elder who was versed in magic shot up from his seat with a 
gasp. “You bumped into the Death Answerer? But... but then, how in 
the world did you come back alive?” 


“That’s... it’s because the Demon King of Incarceration personally 
intervened,” as Eugene said this, he glanced up to take in the elders’ 
reactions. 


The moment that the name of the Demon King of Incarceration was 


uttered, no one was able to remain in their seats. All of the elders 
bolted up and stared at Eugene with frozen-stiff expressions. 


“..The Demon King Incarceration?” 


“Did the overlord of Helmuth truly descend on that location in 
person?” 


Eugene answered their questions calmly, “Yes. He stopped Amelia 
Merwin who was trying to kill me, and allowed me to leave while 
spouting something about the Oath and his goodwill. Also... he told 
me to pass on a warning.” 


“A warning?” 


“He said that freedom without responsibility is just indulgence. It was 
a warning that his goodwill and Helmuth’s continued silence could not 
continue forever.” With this, Eugene had passed on the warning. 


Eugene had no idea what kind of damn oath Vermouth had made. 
However, the Demon King of Incarceration had clearly given a 
warning that the current peace would not last forever. 


Having heard such a warning, they all needed to make preparations 
for when this peace finally broke. 


“..Haaaah...,” Doynes let out a long sigh and shook his head. “...I 
could never have imagined that you would be bringing such earth- 
shaking news with you.” 


They had summoned Eugene in order to interrogate him about his 
whereabouts. However, Eugene’s interrogation had now revealed an 
unexpected, major issue. 


One of the elders brought up his concerns, “Could it be that Helmuth 
is preparing for a war with Nahama acting as their vanguard?” 


“Tt’s too early to jump to conclusions. If the Demon King truly wanted 
to end this peace, then there was no need for him to have given such a 
warning,” Doynes assuaged their fears. After turning to look at rest of 


the muttering elders, Doynes continued speaking, “Freedom without 
responsibility it just indulgence, hm... Do you remember what the 
Demon King of Confinement’s exact words were?” 


Eugene shivered and admitted, “Having faced such a being in person 
and after I was even addressed by him, there is no way that I can 
forget that moment for the rest of my life.” 


He wouldn’t allow himself to forget those words. Eugene’s lips twisted 
in a grimace as he recalled the murderous desire and rage that he had 
felt at that time. 


—I feel like I have continued to show a sufficient amount of goodwill 
and respect to Vermouth’s descendants. 


—I have respected their freedom to not show me any goodwill or 
respect in return. However, I am concerned that you may be taking 
my continued goodwill for granted. First and foremost, I am the ruler 
of numerous demonic beasts and demonfolk, a king of Helmuth. 


—With freedom comes responsibility. Freedom without responsibility 
is just indulgence. Descendant of Vermouth, tell this to everyone in 
the Lionheart clan. Do not take the goodwill that I have granted you 
as an incentive to go too far. If you will not give me my due regard, 
then I shall no longer respect you all. 


—Your ancestor may have made an Oath in exchange for his freedom, 
but now the end of that promise is approaching. The time is coming 
for the wheel that has stalled to resume moving forward once more. 


“Indeed, this is definitely a warning,” Doynes agreed as he shook his 
head in dismay and returned to his seat at the round table. 


He fell into his seat with a thud and was lost in thought for a few 
moments before finally speaking. “First of all, it’s clear that the 
Demon King of Incarceration has left us some leeway. As long as we 
don’t take advantage of his goodwill, that terrible era from three 


hundred years ago should not be recreated in the present.” 


“Since he’s even gone so far as to give us a warning, I believe that the 
current peace is sure to be broken eventually,” Gilead argued with a 
hard expression as he glared at Doynes. “Even now, isn’t Nahama still 
continuing its centuries-long invasion of Turas? How can we be sure 
that Helmuth isn’t behind their evil scheme and that the Demon King 
of Incarceration isn’t the one who goaded them into doing so?” 


“Tf that’s the case, then why don’t you go looking for the Demon King 
of Incarceration and ask him about it yourself, Patriarch?” Doynes 
asked sarcastically as he turned to Gilead with a bitter smile. “This era 
has lasted for three hundred years. After our great ancestor secured 
the Oath and returned from Hemuth, the Demon King of Incarceration 
and the Demon of Destruction no longer threatened the world and 
peace ensued. Patriarch, I have lived for a very long time... and I 
believe that our current peace is both beautiful and precious.” 
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....” Gilead maintained his silence. 


“Of course, it wouldn’t be strange if this peace shattered at any 
moment. The two strongest Demon Kings are still alive and well, and 
the demonfolk and black wizards in sworn service to them have 
spread all over the continent. However, despite all that, peace still 
endures,” Doynes stated firmly. 


Gilead called out to Doynes, “Council Leader.” 


Ignoring the call, Doynes argued, “Even the Great Vermouth wasn’t 
able to defeat the Demon King of Incarceration and the Demon King of 
Destruction. Among the Lionhearts, who do you think would even be 
able to slay a Demon King? Do you think that I’ll be able to do it at 
my age? Or maybe my grandson can do it for me? How about you, 
Patriarch, do you think you can do it?” 


As Doynes spoke, his voice grew increasingly heated. 


He glared at Gilead as he continued, “After gathering all of the 
Lionheart clan’s armed forces, do you dare to boast that they will be 
stronger and more skilled than our ancestor and his companions from 
three hundred years ago? I am certain that you won’t have the 


audacity to do so. Our ancestor took just his four companions with 
him to slay the Demon Kings of Carnage, Cruelty, and Fury. Do you 
really think that there is currently anyone in the world who would be 
capable of repeating such a thing?” 


“...The Lionheart clan aren’t the only ones who should feel threatened 
by this. This warning from the Demon King of Incarceration is aimed 
at everyone in the world,” Gilead eventually pointed out. 


“Yes, you're right,” Doynes easily agreed. “However, we are the 
descendants of the Great Vermouth. If we do end up confronting 
Helmuth, it is we who must oppose them from the forefront. Patriarch, 
in your perspective, do you really think that we are ready for that?” 


Eugene just stood there unmoving, not saying a word. He had been 
expecting this kind of debate to erupt the moment that he passed on 
the warning. 


In any case, this wasn’t something that Eugene needed to pay 
attention to. These armchair generals might quarrel with each 
otherl1]) but this would have no effect on what Eugene had decided 
to do. 


Eugene was Hamel’s reincarnation. Although he didn’t know why 
Vermouth had decided to reincarnate Hamel, or what Vermouth might 
have been thinking, Hamel had long ago sworn to kill all of the 
Demon Kings. That was also the goal that Sienna, Molon, and Anise, 
those who had fought together with Hamel, had sworn themselves to. 


“...About this warning. While neither the Lionheart clan, nor the Kiehl 
Empire would dare to infringe on the Demon King’s goodwill, the 
Holy Empire and the Anti-Demon Alliance are still stationing their 
troops on their borders with Helmuth,” one of the Council Elders 
brought up. 


“Those savage Demon King haters will immediately raise their forces 
to invade Helmuth once we pass on the warning,” Klein said as he 
sweated profusely. 


But Doynes snorted and shook his head in disagreement, “If they were 
that zealous, they would have already mobilized the troops deployed 


there. The Holy Empire and the Anti-Demon Alliance have no 
intention of truly attempting to face Helmuth in a head-on 
confrontation. It’s just a blatant act. If they were to realize that the 
situation is getting serious, they would immediately withdraw their 
forces back from the borders.” 


“ ..The Demon King of Incarceration isn’t the only Demon King in 
Helmuth,” Gilead brought up as he let out a sigh and shook his head. 
“The Demon King of Destruction may have a different opinion from 
the Demon King of Incarceration.” 


Ignoring Gilead’s warning, another Elder proposed, “The Demon King 
of Incarceration at least providing a warning that the Oath would soon 
be ending. He even offered us another chance. If the world decides to 
show him the appropriate respect, then the Demon King of 
Incarceration might... he might even make another Oath with us.” 


“The Oath whose contents we have no clue about?” 


“Of course, the Demon Kings might still just go on a crazy rampage 
like they did three hundred years ago. However, they’re not doing so 
now, right?” 


Eugene didn’t want to listen to such squabbles any longer. 
Interrupting the debate he asked, “Can I take these things back now?” 


Although he had voiced his request as a question, Eugene didn’t wait 
for a reply and immediately placed the statue and the memorial stone 
back inside his cloak. 


Doynes belatedly gave his permission, “...Since you are the one who 
brought it here, then it’s fine for you to take it back with you. But 
what do you intend to do with them?” 


“T would like to take them to the great ancestor’s grave and leave 
them there,” Eugene proposed. 


“...Why there?” Doynes asked. 


Eugene replied, “Sir Hamel’s grave has already been destroyed, but 
please take a look at this memorial stone.” 


Hamel Dynas. 
He was a son of a bitch, an idiot, an asshole, a douche, a piece of trash. 


“.,.Ignore the curses, just look at what’s written below,” Eugene 
awkwardly requested. 


But he was also brave, faithful, wise, and great. 


In remembrance of this stupid man, who sacrificed himself for everyone 
and was the first to leave us. 


“Our great ancestor sincerely mourned Sir Hamel’s death. But the 
grave that they painstakingly dug for him was destroyed by some 
wretched scoundrels and has now collapsed completely,” Eugene said 
without any trace of guilt. “For the sake of the long-deceased Sir 
Hamel... and for the sake of our great ancestor, I believe that this 
statue and memorial stone should be enshrined within our ancestor’s 
tomb.” 


“Hm...,” Doynes and the other elders weren’t able to give him a reply 
immediately and couldn’t help but ponder this request. 


Eugene took advantage of the silence caused by their musing and 
added a few more words, “While I may not have been personally 
taught by Lady Sienna, I have read the masterpiece that she left 
behind, Witch Craft, and I managed to obtain a little understanding. 
My teacher, Sir Lovellian, is someone who had inherited the legacy of 
Lady Sienna, so in a way I, as Sir Lovellian’s disciple, can also call 
myself Lady Sienna’s disciple.” 


To think that the day would come when he willingly called himself 
Sienna’s disciple. 


“In other words, I am both Lady Sienna’s disciple and a descendant of 
our shared ancestor. I am also the last person to have paid tribute to 
Sir Hamel’s gravesite.” 


“\..)” the Elders were left speechless by this list of achievements. 


“As such, I believe that I should be the one to personally place this 
statue and the memorial stone in our great ancestor’s tomb,” Eugene 
finally concluded. 


“.,.1 understand what you're getting at,” Doynes said eventually. 
“However, as you may already be aware, the tomb of our ancestor 
isn’t a place that can be entered as you please. I’m afraid that I can’t 
just grant you permission, but...” 


Doynes stop speaking for a moment to look around the room. 


“If we’re talking about Sir Hamel’s memorial stone, I agree that it 
should be enshrined in our ancestor’s tomb,” Gilead lent his support to 
Eugene’s proposal. 


Carmen nodded, and the reactions of the other elders showed that 
they also agreed. 


“_..If that’s the case, then I have no choice but to open the path 
leading to the tomb,” Doynes conceded. 


Eugene silently cheered with joy. With this, there was no need for him 
to search for Vermouth’s grave while trying to avoid any attention. 


‘I might not be able to open the coffin in front of them, but finding its exact 
location is an important step.’ 


He might not be able to check the contents of the coffin immediately, 
but he could come back later and open the coffin when he was alone. 
At that time, there would be no need to pay any attention to avoiding 
the notice of the Knights of the Black Lion and the Council of Elders. If 
they determinedly tried to block him from doing so, then what was 
stopping him from beating them up and clearing the path anyway? 


“Since I will need time to open up the path, you should store them 
with you for now,” Doynes instructed Eugene. 


“Yes,” accepted Eugene. 


He needed time? Did that mean the tomb was sealed away with 


magic? Eugene wanted to openly ask his questions, but he restrained 
the urge to do so and just nodded quietly. 


Bringing an end to this issue, Doynes said, “Well then... Genos. You 
should take Eugene to his room. Unfortunately it seems that the 
Patriarch’s reunion with his adopted son will have to be postponed for 
a short while. I’m afraid that we still have a lot of things to talk 
about.” 


“Yes,” Genos said, bowing his head and approaching Eugene. 


After bowing his head to the Elders and the Patriarch, Eugene turned 
around and left the room together with Genos. 


‘Looking at this situation, it seems that there is no way that they will 
declare war on Helmuth,’ Eugene thought to himself as he left. 


After the clan delivered word of this warning to the Emperor of Kiehl, 
it seemed likely that the leaders of the various kingdoms would gather 
together to discuss future countermeasures. While it was unlikely that 
any meaningful measures would actually be taken, the mere act of 
discussing countermeasures was enough for Eugene to feel justified at 
having passed on the warning. 


“’,.Kid.” As Eugene was walking down the corridor with Genos, the 
man suddenly spoke up. “Once we arrive at the bottom... let me see 
that statue and the memorial stone once more.” 


“That’s easy, but why make such a request?” Eugene asked 
inquisitively. 


“I want to offer some flowers to him,” Genos revealed. 


Why bring up flowers all of a sudden? Eugene turned to look at Genos 
in confusion, only to freeze up at the sight. 


Genos’s eyes were brimming with tears. 


Eugene hesitated, unsure what to say, “Um... just why are you... 
crying so suddenly?” 


“T’m not crying,” Genos blatantly lied as he widened his eyes and 
looked up at the ceiling. “...I have conjunctivitis, so sometimes... tears 
just flow on their own, regardless of what I’m feeling.” 


Was this guy crazy? 


Eugene didn’t ask any more questions and hastened his walk to the 
elevator. 


1. In Korean, this phrase reads as ‘they’re quarreling over a desk 
discussion’ — a useless debate that is purely academic and fails to 
reflect real life. <> 
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After Genos escorted Eugene down, he told Eugene to wait there for a 
bit and then left to go somewhere. 


He returned before too long, holding a bouquet of wildflowers in one 
hand and a bottle of wine in the other. Eugene had no idea what this 
guy was trying to do with those and just stared at Genos with a 
bewildered expression. 


“The statue?” Genos prompted. 
“’,.Ah, yes,” Eugene quickly agreed. 


Without asking any questions, no matter how much he wanted to, 
Eugene pulled the statue and the memorial stone out of his cloak. 


Right away, a trail of tears started streaming down from Genos’s 
bloodshot eyes once more. No matter how you looked at it, there was 
no way that these tears were just caused by conjunctivitis. 


After Genos had stared at the statue and the memorial stone for quite 
some time, he bowed his head and got onto his knees. Then, with a 
careful hand, he placed the bouquet of flowers and the bottle of wine 
down in front of the memorial stone. 


Next, Genos first filled a glass to the brim with the wine and placed it 
in front of the memorial stone. Then he poured a glass for himself and 
chugged the wine down all by himself. 


Looking at this scene, Eugene felt like he had no choice but to 
seriously consider the question, ‘Could this bastard really be my 
descendant?’ 


But it couldn’t be. This was Genos Lionheart. He was Captain of the 
Second Division of the Knights of the Black Lion, and he was definitely 
Vermouth’s descendant. 


Eugene began speculating, ‘Could a descendant that I didn’t even know 
about... have gotten married to one of Vermouth’s descendants in order to 
produce this brat...? No, there’s no way that could be the case. I definitely 
never had any children.’ 


It wasn’t like Hamel hadn’t had any experience with women, but he 
had never left behind any offspring. On top of that, after becoming 
one of Vermouth’s companions, he had never slept with a woman. 
Sienna and Anise had been keeping their eyes peeled open right next 
to him whenever the possibility came up, Vermouth and Molon had 
never shown any interest in going out to have fun at night, and Hamel 
also wasn’t the type to sneak out and go enjoy the nightlife. 


No matter how much he thought about it, this meant that there was 
no way he could have left behind any descendants. But then, just what 
was this bastard doing, offering flowers and alcohol in front of 
Hamel’s statue and memorial stone while he cried his eyes out? 


“ ,.Ahem,” after watching Genos for a few more moments, Eugene let 
out a low cough. 


During this short amount of time, Genos had completely emptied all of 
the alcohol in the large bottle of wine he had brought with him. 


‘This ill-mannered bastard. He only offered me a little splash of wine, then 
he actually drank the rest of it by himself?” 


Although Eugene had this thought, honestly speaking, he wasn’t 
displeased by all this. Eugene forcefully stilled his twitching cheeks 
and stared down at Genos’s back. 


“Sir Genos... um... just what kind of relationship do you have with Sir 
Hamel?” Eugene finally asked the question that had been burning him 
on the inside. 


(4 


...” Genos, who had been quietly weeping without letting out any 
sobs, turned his head towards Eugene. 


While wiping away the tears running down his cheeks with the back 
of his hand, he let out a long sigh. 


“’..l am Sir Hamel’s disciple,” Genos revealed. 
What kind of crazy talk was this? 


Eugene barely managed to swallow the cry before it could burst out 
from his lips. Then he looked back through all the memories from his 
previous life. 


A disciple? In his past life, he had never once taken in someone as his 
student. During the time when he had become famous as a mercenary, 
there had been quite a few people who had come to him, asking to be 
taught how to use a sword or how to survive on the battlefield; at that 
time, however, Hamel had been so drunk with self-satisfaction that he 
had held no intention of dragging around the burden of someone less 
talented than himself, let alone teaching them. 


Pecan Um... ’m not quite sure I understand what Sir Genos is talking 
about. Sir Hamel is someone who died three hundred years ago, isn’t 
he? From what I’m aware of, he didn’t leave behind any descendants, 
nor did he have any disciples to pass down his teachings,” Eugene 
pointed out. 


“Strictly speaking, what I’ve learnt doesn’t come directly from Hamel,” 
Genos readily admitted. 


But then why was he calling himself Hamel’s disciple? 


“...As with all collateral branches, it comes as no surprise that my 
family line also split away from the direct line. But my distant 
ancestor happens to be Vermouth’s second son,” Genos revealed. 


Three hundred years ago, Vermouth had taken more than ten partners 
and had raised many children. That had marked the beginning of the 
Lionheart clan. It was unknown what Vermouth had been thinking, 
but after a certain point, he had started to seriously consider how to 
preserve his bloodline and secure the purity of his lineage; fortunately 
for him, among his many children, Vermouth’s eldest son was 
unquestionably the best. 


In fact, even if the eldest son hadn’t been as exceptional as he was, it 
wouldn’t have been much of a problem. Because as long as Vermouth 
was determined for his eldest son to succeed him and personally 
provided his guidance, even if his son had been born crippled, he 
would have been able to instill in his son unparalleled skills that 
would have made him incomparable to his other brothers. 


In any case, the eldest son had successfully taken over as the next 
Patriarch after Vermouth, and his many siblings had left the main 
estate to found their own collateral branches. 


Genos continued his explanation, “My ancestor may not have been 
able to become the Patriarch, but it seems that our great ancestor still 
took good care of him. According to family traditions, my ancestor 
wasn’t allowed to pass down the White Flame Formula to his own 
children, but he was able to pass down a different legacy instead.” 


“’,.And what does that have to do with calling yourself a disciple of 
Hamel?” Eugene persisted. 


“The Great Vermouth taught my ancestor Sir Hamel’s techniques,” 
Genos finally revealed as he wiped his damp eyes and raised his head 
proudly. 


Unable to think of what to say, Eugene could only move his lips 
soundlessly. 


Eventually, he wheezed out, “...Sir Hamel’s techniques?!” 


“ ..There’s something that I would like to ask you,” Genos said as he 
got up off of his knees, holding the empty wine bottle. “By any 
chance, could it be that you have discovered a secret manual written 
by Sir Hamel in his tomb?” 


“ .. Huh?” Eugene grunted in confusion. 


“Back then, I was watching as you and Sir Carmen faced each other,” 
Genos confessed. “In truth, it wasn’t really long enough to be called a 
serious confrontation, but it was enough for me to get a glimpse of 
your absurd skills.” 


“’,.So what are you trying to say?” Eugene asked for clarification. 


“The technique you used to divert Sir Carmen’s fists,” Genos took a 
deep breath before continuing, “That... that seems almost identical to 
one of Hamel’s techniques that has been passed down from our 
family’s founding ancestor. But among the many branches of the 
Lionheart clan, ours is the only family that should have inherited Sir 
Hamel’s techniques.” 


(t4 


....” Eugene stayed silent. 


“Tt is an inimitable technique that cannot be used without deep 
comprehension and control of mana, along with a genius instinct for 
battle. I couldn’t believe it when I saw you use it earlier, but if you 
have been to Sir Hamel’s grave... then it’s not completely out of the 
question. If you happened to have obtained Sir Hamel’s secret manual 
from his grave, it all makes sense,” Genos seemed confident in his 
theory. 


Eugene’s head was spinning in circles. So what Genos was saying was 
that three hundred years ago, that bastard Vermouth had decided of 
his own volition to teach Hamel’s techniques to his descendants? 


‘That motherfucker. If you were going to teach it, you should at least have 
taught it to the direct lion; why teach it to your second child who couldn’t 
even become the Patriarch?’ 


Well, now that his techniques had already been taught without his 
permission, it wasn’t like it mattered whether or not Eugene accepted 
that decision. Smoothing away his twisted expression, Eugene looked 
Genos in the eyes. 


Having calmed down, Eugene asked, “...I don’t mind answering your 
questions, but there’s something that I can’t quite understand. Why 
did our great ancestor pass Sir Hamel’s techniques to his second child, 
the one who couldn’t become the Patriarch?” 


Eugene didn’t feel like he could just allow his doubts and complaints 
to be buried. He wasn’t sure if Genos, a distant descendant, would 
even know the answer, but for now Eugene just decided to try and 
ask. 


“Because the direct line has no need for such techniques,” answered 
Genos. 


“So it was because Sir Hamel’s techniques were seen as inferior to the 
White Flame Formula?” Eugene questioned resentfully. 


Genos nodded in satisfaction, “Indeed, you really have uncovered Sir 
Hamel’s secret manuals.” 


How had his words been twisted into a confirmation of Genos’s 
suspicions? Eugen glared at Genos without voicing any objections, but 
Genos just nodded, confident that his guess was correct. 


“Tf that wasn’t the case, then you would have no reason to show such 
irritation because of that choice,” Genos pointed out. 


“You son of a bitch, the ‘reason I have to show such irritation’ is that I AM 
HAMEL!’ Eugene barely swallowed the angry shout that was about to 
burst out of his throat. Since it was impossible for him to blatantly 
reveal his secrets, however, Eugene decided to just allow Genos’s 
misunderstanding to go unchallenged. 


Genos suddenly changed the subject, “...These days, the Knights of the 
Black Lion are around to take care of the clan’s dirty messes, but do 
you know who would have filled this role three hundred years ago?” 


“ ..Huh?” Eugene grunted. 


“As the clan went through several generations and the number of clan 
members increased, the number of dissident elements inevitably 
increased at the same rate. Soon enough, there were those who proved 
themselves unworthy of claiming to be our great ancestor’s 
descendants. The ancestor of my branch of the family was the first 
Black Lion to be charged with the duty of punishing such fools,” 
Genos revealed. 


Eugene understood what Genos was implying by these words. 


So Vermouth took his second son, who wasn’t able to become the 
Patriarch... and raised him to a hunting dog to keep both the main 
family and the other collateral branches in line. 


Even though the Knights of the Black Lion might be called a knightly 
order or whatever, at their core, they were just vicious hunting dogs. 


Eugene couldn’t help but be lost in thought for a moment, wondering 
what he should feel about this revelation. 


‘This means Vermouth decided that, with my techniques, those hunting 
dogs would be able to stand up to the renegade users of the White Flame 
Formula from both the direct and collateral lines.” 


Or at least that was how Eugene could think of it if he wanted to put a 
positive spin on Vermouth’s sections; from a negative point of view, 
Vermouth had just passed on his late friend’s skills to his pet hunting 
dogs in order to make them more efficient predators. 


‘That rotten bastard. If you were going to screw me over like that, you 
could have at least gotten your children to put up a statue of me in their 
homes,’ Eugene complained as he tried to calm the irritation boiling up 
within him. 


Genos had nothing more to say as he calmly gazed at Eugene’s face 
and waited for a response. 


“...About the techniques that your family inherited from Hamel... It 
wasn’t just parrying, was it?” Eugene probed. 


“Ignition,” Genos said abruptly, without any warning. 


By doing so, Genos had hoped to provoke a reaction from Eugene, but 
Eugene’s face didn’t show any sign of surprise. 


‘Vermouth, you son of a bitch.’ Although he outwardly didn’t show any 
reaction, on the inside, Euguene was verbally chewing Vermouth out. 


For now, he decided to pretend ignorance, “...And what is that 
exactly?” 


“Tt’s a technique where you intentionally accelerate the mana in your 
core,” Genos explained. “Because of its dangers, the technique is 
rarely used.” 


Having confirmed what he wanted to know, Eugene asked, “...Why 
are you interested in knowing if there was a secret manual?” 


“Tf you do have a secret manual in your possession, I request that you 
surrender it to me,” Genos honestly replied. 


“And why should I hypothetically surrender it to you?” Eugene 
continued pressing. 


Genos repeated, “I’ve said this before, but Hamel’s techniques are 
extremely difficult to learn. Even if you can see through the theory 
behind them, it would be difficult for you to imitate them with your 
body. It isn’t so easy to teach them either. However, if you happened 
to have found a secret manual, then I could—” 


“To start off with, let’s get the order of seniority straight,” Eugene 
said, suddenly interrupting Genos. “From a certain point of view, you 
could say that I am the direct disciple of Sir Hamel, so if we put 
ourselves into the order of seniority, wouldn’t that mean I am of a 
higher rank than Sir Genos?” 


“ ,.What?” Genos muttered in confusion. 


“That means I am the senior disciple, and you, Sir Genos, are the 
junior disciple. Although you may have been born a few decades 
earlier than me, if you truly consider yourself to be Sir Hamel’s 
disciple, then you need to accept me as your Senior Brother,” Eugene 
insisted. 


“What are you saying all of a sudden...? Hold on. Do you mean to say 
that there really was a secret manual in Sir Hamel’s tomb?” Genos 
eagerly picked up on Eugene’s hints. 


But Eugene quickly disappointed him, “I burned it after memorizing 
it.” 


“What? Why?!” Genos burst out in protest. 


“Tf I didn’t do that, then what else was I supposed to do with it? Didn’t 
you hear me talking about it earlier? I almost died in that grave. It 
was already a stroke of luck that I managed to find that — here, 


Eugene paused guiltily — that secret manual. I was risking my life by 
fighting a Death Knight, remember?” 


These words caused Genos’s eyes to waver in shock. 


“ ..-Hold on. Does that mean you were able to use Sir Hamel’s parrying 
technique only a few days after you discovered the secret manual?” 
Genos questioned incredulously. 


“Tve always been good at parrying,” Eugene said as an explanation. 


“That’s ridiculous,” Genos rejected his excuse. “Sir Hamel’s parrying is 
a completely different technique from ordinary parrying—” 


“Tt seems that you don’t know much about me, but you should be 
aware that I was exceptional enough to be adopted into the main 
family, and I am the youngest genius among all the geniuses who 
were given permission to enter Akron.” Although it felt a bit 
embarrassing to make these claims with his own lips, everything that 
Eugene had said was the truth, “So then, what are you going to do? If 
Sir Genos accepts me as your Senior Brother, then I would be willing 
to compare the secret manual that I have stored in my head to the 
techniques belonging to Sir Hamel that have been passed down 
through Sir Genos’s family. That way, you might be able to fill in any 
missing content.” 


Unable to think of what to say, Genos’s lips twisted soundlessly. 


At first, Eugene had felt offended by this guy who claimed to be his 
disciple when he had never even granted him the right to do so. But 
that being said, Eugene couldn’t find it in himself to dislike Genos. 
After all, wasn’t Genos the only person in this world who was carrying 
on Hamel’s legacy? 


‘He even offered me flowers, and shed tears for me,’ Eugene recalled with 
gratitude. 


From this, it seemed that Genos truly admired Hamel and respected 
him as his master. Because of that damned fairy tale, Hamel had been 
looked down upon and called the ‘Stupid Hamel’ for hundreds of 
years, so Eugene couldn’t help but feel pleased at finding someone 


who still respected Hamel enough to consider themselves his disciple. 


“...Could you truly have memorized that entire secret manual?” Genos 
asked doubtfully. 


“If you’re not going to believe me when I say it, why even bother 
askingl1]? Just trust me,” Eugene demanded. 


Reminded of how Amelia Merwin had kept probing him, Eugene 
couldn't help but be annoyed as he thought of how that damn bitch 
had spoken to him so rudely. 


“’,.Do I need to call you my Senior Brother in front of others?” Genos 
asked hesitantly. 


This was a very important issue for Genos. Even amongst the Knights 
of the Black Lion, Genos was famous for being strict and difficult to 
handle, and as the Patriarch of his own family branch, he needed to 
protect their reputation as well. 


“Tf that happens, I will also be placed into a troublesome position, 
since I might be forcefully questioned about our relationship... You 
can just leave that for when it’s just the two of us,” Eugene charitably 
allowed. 


“’,.Um...,” Genos let out a low hum as he fell into thought. 


After considering it for a while, Genos finally nodded his head and 
said in a very embarrassed tone, “...Senior Brother.” 


“Good choice, Junior Brother. But just how long are you going to keep 
me waiting here? You said that you were going to guide me to my 
room, so when exactly do you plan on showing me the way there?” 
Eugene immediately accepted the appellation without any sense of 
discomfort as he packed the statue and memorial stone back into his 
cloak. 


Genos’s cheeks twitched at Eugene’s quick change of attitude from 
respectful to condescending. However, he didn’t dare to snap at 
Eugene, so he just ground his teeth in anger. 


“Were you grinding your teeth just now? Does my attitude bother 
you? Don’t you think that you’re being a bit too disrespectful of your 
Senior Brother?” Eugene was quick to criticize his newfound Junior 
Brother. 


Genos reluctantly gritted out, “...My apologies...” 


“T understand that this might be a bit embarrassing and difficult to 
adapt to at first, Junior Brother. However, I hope that you get used to 
it as quickly as possible,” Eugene encouraged. 
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....” Genos just kept his silence. 


Eugene prompted him once more, “So when exactly are you going to 
start leading me to my room?” 


Eugene’s room was in the front keep of the castle, set apart from the 
rooms where the Knights of the Black Lion and the Elders of the 
Council resided. Since it would take a few more days for Cyan to 
finally arrive at the Black Lion Castle, until then, the only ones 
residing in this section of the castle were Eugene and the castle 
servants. 


“Let’s start things off with you reciting all the techniques that have 
been passed down through your family, Junior Brother,” Eugene said 
as soon as they arrived at his room and he had gotten comfortably 
seated. 


“'..There are a total of ten techniques that have been passed down 
from the founder of our line,” Genos slowly revealed. 


There’s actually ten of them? 


On the inside, Eugene felt surprised by this, but he just nodded with a 
calm expression and asked, “So what are they?” 


Slightly suspicious, Genos paused before continuing, “...As Senior 
Brother should already know, since you have seen the secret manual, 
Sir Hamel’s techniques are founded on the use of mana, not weapons. 
As such, their usage cannot be limited by whatever weapon you wield 


”? 


Eugene interrupted him, “LIke you said, I already know about all that. 
So why don’t you just tell me what the ten techniques are already?” 


‘Did I really have ten techniques?’ Eugene asked himself doubtfully. 


No matter how much he scratched his head, Eugene really couldn’t 
understand what this claim was based on. In the first place, the only 
technique he had developed in his previous life that he felt was 
significant enough to attach a name to was Ignition, everything else 
that he had used in battle was just him fighting according to the 
situation and what he had on hand. So which bastard had come up 
with ten techniques to be passed down through Genos’s family? 


Increasingly doubtful, Genos finally recited, “...The ultimate 
technique of the Hamel Style, Ignition.” 


“Hamel Style...? What the hell is that?” Hamel demanded. 


“You mean you don’t know? The Hamel Style is everything that our 
great ancestor taught to the founder of my family,” Genos explained. 


“That name, could it have been... our great ancestor who personally 
attached that name to this set of techniques?” Eugene asked 
resentfully. 


Genos shrugged, “I can’t be sure about that myself, but from the very 
beginning, the name that has been passed down through our family is 
the Hamel Style.” 


Eugene dropped his face into his hands as he was overcome by 
embarrassment, ‘Vermouth... Vermouth, you son of a bitch. If you were 
going to stick a name to it, you should have chosen a good one. But of all 
things you went with Hamel Style...? Were you insane?’ 


Ignoring Eugene’s preoccupation, Genos continued, “Hamel Style 
Number 1: Mana Parrying.” 


ce 


....” Eugene silently allowed him to continue. 


“Hamel Style Number 2: Thousand Thunderclaps.” 


“Oh motherfuckeeer,” Eugene couldn’t bear to keep listening and had 
to clap his hands over his ears in shame. 


Watching this, Genos tilted his head with a puzzled expression on his 
face and asked, “...Senior Brother? What’s the matter?” 


“No... this is... fuck... aargh... just... just keep going,” Eugene finally 
bit the bullet and ordered Genos to continue. 


Thousand Thunderclaps? Thou-sand Thun-der-claps? 
‘When exactly did I come up with a skill like that?’ 


No matter how much he rifled through his memories, Eugene couldn’t 
recall a single moment when he had ever shouted ‘Thousand 
Thunderclaps’ while swinging his weapon. 


1. In the original text, Genos’s question starts out with using the 
informal tone and ends with a formal tone. This doesn’t translate well 
into English, so this alternative was used. 


Chapter 81 
Genos Lionheart (3) 


Profound mystery of the Hamel Style, Ignition. 
Number 1: Mana Parrying. 

Number 2: Thousand Thunderclaps. 

Number 3: Lightning Counter. 

Number 4: Asura Rampage. 

Number 5: Dragon Burst. 

Number 6: Cyclone. 

Number 7: Dead End. 

Number 8: Poltergeist Aegis. 

Number 9: Infinite Purgatory. 


After speechlessly listening to this long list of cringeworthy names, 
Eugene immediately wanted to commit suicide by sticking his nose in 
a shallow plate of water!11. In his previous life, had he really ever 
fought while shouting out the names of his attacks like this? 


Suddenly, Eugene realized that he actually had. He had completely 
erased those incidents from his memories, never wanting to recall 
them again, but as he was listening to Genos reciting the names of 
these techniques with a serious expression, the shameful memories 
that he had buried in the deepest levels of his mind were being 
uprooted one by one. 


—Asura Rampage! 
—Why is that bastard making such a fuss? 
—TIt must be because of his over-inflated ego. 


—What the hell does swinging a sword all over the place have 
anything to do with an Asura Rampage? 


—Don’t you also call out Fireblast and shit like that when you’re just 
letting off some fucking fireworks? 


—tThat’s... that’s because the spell’s name is Fireblast. I didn’t give it 
that name—! You should already know that spells can’t function 
without incantations, so what are you looking at me for?! 


—You too, Anise, when all you’re doing is just shining some light, you 
shout ‘Holy Cross,’ don’t you! 


—I at least make the light into the shape of a cross. 


—It seems like you guys don’t realize this, but swinging a sword is a 
lot like using magic. We’re both using the same type of mana, so what 
exactly is the difference? 


—So what, are you really saying that shouting Asura Rampage makes 
your technique stronger? 


—Of course it does. By letting out a battle cry, you can exert more 
strength. 


Although the expressions that Sienna and Anise would make in 
response showed that they definitely didn’t understand what he was 
talking about, Molon would always nod his head in appreciation of 
these words. 


—I think it’s cool. Whenever Hamel shouts Asura Rampage while 
swinging his sword, Hamel really does look like he’s turned into an 
Asural2], 


—See, he gets it. 


‘He gets shit.’ Eugene trembled in agonizing embarrassment as he 
recalled this distant memory. At that time, Hamel had been far too 
young and immature. But Hamel had just turned twenty, so wasn’t it 
only natural for him to have been a bit immature at that young age? 


Eugene confirmed that these were the ten techniques whose names he 
had called out as he had used them. As time went on, he had stopped 
shouting each of those named techniques. It had gotten embarrassing 
to do so, and he hadn’t even needed to call out their names either. 


As far as Eugene could remember, he had only fought like that, 
foolishly shouting out the names of his attacks, for a few years. This 
meant that an overwhelmingly longer amount of time had been spent 
fighting without needing to shout their names. 


But Vermouth, that bastard, still recalled each of the names that 
Hamel had foolishly given them and he taught these names alongside 
Hamel’s techniques to his own son. 


His face flushed red in embarrassment, Eugene’s head fell into his 
hands as his shoulders trembled in shame. Rather than being 
reincarnated, he should have been returned to the past instead. That 
way, he would have been able to stop himself from shouting the 
names of his techniques like an idiot. Or else, he could have just killed 
the old Hamel with his own hands. 


‘Then I could have killed Vermouth, that son of a bitch, as well,’ Eugene 
thought wistfully. 


There was also that damn fairy tale. He could understand why Hamel 
might be less respected than his past life’s comrades, since he was the 


first to die, but wasn’t that ridiculous depiction of him going too far? 
Although he could understand that it might have been done out of a 
desire to keep the deceased Hamel alive in people’s memories, but 
still... 


Eugene cursed, ‘If you were going to allow something like that to be 
written, then you shouldn’t have reincarnated me.’ 


Why would you resurrect a deceased person only to force them to read 
such a damn fairy tale about their life? And now, Eugene was even 
being forced to relisten to the embarrassing technique names that he 
had come up with in his youth from a complete stranger. 


After struggling to get a grip on his emotions, Eugene raised his head. 


Genos was looking at Eugene with a confused expression. Seeing this 
look on his face, Eugene once again felt a violent desire to off himself. 


“ ,.That’s... are these ten techniques all there is?” Eugene asked, 
avoiding any explanation for his actions. 


“Yes. Are you implying that there were more techniques than these in 
the secret manual that you discovered, Senior Brother?” Genos asked 
eagerly. 


Eugene hesitated as he thought about what to say, “That’s... not the 
case. In there... let alone those ten techniques... there wasn’t even a 
single technique like those ones written down within the manual.” 


“What did you say?” Genos demanded as his eyes widened in surprise. 


The gears in Eugene’s head spun desperately as he crafted an 
explanation. He was faced with a major problem. What should he say 
here in order to best restore the honor of the deceased Hamel, while 
also ensuring that those fucking stupid technique names would no 
longer be passed down to the future generations? 


“...That’s... about those techniques. Those are all things that Hamel 
came up with when he was still young and immature,” Eugene 
explained, gaining confidence. 


Genos asked doubtfully, “How can you be so sure of that, Senior 
Brother?” 


“Uh... well, the reason for that is, because the manual I found didn’t 
have any techniques like that. Although there’s nothing wrong with 
what our great ancestor may have taught the founder of your family 
branch, in my opinion... I believe our ancestor may have been 
recalling the techniques that Hamel had solely used in his youth when 
he taught your penultimate ancestor, Junior Brother,” Eugene 
theorized. 


“Indeed... that makes sense, but to think that the techniques that Sir 
Hamlet used in his youth were so amazing that they remained 
indelibly imprinted in our great ancestor’s mind,” Genos marveled. 


Just why did Genos keep twisting Eugene’s words like this? 


Eugene tightly clenched his trembling fists as he continued speaking, 
“Um... well, I guess you could see it that way. Although he might 
have been overshadowed by the brilliance of our great ancestor, Sir 
Hamel was also an exceptional and amazing person.” 


By this point, Eugene no longer felt uncomfortable saying such things. 


“In any case, the secret manual I found doesn’t have any of those 
idiotic—no, I mean embarassing techniques written down in it. Sir 
Hamel graduated from using such embarrassing techniques as he 
traveled with our ancestor and accumulated a lot of experience,” 
Eugene explained. 


“Did you say embarrassing techniques...?” Genos’s expression 
hardened slightly as he picked up on Eugene’s words. He narrowed his 
eyes and glared at Eugene as he said, “Even if you are my Senior 
Brother, I cannot overlook your comments denigrating these 
techniques.” 


“Huh... what’s wrong?” Eugene asked in confusion. 


“Sir Hamel’s techniques have been passed down through our family 
over a long period of three hundred years, and we have always 
respected him as our master. My father, who left this world a long 


time ago, and even my childl3], who is not currently staying in the 
Black Lion Castle — every generation of my family has cultivated Sir 
Hamel’s techniques.” As Genos proudly declared this, he placed a 
slight emphasis on the word ‘child.’ 


Although he had accepted Eugene as his Senior Brother, Genos was 
reminding Eugene that he was closer to Genos’s child in age. 


“These words might seem to be coming out of the blue, but my child 
also participated in the Bloodline Continuation Ceremony sixteen 
years ago. They’re currently twenty-six years old,” said Genos, 
emphasizing once more the difference in their ages. 


“Oh, is that so,” Eugene said to show he was listening. 


But what was the point of telling him that? Eugene allowed Genos’s 
words to flow in one ear and out the other. 


Returning to the main topic, Eugene said, “Junior Brother, I believe 
that you may be misunderstanding something. I too respect Sir Hamel. 
Even before I discovered his secret manual, I have always held a great 
amount of respect for Sir Hamel. Also, it’s not the techniques 
themselves that I consider embarrassing, but their names.” 


“,. Their names...?” Genos muttered in confusion. 


“Junior Brother. Be honest with me. Let’s place our hands on our 
chest, and promise to speak only the truth. Thousand Thunderclaps? 
Asura Rampage? Dead End? Dragon Burst? Poltergeist... Aegis? 
Infinite Purgatory...? Don’t you think that these names are really 
embarrassing?” Eugene struggled slightly at the end, but managed to 
get through the worst of the embarrassment. 


“ ..Hm...,” even Genos couldn’t give an immediate response to these 
words. After hesitating for a few moments, his gaze wandered 
aimlessly as he muttered defensively, “...Lord Carmen’s ultimate 
attack is called the Destiny Breaker.” 


“’,.Quite the impressive name,” Eugene complimented sarcastically. 


“Her Iron Fist Combo is a combination that starts with Eclipse, then 


uses Emperor Blow and Lightning Strike, before finishing with Destiny 
Breaker. It has a reputation for being particularly fierce and powerful, 
even among the Knights of the Black Lion,” Genos stated. 


“T think you’re the one who’s a legend for memorizing all of that,” 
Eugene muttered in serious admiration for his memory. 


Although Eugene had gotten this feeling from the very first moment 
that he had seen her holding an unlit cigar in between her lips, his 
great-aunt Carmen Lionheart seemed to be quite the amazing person. 


Eugene dismissed Genos’s argument, “Sir Carmen is Sir Carmen. But 
what about you, Junior Brother? Do you also shout something like 
‘Asura Rampage!’ whenever you use it in a fight?” 


“’,.Inside my head I do...,” Genos muttered quietly. 


“But are you able to shout it out loud? In front of all your 
subordinates, all the proud members of the Second Division, can you 
really shout ‘Poltergeist Aegis!’ in front of them?” Eugene continued 
applying pressure. 


“_,.It’s not like you need to say it out loud, right?” Genos argued. 


Eugene celebrated his victory, “See. Even you, Junior Brother, can’t 
shout out those names in public because they’re so embarrassing! So 
how do you think Sir Hamel would feel? That’s why he didn’t write 
the names of those techniques down in his final secret manual. After 
all, once they’ve been mastered completely, you can use them without 
having to shout the names of the techniques.” 


Genos wasn’t able to come up with a response to that, so he just kept 
his lips tightly shut. 


Taking pity on him, Eugene changed the subject, “...Well, enough 
about the names of the techniques. Let me take a look at them.” 


“You mean, right now?” Genos questioned. 


“If it’s a bit inconvenient for you to show them to me, you can just 


write them down for me to read. After all, you know that the way that 
you apply your mana is different with every technique, so how am I 
supposed to know where to start?” Eugene argued reasonably. 


“That’s... um...” Genos finally let out a long sigh and shook his head, 
“...1 don’t mind showing them to you, Senior Brother, but like I said 
earlier, Sir Hamel’s techniques are incredibly complex and difficult to 
learn. As such... even now that three hundred years have passed since 
then, the teachings of our great ancestor couldn’t be fully 
reproduced.” 


That was an understandable result. The second son, whom Vermouth 
had taught personally, might have been incredible enough to learn 
those techniques with just his own body, but there was no way to 
guarantee that all his descendants would be as exceptional. 


‘They probably wouldn’t have been able to improve it either,’ estimated 
Eugene. 


Instead, it might even have degraded. Eugene couldn’t help but feel a 
little bitter about this fact. Though this disappointment wasn’t just 
because his techniques hadn’t been fully inherited. 


‘I should have just founded my own school instead. That way, I would 
never have had to hear such embarrassing techniques spoken about again.’ 


Eugene tried to calm the regret simmering inside him. Meanwhile, 
Genos had obtained a pen and paper from a servant outside and was 
now sitting down at the room’s desk. 


“ .. Junior brother, have you ever entered our ancestor’s tomb?” 
Eugene suddenly asked as he was looking out the window. 


Even as Genos was busily writing with his pen, he managed to answer 
Eugene’s question, “I went there once, on the day that I became a 
Captain.” 


“Really?” Eugene prompted. 


“Tt’s not just me, everyone who is appointed to be a Captain in the 
Knights of the Black Lion must enter the tomb of our ancestor at least 


once, so that they can swear an oath to him that they will defend the 
family even if it means sacrificing their own lives.” 


“...What kind of place is it?” 


“Don’t picture it as anything too grandiose. I can’t describe it to you in 
too much detail, as the place is meant to be kept extremely secret, but 
unlike Sir Hamel’s tomb, it doesn’t even have a statue or a memorial 
stone,” Genos stopped talking and fell silent for a few moments. “...If I 
had to put it into words... it looks more like a shrine.” 


“A shrine?” 


“Like any one of the many shrines that can be commonly found 
throughout the world. Although it’s not like the place is really used to 
worship a god, it just so happens that the tomb of our ancestor who 
managed to save the world really resembles a shrine. Perhaps... our 
ancestor may have become a god after he died and the shrine is meant 
to honor him. Or maybe that’s just what he wanted.” 


A god. 


As he continued looking out the window, Eugene’s eyes narrowed. 
Just like in his past life, Eugene didn’t hold much faith in gods. That’s 
not to say that he actually questioned their very existence. After all, 
wasn’t the divine magic that could only be cast by their priests proof 
of their god’s existence? 


However, believing that a god existed and having faith in them were 
two completely different matters. Rather than a god who could be 
hiding who knows where, Eugene found that a sword, a spear, or any 
other weapon that he could hold in his hand was more reliable. 


‘So Vermouth... became a god...?’ 
What if that was the case? 


Eugene started to feel like this could be a real possibility. He didn’t 
know about anyone else, but if it was Vermouth you were talking 
about, he really might have been able to become a god after he had 
died. Because if that guy really did become a god, then this would 


explain how he was capable of miraculously reincarnating his 
deceased comrade. 


“...But if he really did become a god, then there’s no reason for him to have 
fought with Sienna.’ 


Then perhaps the one who had broken into his grave hadn’t been 
Vermouth, but someone else. However, Eugene’s suspicions couldn’t 
be completely swayed into believing this line of thought. 


Because who in the world, other than Vermouth, would have been 
able to find Hamel’s sealed grave, open up the coffin in order to 
retrieve Hamel’s corpse, seal away the Moonlight Sword, and then 
defeat Sienna who had come to stop him? 


“T’ve finished writing them down,” Genos said after a few hours had 
passed and he got up from his seat. 


Eugene looked down at the heap of papers that he had been handed, 
his expression twisting into a frown as he read the very first page. 


The Hamel Style. 
‘Motherfucker,’ Eugene cursed at how awkward it sounded. 


After needlessly shooting a glare at the innocent Genos, Eugene 
started reading what Genos had written down about this damned 
Hamel Style. It was probably due to the fact that Genos had taken 
several hours to write it all down, but his explanation of the Hamel 
Style was extremely detailed. To the extent where, if you were already 
good at controlling your mana, you would be able to start practicing 
the Hamel Style as soon as you obtained these notes. 


However, it didn’t take Eugene more than ten minutes to read it all, 
let alone several hours. After reading the whole thing, Eugene flipped 
back to the first page. Then he read it once more. 


“...It sucks,’ Eugene eventually judged. 


The mana operation instructions themselves were excellent, without 


anything to criticize. Genos’s ancestor, who had first learned the 
Hamel Style, must have practiced the White Flame Formula, but his 
subsequent descendants were not allowed to learn the White Flame 
Formula. However, the Hamel Style didn’t differentiate between users 
of the White Flame Formula and the Red Flame Formula, and only 
concerned itself with teaching the methods of operating their mana. 


It must have been Vermouth who had improved the Hamel Style to 
the point where it could be used with both the White Flame Formula 
and the Red Flame Formula interchanged. Because if it wasn’t for his 
involvement, there was no way that these instructions could have 
been as neatly organized as this. However, the connection between 
the usage of their techniques and their mana fell far behind the 
refined operation of their mana itself [4] 


After reading it a few times to confirm his suspicions, Eugene knew 
that the Hamel Style’s mana operation methods had been adapted so 
that the difficult and laborious physical training was no longer 
required. This had resulted in the mana operation not being as smooth 
as it should have been. 


‘It doesn’t just suck, this is complete shit,’ Eugene realized as he kept 
reading. 


Since the mana operation wasn’t smooth, their connection to the 
techniques couldn’t help but fall behind. It wasn’t difficult for Eugene 
to figure out the reason for this. It was clear that the idiots who had 
inherited the Hamel Style had decided on their own volition to add 
their own touches here and there, hoping to resolve a few of the 
things that they felt were inconvenient. 


It must have been because physical training as a whole had been 
pushed into obsolescence since quite a while back. Even if it couldn’t 
compare to the White Flame Formula, the Red Flame Formula was a 
mana operation method that wouldn’t be looked down on no matter 
where in the world it was found. As they were already practicing such 
an exceptional Red Flame Formula, the inheritors of these techniques 
must have felt that it was unreasonable for them to have to keep up 
the old-fashioned physical training as well. 


‘And it looks like they even came up with their own ways of efficiently 
applying mana to their techniques.’ 


Others might have called these an improvement, but in Eugene’s view, 
these were nothing more than a regression. Still, they seemed to have 
worked hard to try and supplement the shortcomings of their Hamel 
Style, making the techniques at least usable. 


“...There’s quite a difference between these and what’s written in the 
secret manual,” Eugene muttered as he went over to the desk and sat 
down. He picked up a pen and then turned to look at Genos, “Junior 
Brother, does the Red Flame Formula that you’ve learnt also enable 
you to split off your Cores?” 


“Our formula can reach up to the Fifth Star,” Genos replied. 
Eugene continued, “And how many do you have, Junior Brother?” 
“T have all five Stars,” Genos declared, puffing up his chest in pride. 


Although this was something to be proud about, Eugene didn’t really 
feel much of an emotional reaction. After all, hadn’t even Gargith’s 
family managed to increase the number of Stars in their Red Flame 
Formula to five? Or course, even if the number of Stars was the same, 
the power of their respective formulas might still be different, but 
Eugene felt that Genos’s Red Flame Formula couldn’t be all that 
different from Gargith’s Red Flame Formula. 


Eugene hesitated, ‘It would be a bit too much for me to demand that he 
do physical training at this point... ’ 


He had instructed Cyan to do so, but Cyan was a completely different 
case. Cyan was still young, and even his White Flame Formula was 
still in its growth state, so there was no big issue with adding physical 
training on top of that. However, Genos had already put on a lot of 
years, and he had mastered his Red Flame Formula to its fullest 
extent. By this point, even if he did take up physical training, it would 
be difficult for him to break out of the habits that he had become 
accustomed to any time soon. 


In fact, there was no need for him to be so concerned about this, 
Eugene could have just gotten away with giving Genos a quick 
explanation. However, Eugene didn’t want to do that. Although he 
hadn’t personally accepted any disciples, Genos still sincerely claimed 


to be a disciple of Hamel. Since that was the case, then as his nominal 
master, shouldn’t Eugene at least try to correct his disciple’s 
understanding? 


After pondering some more, Eugene picked up his pen. First of all, he 
erased the words ‘Hamel Style’ by scribbling over it. 


“Why are you erasing that?” Genos protested. 
“Just be quiet,” Eugene ordered. 


After that, he erased each of the ten separate techniques, apart from 
Ignition. Hamel hadn’t used the other techniques much as he grew 
stronger, but Ignition had seen use right up until the very end, so he 
definitely couldn’t erase it. 


‘After having mangled their connections to the mana operation to such an 
extent... Thousand Thunderclaps? That’s just spewing out sword-force, 
isn’t it? Idiots. Do they think that it’s funny to waste their mana by using 
techniques like this?’ 


Eugene let out a sigh of frustration, and then began to revise the 
techniques. Genos stood behind him and peeked at what Eugene was 
writing with narrowed eyes. 


But soon, Genos’s eyes started wavering in surprise. Eugene had 
claimed to be a genius, and it seemed that he truly was exactly what 
he claimed to be. Regardless of whether or not Eugene had truly 
managed to completely memorize the secret manual, it would have 
been impossible for him to revise the Hamel Style like he was doing 
now without Eugene himself having fully understood both the 
contents of the secret manual and the nature of mana. 


Genos adjusted his posture, changing his slightly casual stance. In 
front of this Senior Brother who was quite a bit younger than him, 
though he had initially only decided to treat Eugene like a Senior 
Brother for the sake of the secret manual, Genos now couldn’t help but 
feel a sense of awe towards him. 


Eugene’s focus wavered, “...Hm... now that I think about it, Junior 
Brother.” 


“Yes, Senior Brother,” Genos quickly responded. 


Eugene admitted, “I forgot to tell you this earlier, but it’s about Cyan. 
I... also taught him a little using what’s in Hamel’s secret manual, you 
know?” 


Genos seemed confused as to why Eugene had brought this up, “... 
Alright?” 


“Even so, that doesn’t mean that you need to call Cyan your Senior 
Brother. Instead of calling him that, you should just pretend not to 
know about it,” Eugene instructed. 


“Why would you want me to do that?” Genos asked. 


Eugene explained, “It would be bothersome for me to have to explain 
the situation. And I didn’t even teach him any of Sir Hamel’s 
techniques, I just taught him a bit about the methods for operating his 
mana.” 


Whether it was the Thousand Thunderclaps, Asura Rampage, or 
Infinite Purgatory, Eugene had no intention of teaching Cyan such 
embarrassing techniques. Although it was impossible right now, as 
long as Cyan kept diligently carrying out his training... then even if 
Eugene didn’t teach Cyan any techniques, the latter would be able to 
come up with techniques that suited his body all on his own. 


“Since he hasn’t received official instruction, Cyan can’t really be 
considered Sir Hamel’s disciple. As such, there’s no need for you to 
call him Senior Brother. Also, you should keep this in mind, Junior 
Brother. This dogshi—these Hamel Style techniques, they aren’t 
impressive enough for you to be so obsessive over, even going so far 
as to defend their names. Instead, by getting caught up in these 
techniques, all you’re doing is limiting yourself from what you’re fully 
capable of,” Eugene concluded his impromptu lecture. 


Without saying anything in response, Genos just silently listened. 


His Senior Brother, who was just turning nineteen, was actually 
seriously discussing the limitations of these techniques with him... 
This was an issue that should have had Genos, who had been training 


for such a long period of time and had gone through so many 
dangerous fights, reacting to Eugene’s opinion with derision. 


However, Genos didn’t feel that way at all. Instead, he just accepted it 
as a reasonable opinion. 


“Junior Brother, from now on you should also try to break free of the 
Hamel Style techniques,” Eugene advised him. 


“Your words are justified, Senior Brother,” Genos accepted. “But 
Senior Brother, are you truly able to fully use the Hamel Style 
techniques?” 


“If I wasn’t able to use them, then how else could I have revised them 
like this?” 


“Please don’t take any offense. It’s just, I’m curious to see the extent to 
which Senior Brother truly comprehends Sir Hamel’s techniques.” 


“Haaah,” Eugene let out a deep sigh and then pushed his chair back as 
he stood up. 


Fortunately, this room was spacious enough that it could even 
compare with a good-sized gymnasium. Eugene first checked to see if 
there were any traces of observers, then he pulled Wynnyd out from 
his cloak. 


“Look closely,” Eugene ordered. 


The Stars around his heart began glowing and rotating. The Ring 
Flame Formula amplified his mana and a bluish-white sword-force 
engulfed Wynnyd’s blade. Genos’s expression twisted in surprise as he 
saw aboth the color of the light and Eugene’s absurdly high mana 
density. 


Eugene ignored Genos's surprise and held Wynnyd in front of him. The 
wavering sword-force transformed into a fierce flame. These shifting 
flames condensed towards the tip of the sword and swelled up to form 
a large sphere. Eugene slightly twisted his wrist as he adjusted the 
flow of his mana. 


With this, the sword-force that had been gathered into the sphere 
burst forth and engulfed an empty patch of air. The bluish-white 
flames swirled in the air before regathering in one spot. 


Genos gasped, “...Infinite Purgatory...!” 
“Please just shut the fuck up,” Eugene hissed. 


“But how could you cast Infinite Purgatory so simply when it 
consumes a vast amount of mana...?!” Genos asked in disbelief. 


As long as it was used properly, this technique could even swallow a 
mountain, though, of course, it was impossible for Eugene to show 
such an extreme output with his current limited reserves. But even if 
Genos used the Infinite Purgatory that he had learned from his 
family’s Hamel Style, it would be limited to this size at best. That was 
just how much worse it was than the original. 


“Are you Satisfied now?” Eugene asked. 
“Please show me your Poltergeist Aegis as well,” Genos begged. 


“As long as I wrap this mana around my body, that’s the Poltergeist 
Aegis, so what’s the point of me showing that to you? Instead of 
uselessly making me waste my strength, just take this with you and 
go,” Eugene spat out as he shoved the completely revised document 
over to Genos. “Oh and, Junior Brother, if Lady Carmen or some other 
person asks you to take me as your squire, just flatly refuse them, 
okay?” 


seat Do I really need to do that?” Genos asked reluctantly. 


“What?” Eugene questioned. “Do you really want to call me, your 
Senior Brother, your squire instead?” 


Genos quickly denied this, “No, that’s not what I meant. It’s just that if 
someone like you, Senior Brother, becomes a member of the Knights 
of the Black Lion—” 


“Otherwise, I won’t give this to you,” Eugene threatened him. 


Genos quickly folded, “Pll make sure to refuse them flat out.” 


Then, Genos bowed his head deeply as he accepted the document 
containing the revised Hamel Style with both hands. 


1. The Korean version of wanting a hole to open up beneath him and 
swallow him whole. = 


2. Asuras are a type of divinity in Hinduism and Buddhism. They are 
commonly depicted as hostile and aggressive, as opposed to their 
peaceful Deva counterparts. = 


3. Due to Korean not really using plurals, it’s a bit uncertain how 
many children Genos really has. It might be just the one, or more than 
one, and the gender of Genos’s child isn’t specified either. = 


4. Think of the mana operation method as a generator that converts 
the user’s natural mana into a form of mana that best matches the 
techniques. When the connection between the usage of their 
techniques and their mana operation weakens, it’s like the power line 
running from a generator to a machine has been damaged. Their 
techniques can still work, but they are a lot more difficult to maintain 
and wastes a lot of mana in the process. &) 


Chapter 82 
Genos Lionheart (4) 


‘What are they doing in there without coming out all day?’ Ciel pouted 
her lips as she glared at the keep. 


Since they had finally reunited after years apart, she had wanted to 
share a meal with Eugene, then take him on a tour of the castle, or 
maybe even go with him on a long walk through the mountains. 
However, after Eugene had immediately passed the test and entered 
the fortress, he hadn’t even taken a single step out of his room. 


Usually, Eugene wasn’t someone who would have stayed locked up in 
his room, and he would have at least come on down to the gymnasium 
to do some training. But perhaps his habits had changed during their 
time apart, as Eugene hadn’t visited the gymnasium even once. 


That said, the idea of personally going to visit him somehow pricked 
at her self-esteem. Ciel glared at the castle while kicking holes in the 
innocent ground. 


‘... They did say that Lord Genos went in there with him...,’ Ciel recalled. 


Could it be that they were really trying to persuade Eugene to join the 
Knights of the Black Lion? This sudden thought caused Ciel to 
unconsciously grin. 


Genos Lionheart was the Captain of the Second Division. Although 
Ciel might have been able to charm most of the adults she had met, 
Genos was a difficult opponent to overcome, even for her. 


Ciel wasn’t the only one who found Genos difficult to confront. Among 
the knights of the Black Lion, Genos could count himself alongside the 
likes of Carmen and Dominic as one of the most skilled warriors in the 
entire knightly order. 


That was why Ciel had made several attempts to build up rapport with 
Genos, but no matter how much work she put into it, she never 
seemed to be able to make any progress. Genos had a strict 
personality, and perhaps taking after their captain, even the knights of 
the Second Division that was led by Genos didn’t really interact with 
the other units. 


shen If possible, it would be a lot better if Eugene joined the Third Division 
instead of the Second Division,’ Ciel yearned wistfully. 


From the first time that Carmen had met Eugene, she had intended to 

offer him the position of squire to the Captain of the Second Division. 

Even in Ciel’s view, this was quite the attractive proposition. It was an 
offer to become the squire of not just any Captain, but Captain Genos, 
who was known to have outstanding skill even compared to the other 

Knights of the Black Lion. 


Ciel continued her train of thought, ‘After all, the Second Division rarely 
stays for long at the Black Lion Castle... ’ 


Although the contents of their training were different for each 
Division, the training of the Second Division seemed especially harsh 
when compared to the other units and emphasized actual combat. 
Although they were currently staying in the castle in order to take 
part in the Coming-of-Age Ceremony, the Second Division’s usual 
routine was to wander the most uncivilized regions of the continent. 


So, if it was at all possible, Ciel hoped that Eugene would enter the 
Third Division instead of the Second Division. After all, it wasn’t like 
there were any disadvantages to doing so, right? If they could belong 
to the same unit, then they could stay together no matter where the 
unit went. They could share meals together every day, wear the same 
uniform, and even receive the same training... 


Ciel just stood there absentmindedly as she imagined what Eugene 
would look like wearing the uniform of the Knights of the Black Lion. 
After giggling to herself like this, Ciel turned around and left without 
any regrets. 


‘Seeing as they’ve been talking so long, it looks like Lord Genos’s 
persuasion seems to be working.’ 


Since that was the case, she shouldn’t interfere. If it was the strict Lord 
Genos who was talking to Eugene, there was no way that he would be 
swayed by Eugene’s silver tongue; and even Eugene wouldn’t be able 
to disregard Lord Genos, who was both skillful and shared a similar 
attitude to Eugene when it came to training. 


But what if it was Carmen trying to convince him? 


“...Lady Carmen is... of course she’s a good person, but...,’ Ciel trailed off 
without finishing her thought. 


In any case, Ciel was having fun imagining that Eugene might come to 
think positively about joining the Knights of the Black Lion. As long as 
he became Genos’s squire to start with, wouldn’t she eventually be 
able to coax him to transfer over to her Division? 


Ciel felt like she was overflowing with confidence as she thought of 
this. With a wicked smile on her face, she walked away from the part 
of the castle where Eugene was staying. 


Not a single thought in this wicked girl’s head was given to her poor 
twin brother. What reasons were there for her to care about that 
brother of hers, who had been beside her ever since they were born 
and whom she had spent eighteen years of her life living with? In any 
case, it wasn’t like he had any truly deplorable sides to him like Eward 
had, so Cyan was sure to arrive at the castle after overcoming the 
various difficulties lying in wait for him. 


On the next day, after finishing her breakfast in a hurry, Ciel headed 
straight to the front of the castle. 


Normally, she would have been training under Carmen’s watchful eye, 
but since the day before, Carmen had been occupied with the Council 
meeting. 


‘What’s so important that they have to discuss it for more than a day?’ 
Ciel idly thought to herself. 


As far as Ciel knew, the current state of the Lionheart clan was pretty 


peaceful. Among the many collateral branches, there were no 
misbehaving families, and even the barbarians beyond the southern 
border of the empire had been keeping to themselves for the past 
several years. 


Under these circumstances, Eward was the only thing consistently 
occupying the attention of the Knights of the Black Lion. Even now, 
the Lieutenant of the Sixth Division was away from the Black Lion 
Castle, having been assigned to keep an eye on Eward in the Bossar 
Fief. 


Ciel shrugged, ‘Although I don’t know what’s going on... ’ 
For now, it didn’t have anything to do with Ciel. 


Could today be the day that Eugene finally came out of his room? 
Carrying these high expectations, Ciel arrived at the guest quarters in 
the castle. 


Ciel’s eyes blinked in surprise as she took in the scene that greeted 
her. 


In the center of a broad gymnasium, Genos was swinging his sword. 
Eugene was standing at a slight distance, observing Genos’s 
movements. 


From her first glance at this scene, Ciel could only think of one 
explanation for this. Ciel immediately pasted on a bright smile and 
walked over to Genos and Eugene. Noticing her arrival, Genos stopped 
swinging his sword, and preemptively shot a glance at Eugene. 


“What are you doing here?” Eugene asked in place of a greeting. 


This would’ve been enough to offend almost anyone else, but Ciel 
didn’t seem to take any offense and instead just smiled cheerfully. 


“So you’ve decided to become Lord Genos’s squire, right?” Ciel asked 
confidently. 


This had to be the case. If not for that, then there was no reason for 


the two of them to have been out here in the gymnasium so early in 
the morning. On top of that, Genos seemed to be showing Eugene a 
demonstration of his sword techniques for teaching purposes. 


“You’ve made a good choice. Lord Genos is the most skilled warrior, 
even amongst the Knights of the Black Lion,” Cyan flattered Genos to 
further ensnare Eugene. 


Ciel wasn’t actually spouting nonsense either. Dominic, for instance, 
had the Annihilation Hammer Jigollath, while Carmen had been 
taught the White Flame Formula. Since Genos was just as strong as 
either of them despite not having any kind of special advantage, it was 
safe to say that he was the most skilled amongst all the Knights of the 
Black Lion. 


“’,.Um... Ciel.” Genos spoke up as he hesitantly shot a glance at 
Eugene. Since they were both members of the Knights of the Black 
Lion, Genos felt no need to address Ciel as ‘Young Lady’. “It seems like 
you’re misunderstanding something.” 


“Huh?” Ciel looked at him questioningly. 
“T haven’t taken Young Master Eugene as my squire,” Genos explained. 
Ciel’s eyes widened at these words. 


Barely managing to hold on to the smile that threatened to slip from 
her face, Ciel tilted her head to the side and asked, “What exactly do 
you mean by that? Didn’t you spend a long time talking to Eugene 
about it yesterday?” 


Genos hesitated, “That’s...” 


Ciel kept speaking, “And aren’t you teaching Eugene your sword 
techniques right now? Why would you be guiding him in your sword 
techniques if you haven’t even taken him as your squire?” 


The one who was receiving guidance was actually Genos himself, but 
it was impossible for him to admit to such a thing. Although he hadn’t 
drawn on his mana when he was performing the technique, the move 
that Genos had been demonstrating was the Dead End recorded 


among the Hamel Style techniques. 


Dead End! This was a skill that worked in conjunction with Asura 
Rampage to drive one’s opponent into inevitable doom. By spraying 
out a dense net of sword-force like a spider’s web with the Asura 
Rampage, this brilliant sword technique could restrict an opponent’s 
movements before finishing them off... 


“Although I haven’t become his squire, I can still receive some 
instruction on swordsmanship, can’t I?” Eugene responded to Ciel’s 
questions with an apathetic expression. 


This was of course just an excuse. There was not a single thing that he 
could learn from the Dead End that Genos had just performed. Inside 
Eugene’s head, there were countless techniques that were cleaner and 
far more deadly than that. 


Of course, there was no reason to disparage Genos’s skill because of 
this. Even when looking at him from the perspective of Eugene’s 
previous life, Genos was an extremely skillful warrior. However, since 
Genos’s abilities were rooted in the Hamel Style, Eugene couldn’t help 
but have an overwhelming advantage over him if it came to a battle. 


“Why?” Ciel whined, her cheeks puffing up as she pouted. 


“What do you mean, why?” Eugene changed the subject. “Have you 
eaten before coming here?” 


“',.I have,” Ciel sulkily admitted. 
“But I haven’t eaten anything yet,” Eugene informed her. 


Successfully distracted, Ciel asked, “What have you been up to that’s 
so important that you still haven’t eaten?” 


“T was just planning on getting something to eat when I had the time,” 
Eugene replied. “Sir Genos, why don’t we head on inside now and get 
something to eat? Or would you prefer to return to your own quarters 
first?” 
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...l’ll get something to eat once I’ve returned to my quarters,” Genos 
replied with a cough as he sheathed his sword. 


Judging from the situation, it seemed that Ciel would also be taking 
part in the meal, and Genos was afraid that he might make a mistake 
and reveal something that he shouldn’t if put on the spot. 


What if he accidently let slip the words ‘Senior Brother’ while Ciel was 
in hearing range? Genos was well aware of how wicked and 
manipulative Ciel Lionheart could be. Although it had been less than 
two years since she had joined the Knights of the Black Lion, she had 
been able to firmly establish her footing with a smile that allowed her 
to get out of any trouble, as well as her own cunning manipulations. 


If he spilled the words ‘Senior Brother’ in front of Ciel, she would 
definitely not allow the slightest mistake to slip past her. Genos had 
no desire to have his weakness seized by this young lady and used to 
play with him... 


“Tf that’s the case, it looks like Pll be eating alone,” said Eugene. 

“Tll eat with you,” Ciel insisted. 

“Didn’t you say that you just ate before coming here?” 

“T only ate a little bit, so it’s fine.” 

“You'll get fat if you eat too much,” Eugene warned her. 

“Do I look like I’ve gotten fat?” Ciel coldly asked with narrowed eyes. 


While this conversation was taking place, Genos had quickly left the 
room with a cautious, stealthy stride. 


Eugene eyed Ciel uncertainly, “I think you have a little?” 


“T just grew a bit taller and put on some muscle,” Ciel retorted as she 
stormed off ahead of Eugene. 


However, it seemed like Eugene’s accusation continued to bother her. 
Although she did accompany Eugene to the dining room so that they 
could eat together, Ciel barely touched her food and just rested her 
chin on a cradle formed from her hands. 


Despite Ciel’s blatant and heavy gaze resting squarely on him, Eugene 
just continued to eat without any distractions. 


“,.Does it taste good?” Ciel eventually asked. 


Eugene gave his compliments, “It looks like they’ve got some good 
chefs here.” 


“Tf you join the Knights of the Black Lion, you can eat delicious food 
like this every day,” tempted Ciel. 


“You really are persistent,” Eugene merely replied. 


“After I’ve worked so hard to try and persuade you, can’t you just 
pretend not to notice and let me win?” Ciel whined. 


Eugene denied her the satisfaction. “I prefer winning over losing.” 


“Who in the world doesn’t want to win when they can?” Ciel muttered 
as she pouted her lips. 


Even so, she decided to give up and stop bothering Eugene any 
further. Ciel’s stubbornness was strong enough that it wouldn’t lose to 
anyone, but Eugene’s stubbornness was just as strong. 


Changing the subject, Ciel asked, “...So what did you do in Aroth?” 
“How quick of you to ask,” Eugene noted sarcastically. 


“Yesterday wasn’t the right time to ask you about it,” Ciel excused 
herself. 


Instead of answering her question, Eugene had one of his own. “So 
what do you expect me to say to you?” 


“You'll probably say that you were busy studying magic.” 
“See, looks like you’re already well aware of what I was up to.” 


“But apart from that, wasn’t there anything else that you were busy 
with? I’ve heard that you also got close to Aroth’s Crown Prince 
during your time there.” 


“What does that have to do with me being busy?” 


“Weren’t you invited to any of the parties or social events hosted by 
the Royal Family? Or else... did Sir Lovellian ever introduce you to 
the promising young wizards of Aroth?” Ciel asked tentatively. 


Eugene stopped eating, only to burst out into laughter, “Do you really 
think that I would enjoy that kind of thing?” 


“No, you wouldn’t.” Reassured by Eugene’s answer, Ciel smiled 
bashfully. “Still, don’t you think that you should slowly accumulate 
some experience with those sorts of things?” 


“Why should I?” Eugene raised an eyebrow. 


“You and I will both soon become adults. That means we’ll be old 
enough to attend parties and be expected to socialize.” 


“Hey now, someone take a look at what this girl is saying. So, since 
you’ve been quiet up until now, you’ve decided that once you become 
an adult, it’s okay for you to party hard, right?” 


“No, it’s not like that, but... if it’s partying around with you, I think 
iv ll be a lot of fun,” Ciel admitted. 


“Why are you just leaving your brother out of the equation?” Eugene 
asked with amusement. 


“My brother has a lot of people looking to drag him out for some fun 
apart from me and you. Besides, I think that my brother will be 
extremely busy starting from next year. Many noble families, and 
maybe even the royal families of other nations, will be trying to 


introduce their eligible maidens to him,” as she said this, Ciel leaned 
her body closer to Eugene. “He might even be the earliest of all of us 
to get married. 


“This is supposed to be a secret, but there just so happens to be a 
young princess from the Sea Kingdom Shimuin. She might be a long 
way away from succeeding the throne, but she’s still a member of the 
royal family.” 


“So what about her?” Eugen prompted. 


“There’s a possibility that she might be engaged to Cyan. Nothing has 
been finalized yet, but the Elders of the Council are pushing forward 
the proposal,” Ciel lowered her voice as she continued. “And it’s not 
just Shimuin either. You know about the Ruhr Kingdom, right? The 
princess of that country is also one of Cyan’s prospective spouses.” 


The Ruhr Kingdom... The moment that he heard that the princess was 
from there, Eugene couldn’t help but imagine something that was, by 
all rights, an unimaginable sight. 


The princess was a descendant of Molon, so if the princess just so 
happened to resemble Molon... Eugene suddenly pictured in his head 
a Molon who had grown his hair out and was wearing a poofy dress. 
At the same time, he also recalled the sight of Gargith wearing his 
formal garment laced with ruffled fills. 


Eugene gagged, “Disgusting...” 
“What’s so disgusting?” Ciel asked in surprise. 
“No, it’s nothing. Anyway, so how old are the princesses in question?” 


“The princess of Shimuin is the same age as us, but... the princess of 
Ruhr should currently be nine years old?” 


“Are you really saying that Cyan could be getting married to a young 
girl who’s currently just nine years old?” 


“What does it matter that she’s currently nine years old? It’s not like 


she’s going to be staying nine forever.” 


“T just can’t see it that way. Cyan getting married to someone who’s 
ten, or moreyears younger? That would be a crime not even the 
heavens can forgive.” 


“So you're saying that you're not interested in anyone who is younger 
than you?” Ciel asked, her eyes sparkling with interest. 


“’,.1 would just prefer it if any romantic partner I had was around the 
same age...” As he said this, Eugene couldn’t help but feel a strong 
sense of disassociation. 


Although he had been reincarnated, if you based his age on when he 
had been first born, Eugene was over three hundred years old. 


Eugene realized something, ‘The only ones whose ages are close to mine 
are... the elves or maybe... the dragons... ’ 


No, just because someone had been around three hundred years ago, 
that didn’t mean that they were necessarily three hundred years old. 
In his past life as Hamel, he had died at the age of thirty-eight, and 
with his twenty years as Eugene, he could technically be considered to 
be in his fifties. As such, if he was looking for someone in her fifties, 
that would be someone like... Carmen, Tanis, Ancilla, or Melkith. 


Eugene decided to stop thinking about this. 


“Anyway, I don’t think that age is really that important,” Eugene 
confidently stated. 


“Why are you going back on your words?” Ciel asked in 
disappointment. 


“The human heart has always been like a leaf in the windl1] Eugene 
insisted. 


“Still, if we go by what you said earlier, you would prefer someone 
who is of a similar age to you over someone who is younger than you, 
right?” Ciel persisted in asking. 


“Why are you treating this like such an important issue?” 
“Just when do you plan on getting married?” 

“T don’t have any plans to do so, though?” 

Ciel’s expression immediately froze stiff. 


“Why not?” she immediately demanded. “Don’t you realize that 
marriage is a blessing?” 


“ ,.Aren’t we a bit too young to have to start talking about marriage 
already?” Eugene pointed out. 


“If Cyan gets married before you do, that means you’ll have lost to 
Cyan.” 


“Why would me getting married later than Cyan count as losing to 
him?” 


“Who exactly is getting married?” a voice demanded as the door to 
the dining room was slammed open. 


Without any surprise, Eugene calmly turned his head to face the new 
arrival. This was because he had detected signs of Cyan’s presence 
before the latter had even opened the door. However, since Ciel 
wasn’t able to do this, she couldn’t help but stare at Cyan with a 
surprised expression on her face. 


“Why have you arrived so early?” she asked. 


“Are you disappointed by my premature arrival?” a shabby-looking 
Cyan spat out as he panted harshly. 


He had wandered through the forest for an entire day, fighting ghosts, 
monsters, and knights. He hadn’t been able to even eat or drink 
anything, let alone get some sleep. 


“ ..1 thought you would be lost for a few days at least,” Ciel muttered 


in disappointment. 


“Who the hell do you think I am?!” Cyan roared angrily as he 
staggered over to them. 


After having gone through all kinds of hardship and finally arriving at 
the Black Lion Castle, he hadn’t even been properly greeted with a 
single word of congratulations. This was because the Patriarch and all 
the Elders of the Council were still gathered around the round table, 
having their discussions. 


If it was just that, then Cyan could have endured it. However, the 
news that Eugene had arrived at the castle a day earlier than him had 
made Cyan’s heart boil over with frustration. Even though he had 
been well aware that Eugene wouldn’t find things as challenging as he 
had, he had still expected Eugene to have arrived earlier that morning. 


Instead... Eugene had made it to the castle less than an hour after they 
had both fallen into the forest! 


“Did you get to see a lot of ghosts?” Ciel asked him teasingly. 
“’,.Don’t say anything about ghosts,” Cyan threatened her. 


Ciel ignored his warning, “If you’re here, does that mean you were 
able to defeat the ghosts?” 


Cyan defended himself. “...Well, you can slice a person, a monster, or 
a demonic beast to death with a sword, but there’s no way to slice a 
ghost to death.” 


“Strictly speaking, ghosts are just a type of undead. They’re still just 
monsters, so why can’t you kill them? The reason why you weren’t 
able to kill them is just that you’re too weak, isn’t it?” Ciel taunte. 


“’..The undead and ghosts are different. The ones I’m afraid—no, I 
mean, the ghosts that I hate are different from the ghosts that are 
considered part of the undead.” As he declared this with a scowl, Cyan 
sat down next to Eugene. 


Eugene pinched his nose to block off the complex and noxious stench, 
seemingly a mixture of various different scents, that was wafting over 
from Cyan. 


“Your body is giving off a rotten odor,” Eugene accused him. 


“T’m already aware of that, so just be quiet. After I get something to 
eat, [’ll wash up and go to sleep,” muttering this, Cyan grabbed some 
cutlery for himself. 


However, Cyan wasn’t able to wash up and get some sleep as he had 
planned. This was because, as soon as their meal was over, the butler 
arrived bearing a message. 


“An important guest will be arriving soon, so please make your 
preparations and head over to the warp gate,” the butler relayed. 


“..Is the guest really so important that we all need to go out to meet 
them?” Cyan asked with a look of despair on his face. 


“But I didn’t hear anything about a guest arriving?” Ciel inquired with 
a puzzled expression. 


These words caused the butler’s expression to stiffen slightly as he 
bowed his head and explained, “We also haven’t received any word to 
be prepared for a guest. It is likely... that they have been specially 
invited to join in the meeting held at the round table.” 


“So, who are they?” Ciel asked, as he got up from his seat. 


The butler announced, “The guest soon to be arriving is Auxiliary 
Bishop Kristina, from the Holy Empire.” 


1. The original Korean text compares the heart to a riverbank reed. = 


Chapter 83 
Kristina Rogeris (1) 


The Holy Empire Yuras had claimed Helmuth’s border province of 
Alcarte as its diocesel1], As part of the concessions established by the 
Demon Kings, the province served as a bridge between Yuras and 
Helmuth. 


But could the demonfolk really find salvation through faith? 


In Eugene’s opinion, such a thing was absolutely impossible. In the 
first place, it was both foolish and useless to proselytize your faith to 
the demonfolk, who had already rebelled against the gods. 


However, it wasn’t just the demonfolk who lived in Helmuth. Even 
after excluding the black wizards and their dependents, there were 
actually quite a lot of ordinary people living in Helmuth — namely, 
those who had signed a contract with the demonfolk and now 
worshiped the Demon Kings. They had chosen to do so not just for any 
absurd reason, but for a most realistic and reasonable exchange. 


Helmuth was a human-friendly country. 


The citizens there were guaranteed a minimum standard of living even 
if they didn’t do any work. Vast numbers of demonic beasts had been 
bound as familiars to the Demon King and performed any difficult 
labor in place of the country’s citizens. 


And it wasn’t just demonic beasts either. There were also the undead 
which had been raised by high-ranking demonfolk and black wizards. 
These non-human monsters would do all the work in place of the 
humans, or at least in place of the humans who would otherwise be 
engaged in agriculture, so the vast land of Helmuth was usually 
covered with the golden color of wheat, regardless of the season. 


The citizens of Helmuth did not have to pay their taxes in money. The 


taxes that they were made to pay each month came in the form of 
their easily recoverable life-force!2], and they were far from onerous. 
And if they wished, a citizen could even enjoy quite a luxurious life in 
Helmuth by mortgaging their soul. As long as they paid off the 
mortgage before they died, it was even possible for them to reclaim 
their mortgaged souls. 


And if they weren't able to reclaim their souls? Well, then the price of 
the luxury they had enjoyed in life would have to be repaid after they 
had died. In other words, they would be transformed into undead 
slaves upon their deaths. 


However, the world was full of idiots who wanted to live in luxury 
and enjoy the glory that came with wealth, even it meant becoming 
undead slaves once they died. Helmuth had no problem accepting the 
immigration requests of these idiots. 


Ten years, that was all that the Demon King of Incarceration asked in 
return from these new citizens of his country; their post-mortem 
period of labor would be restricted to ten years at the very most. So in 
return for several decades of a happy life in Helmuth, they would only 
have to work for ten years after their death. Although the cost of 
immigrating to Helmuth was quite high, it wasn’t so much that those 
desperate to do so were unable to afford it. 


As such, the Alcarte Diocese hadn’t been established for the sake of 
the demonfolk; instead, its purpose was to convert the humans who 
had settled down in Helmuth. 


Even though they had sold their souls to the damned demonfolk and 
their Demon Kings, as long as they possessed a firm faith, they would 
be able to ascend to heaven, even if it was only after they had finished 
their labor term... 


The Alcarte Diocese peddled the ‘salvation’ desired by those idiots 
who had chosen to exchange the wealth and glory they had 
experienced in life for harsh labor after they had died. 


And the one who assisted the Diocesan Bishop in charge was Auxiliary 
Bishop Kristina Rogeris. 


She was the adopted daughter of one of Yuras’s three cardinals, and 
she was a candidate for continuing the lineage of saints that Anise had 
been a part of. 


Although she couldn’t currently be called a ‘Saint,’ Kristina was the 
only actual candidate that Yuras had put forth to become a Saint, so 
within the next few years it was certain that she would officially 
inherit the title of Saint. 


“,..Something about her...,’ Eugene narrowed his eyes as he stared into 
the distance. 


When they arrived, Eugene and Cyan had been dropped out of the 
sky, but there was actually a warp gate within the Black Lion Castle. 
Currently Eugene, Cyan, and Ciel had all come out of the castle and 
were waiting together in front of the warp gate. 


Eugene wasn’t the only one who had come out to greet their guests. 
All the knights within the Black Lion Castle were here, and even the 
Elders and the Patriarch, who hadn’t left the round table since the day 
before, were present and waiting in front of the warp gate. 


Their presence was an indication of just how important this sudden 
visitation was. Glancing at the elders, Eugene noticed that there were 
signs of agitation written all over their faces, then he turned his gaze 
back towards the warp gate. 


Eugene finished his previous thought, ‘...is familiar.’ 


Just a few moments prior, Auxiliary Bishop Kristina had stepped 
through the warp gate. Arriving with three escorts, Kristina took a 
look around her and then lifted her skirt slightly in a curtsey. 


“Thank you for the impressive welcome,” she greeted them. 


She wore a white veil that was fixed to her head with a tiara, but this 
didn’t pose a huge obstacle to checking her facial features. Eugene 
continued to squint his eyes as he stared at Kristina’s face. 


Anise Slywood, Eugene caught the appearance of this comrade from 
three hundred years ago within Kristina’s features. Although he 


couldn’t tell if these similarities continued to their personalities, 
Kristina’s face so resembled Anise’s that he couldn’t help but wonder if 
she was somehow descended from Anise. 


“’,.We weren’t aware that you would truly be coming in person,” 
Doynes stepped forward and spoke to her. 


“After receiving a call that necessitated my presence, of course I 
would choose to answer it,” Kristina explained with a soft smile as she 
bowed her head. 


Eugene noticed the short wand that Kristina had hanging from her 
waist. The shining golden wand had a cross — the symbol of the God 
of Light — attached to its end, and from just a quick glance, Eugene 
could tell that it was far from an ordinary weapon. 


“',.A call that necessitated your presence, you say.” Doynes repeated 
her words. “You mean that there is a reason for you to have come in 
person?” 


“Of course there is. However, since it is not something that should be 
discussed out here, please lead the way inside,” Kristina requested. 


Soon enough, following Doynes’s lead, the elders and Gilead turned 
around and headed back inside. Accompanied by her paladins, 
Kristina trailed after the elders, but for some reason she suddenly 
stopped walking and turned her head toward Eugene and the others. 


Eugene and Kristina’s gazes collided in mid-air. Kristina stared at 
Eugene for a few moments, before showing a faint smile. Her eyes also 
seemed to curve into smiles as she did so. Even in this, she resembled 
Anise. Eugene stood there blankly for a few moments, unable to take 
his eyes off of Kristina. 


“.,.Have you two met before?” 


As Kristina walked away, Ciel poked her elbow into Eugene’s side and 
questioned him in a low voice. 


“Nope,” Eugene replied. 


“Then why did she look so happy to see you?” 
“How should I know?” 


“She might have been smiling at me instead,” Cyan muttered in a low 
voice. Then, in a pointless gesture that only confirmed the obvious, he 
lifted an arm, sniffed his own armpit, and, with an anxious expression 
on his face, whispered, “Do I really smell that bad?” 


Eugene confirmed it, “Yep, it kinda smells like dogshit that’s been left 
out in the rain.” 


“Then could she have turned to look at me because she caught the 
smell...?” Cyan trailed off in dread. 


“Tf that was the case, then why would she have been smiling?” Eugene 
pointed out. 


Cyan muttered despondently, “She might have been smiling to keep 
herself from frowning at such an important time.” 


Eugene didn’t feel the need to reply. 


That evening, after Cyan had left to find a bed to pass out in, Eugene 
was finishing up his dinner alone. 


“Young master.” A servant approached Eugene as he was sipping some 
tea to refresh his mouth. “A guest has come looking for you.” 


“A guest? Who? Is it Lord Genos?” Eugen asked with a curious tilt of 
his head as he set down his teacup. 


He couldn’t think of any other guests who would come looking for 
him at a time like this — apart from Genos, that was. 


However the servant shook his head, with a stiff expression on his 
face. He replied, “No, sir. It is Auxiliary Bishop Kristina.” 


“.,.What?” Eugene asked in surprise as he rose from his seat, recalling 
the Saint candidate who had looked at him with a smile in her eyes. 


“Pleased to meet you, I am Kristina Rogeris,” Kristina introduced 
herself, having already entered the hall leading into his quarters. 


After taking in the slight smile that she wore on her face, Eugene 
bowed his head slightly and greeted her, “I am Eugene Lionheart. May 
I ask, why the sudden visit?” 


Kristina hadn’t brought any of her escorts into his quarters with her 
and was completely undefended. However, Eugene sensed presences 
making themselves blatantly known from outside his quarters. These 
were the Paladins of Yuras. Unlike regular knights, these paladins 
were able to control both mana and divine power at the same time. 


‘Since they were deemed strong enough to escort a Saint candidate, I’m 
sure that they must be quite skilled,’ Eugene estimated. 


Under ordinary circumstances, he might have been interested in 
seeing how strong the paladins really were, but for now he could only 
set that aside. Eugene first had to deal with Kristina, who was openly 
staring at him. 


Although he had already sensed this when he had caught sight of her 
from afar, Kristina’s face truly resembled that of Anise’s. 


Eugene suspected, ‘She might really be Anise’s descendant.’ 


As far as the world was aware, Anise hadn’t left behind any 
descendants. Although this was partially due to the fact that Anise had 
been labeled a Saint, the Anise that Eugene was familiar with was 
never the type to unconditionally follow the church’s doctrines. She 
had even drunk alcohol while calling it holy water, so it was entirely 
possible that she might have secretly had a descendant without 
anyone knowing about it. 


That said, it wasn’t like he could suddenly ask Kristina, who was still 
just a stranger, about her ancestry. 


So for now, Eugene just asked, “...Is there something that you need 


from me?” 


Although Eugene had been treating her politely, out of consideration 
for the fact that they were still strangers, it seemed that Kristina had 
no intention of following suit. 


“Please pardon me,” Kristina apologized as she reached out her hand 
and grabbed Eugene by the wrist. 


‘What is she trying to do?’ 


Eugene couldn’t help but feel slightly flustered. Although Eugene had 
predicted Kristina’s movements in advance, he couldn’t figure out the 
reason behind her actions. 


Soon, a tingling electric current began flowing from where she was 
gripping his wrist. Eugene’s brows furrowed at this, but he didn’t try 
to pull himself free of Kristina’s hands. Kristina was still looking up at 
Eugene with a wide smile on her face. 


“’,.Are you done?” Eugene asked, after a few moments had passed. 


The tingling sensation spreading from his wrist had stopped. Yet, even 
so, Kristina was still holding on to it. 


After fiddling with Eugene’s wrist, she boldly ran her eyes up Eugene’s 
forearm. 


“Ts there a reason why you just did that?” Eugene demanded. 
“Your forearm seems quite strong,” Kristina commented. 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “I’m hoping that you're not just touching 
me because you wanted to feel me up.” 


“T heard that you personally faced the Demon King of Incarceration,” 
Kristina finally explained before letting go of Eugene’s wrist with a 
nod. “Having come face-to-face with a Demon King, there was a risk 
that your mind and soul may have been tainted with his Demonic 
Power.” 


“And so, was my mind and soul tainted by the Demon King?” Eugene 
asked, confident of the answer. 


“Not at all,” Kristina said. “They’re both completely clean without a 
trace of contamination.” 


Eugene snorted. Back then, The Demon King of Incarceration had 
descended upon the site using the Death Knight’s body as his vessel. 
Although he might not have been so certain of this had the Demon 
King of Incarceration decided to come out in person, there was no way 
that Eugene’s soul was so weak that it would be tainted after facing 
just that. 


Eugene got back to the main point, “So did you come here just 
because you were worried about me?” 


“Though that was part of it, I was also curious about you,” Kristina 
admitted. 


Eugene smirked, “It seems that rumors of my exploits have even 
spread to the Holy Empire.” 


“Rumors are rumors, but I have also received a revelation,” Kristina 
said, as she looked up into Eugene’s face. 


“’,.A revelation?” Eugene asked, uncertainly. 
“Ves.” 
“What kind of revelation?” 


“Tm afraid that it would be difficult for me to reveal that to you Sir 
Eugene, as you have not yet converted to our faith.” 


“Tf you can’t even tell me what it says, why tease me by making me 
aware that it exists?” Eugene complained. 


“T just wanted to make you aware that God had given his blessing to 
our meeting,” Katrina declared piously. 


God? Eugene’s face twisted into a deep scowl. He should have known. 
If there was any being capable of delivering a revelation to this Saint 
in front of him, it had to be the God of Light, who all of Yuras 
worshiped. 


However, Eugene definitely couldn’t just accept these words at face 
value. Even someone like Anise had never once received a divine 
revelation. Thus, to a certain extent, Anise’s participation in 
Vermouth’s journey was done at the will of the Holy Empire, not at 
the will of their God. 


“ ,.Have you finished your business with me?” Eugene eventually 
inquired. 


“Not at all,” Kristina said, shaking her head. She reached out her hand 
once more to grab Eugene by the wrist, “The meeting held at the 
round table is finally over. Since the Elders of the Council have 
decided to open the door to the tomb, let us visit the tomb together.” 


“’,.Will you also be entering the tomb, Auxiliary Bishop Kristina?” 
Eugene asked in surprise. 


“Yes, that is why I came here in person,” Kristina explained. 
Eugene voiced his suspicions, “Is this also because of the revelation?” 
“Yes,” Kristina replied with a smile. 


Eugene definitely couldn’t tell what Kristina’s true intentions were, 
and once again, this fact reminded him of Anise. 


Since Kristina was the one who had taken liberties with him first, 
Eugene decided that there was no need to be so polite with her. 


“ ,.Would it be alright for me to ask you a question?” Eugene spoke up 
as Kristina led him down the hallway. “Auxiliary Bishop Katrina, I 
have heard that you are currently the only candidate for the position 
of the Saint. Is that because you have inherited the legacy of the 
‘Saint’ through your bloodline?” 


“Your question sure is quite sudden,” Katrina responded. 


Ignoring her evasiveness, Eugene continued, “I have been studying 
magic for the past two years in Akron. Auxiliary Bishop Kristina may 
not be aware of this, but within Lady Sienna’s Hall, there is a place 
where she left behind the images of her comrades from three hundred 
years ago.” 


These words caused Kristina’s steps to falter for a few moments. As 
her eyes narrowed into a thin smile, she turned around to look at 
Eugene. 


In response to her silent smile, Eugene justgrinned and said, “This of 

course include my ancestor, the Great Vermouth, as well as the Brave 
Molon, the Stupid... Hamel, and the Faithful Anise. I was able to see 

all of their appearances.” 


“How fortunate for you,” Katrina said drily. 


Eugene got to the point, “There, I happened to get a good look at Lady 
Anise’s face. I’m not sure how you'll take this, but you just so happen 
to greatly resemble Lady Anise, Auxiliary Bishop Katrina.” 


“Although that comes as quite a surprise, I am grateful for your 
words,” Kristina said as she let go of Eugene’s hand and bowed her 
head deeply. “For you to have seen a resemblance to the Lady Saintess 
from long ago in this servant, I, who have yet to graduate from being 
a mere candidate... Perhaps this too may be due to a miracle from 
God.” 


“Can a mere facial resemblance really be called a miracle?” Eugene 
questioned doubtfully. 


Instead of answering Eugene’s question, Kristina continued, “Perhaps 
Lady Anise may even be my ancestor. If that is the case, that would be 
quite amazing.” 


“Though I’ve heard that Lady Anise didn’t leave behind any 
descendants,” Eugene pointed out. 


“Though that may be what the world believes, beneath the title of a 


Saint even Lady Anise was still only human, so she may have desired 
descendants,” Kristina argued. “How much do you know about me, Sir 
Eugene?” 


“’,.l’m aware that you are Cardinal Rogeris’s adopted daughter,” 
Eugene replied. 


“Yes. I was abandoned as an infant by my birth parents. My parents, 
whose very names are lost to me, placed me in a basket and discarded 
me at the door of a monastery, in the hopes that the priests of the God 
of Light would take me in,” Kristina reached out once more and 
caught Eugene’s wrist in her hand. 


“Because of that, I know nothing about my bloodline or about my 
ancestors. However, since Sir Eugene claims that he can see a 
resemblance to the Faithful Anise in my features, then I really do 
suspect that she might be my ancestor,” said Kristiana with a giggle. 
“Tf that really is the case, then it would be truly fortuitous and 
amazing, but it would also be slightly distressing. From what Sir 
Eugene has said, if I really am the descendant of Anise... wouldn’t that 
mean that one of parents was still unable to care for their own child 
despite also being a descendant of Anise?” 


Eugene wasn’t sure what to say to this, so he just shrugged his 
shoulders. He didn’t miss the reaction that Kristina had shown when 
she had first heard him say that she resembled Anise. Kristina hadn’t 
seemed overly flustered. 


As if she had heard it many times before. 


Once he had given it some thought, Eugene realized that there was no 
way that Anise’s appearance would have gone unrecorded by the Holy 
Empire. Just like what Eugene had felt upon seeing Kristina, the 
priests of the Holy Empire must have also sensed a resemblance to 
Anise’s appearance in Kristina. 


How many children were left abandoned in front of a monastery each 
year? For an abandoned child like her to have caught the eye of a 
Cardinal, there must have been some kind of reason behind it. 


Eugene decided not to continue asking questions about her 


relationship to Anise. Perhaps that snake-like woman really had 
started a family without anyone knowing about it, even as she went 
around as a Saint. Maybe she had even started a family while 
wandering around on her pilgrimage. 


That was all up to Anise. But what was clear was that it couldn’t be 
the least bit pleasant to keep bothering Kristina, who might not even 
be Anise’s descendant, about it. 


“...The night air sure is cold,” Eugene muttered as he pulled out a 
thick robe from within the Cloak of Darkness and handed it to 
Kristina. 


No matter how cold the night air was, it wasn’t like Kristina was 
incapable of making her own preparations to handle the cold. Eugene 
was also well aware of this, but the offer was still meaningful as the 
act communicated his good will to her. 


“Thank you very much,” Kristina said with a faint smile as she took 
the robe and wrapped it around her body. She didn’t feel the need to 
turn down Eugene’s good will. 


“Are we heading to the tower with the round table?” Eugene finally 
asked. 


“Nope,” Kristina replied. 


As the closed door to his quarters swung open, the paladins waiting 
outside his quarters bowed to Kristina. Then they raised their bowed 
heads and eyed Eugene, but that was all that they did. The paladins 
did not move to follow Eugene and Christina as they left. 


Kristina revealed once they were in private, “We will be heading to 
the back of the castle.” 


Then she pulled up the hood of her cloak and led the way forward. 


1. A diocese is a territory with several churches, under the jurisdiction 
of a bishop. & 


2. The readers may recall that this is the same substance that the 
succubus den on Bolero Road extracted from their clients. = 


Chapter 84 
Kristina Rogeris (2) 


Gold strands of hair escaped from her hood and shook in the air as 
Kristina walked beneath the moonlight. Eugene stared at Kristina’s 
back as he followed her. 


Every dragon has a reverse scale!!], Although she hadn’t shown 
anything on the surface, when he had mentioned Anise earlier, 
Kristina’s smile had faltered slightly. Eugene licked his lips as he felt 
his heart pounding from the tension. 


“Um, I’m sorry,” Eugene decided to apologize for now. 


At this, Kristina, who was still walking ahead of him, shrugged her 
shoulders and laughed, “What’s with the sudden apology?” 


“Tt’s just, well...” Eugene hesitated. “I think I might have been a bit 
too careless with my earlier question.” 


“There’s no need to feel that way. Weren’t you just asking because you 
don’t know me very well, Sir Eugene? Having seen Lady Anise’s 
appearance, it was only natural for you to have some doubts about 
me,” Kristina said as she turned her head slightly to look back at 
Eugene. “Also... don’t you have quite a lot of interest in the heroes 
from three hundred years ago, Sir Eugene? That only makes it more 
understandable that you would have such questions.” 


“A lot of interest?” Eugene repeated curiously. 


“There are a lot more people paying attention to you than you seem to 
be aware of. As the foster-child of the main family... that alone would 
have made you stand out, but your talents, Sir Eugene, are such that 
even Aroth’s high-brow Tower Masters were forced to recognize you, 
no?” Kristina asked as she looked forward once more. 


As she regained her previous speed, she continued talking. “...While 
Hogani may be part of Nahama’s territory, it has also been designated 
as a holy site by the Holy Empire. Every year, many believers make a 
pilgrimage to that holy site. Naturally, this means that the Holy 
Empire has many eyes watching that holy land.” 


ce 


....” Eugene silently processed this. 


Katrina confessed, “It might be unpleasant for you to hear this, but I 
was already informed of what you were up to during your stay in 
Hogani.” 


“That’s not enough to piss me off. I had already noticed that I was 
receiving a lot of attention while I was in Hogani,” Eugene replied 
with a snort. 


Eugene and Laman had stayed together in Hogani for less than a 
week. In that short span of time, Eugene had indeed felt a great 
number of eyes watching him. 


There hadn’t been any hostility in those gazes, so he hadn’t bothered 
to evade them. Since there had also been that matter with Amelia 
Merwin hanging over his head, Eugene hadn’t wanted to kick up a 
fuss and draw her attention. As such, he had left his watchers alone, 
but he had kept up constant vigilance while their gazes were directed 
at him. 


From the priests who had prayed to the statue of Anise, to the 
believers in the God of Light who carried the cross — the symbol of 
their God — around their necks or wrists, and even the knife-laden 
warriors of Nahama... 


“The way that the Holy Empire has been paying attention to me, is 
that also because of the revelation?” Eugene inquired. 


“Pardon me for repeating what I said earlier, but I am afraid that I 
cannot reveal anything to you, as you are not a member of our faith,” 
Katrina repeated her refusal. 


“T remember that, but I really can’t help but be curious about it,” 
Eugene complained. 


“T informed you about it because I hoped that it would arouse your 
curiosity,” Katrina cheekily admitted. 


‘She’s got a nasty personality,’ Eugene thought as his face twisted into a 
scowl. 


Not only did her face resemble Anise, Kristina’s wretched personality 
also reminded him of his old companion. Could Katrina really be 
Anise’s descendant? 


“...It would be jumping to conclusions to decide that Kristina is Anise’s 
descendant just because of a resemblance between their faces and 
personalities. In the first place, wouldn’t it be strange for Anise’s 
descendant to so closely resemble her after a whole three hundred years 
have passed.’ 


Currently, there was no descendant in the Lionheart clan’s main 
family whose face resembled that of Vermouth’s. The only 
resemblance that could be seen between the ancestor and his 
descendants was in their gray hair and golden eyes. 


Perhaps it was just a ‘coincidence’ that Kristina’s face resembled 
Anise’s. Blonde hair and blue eyes were a fairly common pairing. In 
fact, her facial features and appearance weren't exactly identical to 
Anise’s. To put it bluntly, it was the characteristics and the aura of a 
‘Saint’ that had played no small part in reminding Eugene of Anise. 


However, it was true that their looks were similar. That could be why 
she had been taken in by the Cardinal in the first place — so that he 
could raise her as a copy of the Saint... The more Eugene thought 
about it, the more complicated he felt. 


Anise hadn’t talked much about her past. In fact, she hadn’t been the 
only one; aside from Molon and Sienna, neither Hamel nor Vermouth 
had enjoyed bringing up stories from their pasts. 


However Anise’s attitude towards her past had been different from 
that of Hamel or Vermouth. 


Anise hated her past. 


Although she had never said so directly, Eugene—no, Hamel had 
gotten that feeling from her. They had traveled together for a very 
long time after all. While going through all sorts of hardships, they 
had shared a lot of talk about this or that. 


Bringing up ‘memories’ was a simple way to pass the time, and it was 
good to talk about them over drinks. Sienna would rave about how 
beautiful the elven forest where she had spent her childhood was. And 
whenever she brought this topic up, Molon also seemed to be 
unwilling to lose to her, as he would brag about how magnificent the 
northern snowfields where his tribe lived were. 


Whenever they started talking like that, Vermouth and Hamel 
preferred to pick holes in the others’ stories rather than tell their own 
stories. Just like Hamel, Vermouth has also lost everything he had to 
the demonfolk. 


As for Anise, unlike them, she hadn’t lost her hometown. After all, she 
had been born in the Holy Empire, Yuras. Even now, after three 
hundred years had passed, it was a powerful country that still reigned 
strong as one of the three empires. 


Even so, Anise strangely seemed to hold no desire to talk about the 
Holy Empire. She spoke about the God of Light several times, but she 
barely said anything about the Cardinals of the Holy Empire who had 
been involved in raising her. 


Hamel didn’t know what it had been like for Anise, growing up in the 
Holy Empire. However, considering her silence and the way her smile 
would have a different twist to it from her usual look, and when he 
thought about ‘how’ Anise had become Vermouth’s comrade, it wasn’t 
difficult to imagine that being a Saint was quite a shitty position to be 
in. 


Anise was able to become Vermouth’s comrade, all because the Holy 
Empire had ordered her to do so. 


The reason why Anise had joined Vermouth’s journey, and had gone 
on his mission to save the world, was simply that it was the will of the 
Holy Empire and of her God that she do so. 


“The path continues down there,” Kristina informed him as she came 
to a halt. 


The two of them had arrived at the rear of the Black Lion Castle and 
were now standing in front of a cliff, the bottom of which could be 
seen far below. Eugene walked up next to Kristina, and looked down 
at the bottom of the cliff. 


The first thing that came into view was the forest below. In the 
mountain ridges beyond the forest, they could see wyverns and other 
flying monsters soaring through the sky. 


“...How far down?” Eugene asked cautiously. 


“T don’t know the exact location, but we should be able to spot it as 
we're falling,” Kristina assured him. 


“Ah-sheesh,” Eugene let out a sigh as he shook his head. “So what 
you’re saying is that, without taking any safety measures, our next 
step is just to throw ourselves off the cliff?” 


“Tt isn’t like you'll be falling alone, right, Sir Eugene?” Kristina 
encouraged him. 


Eugene checked, “Do you know how to use flight magic, Auxiliary 
Bishop Kristina?” 


“Of course I know how to use it,” Kristina said with a wide grin as she 
offered her hand to Eugene. 


Eugene narrowed his eyes and stared at her hand in confusion. “What 
are you doing?” 


“Since we’re going to the same place anyway, there’s no need for us to 
fall separately, no?” Kristina proposed cheerfully. 


“Really now...” Shaking his head in exasperation, Eugene took 
Kristina’s hand. 


Then, Kristina immediately pulled Eugene with her as she threw 


herself off the cliff. Clicking his tongue at her daring behavior, Eugene 
pulled in his cloak that was flapping in the wind and wrapped it 
tightly around his body. 


After a while, he thought to himself, ‘Could it be that we need to fall all 
the way to the bottom?’ 


The fall was long enough that Eugene couldn’t help but consider this 
question. At some point, Kristina had gotten closer to Eugene, as if she 
were asking to be embraced. Eugene, who had still been staring at the 
ground far below, turned his gaze towards Kristina. 


Instead of looking at the ground, Kristina was staring straight at 
Eugene. As their eyes met, Kristina smiled at him with just her eyes. 
She extended one of her fingers and poked Eugene in the chest. 


“Tf we die from falling like this, do you think we will go to Heaven?” 
Kristina asked teasingly. 


“Did you trick me into falling because you wanted to lead me into 
Heaven?” Eugene returned the question. 


“Don’t you want to go to Heaven, Sir Eugene?” 


“T do want to go there eventually, but I don’t want to leave for Heaven 
already.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then it seems that I won’t be able to accompany you 
there.” Kristina giggled and pulled out the wand she carried at her 
waist. 


The blue jewel embedded in the center of the wand’s cross emitted a 
dazzling light. The blinding light immediately engulfed Eugene and 
Kristina, forming a pair of large wings. 


‘This is... ’ Eugene felt warmth coming from the light surrounding him. 


This light... was divine power. A Holy Magic spell, the Wings of Light. 
It was one of the divine spells that Anise had most enjoyed using. 
Eugene turned his head to look behind him. 


, 


Eugene gasped, ‘...? 


For a moment there, Eugene saw the figure of an angel with its wings 
spread open. Its appearance was so majestic and divine that even 
Eugene, who didn’t believe in gods, was shocked. At the same time, it 
conveyed to him a strong sense of dread. 


This wasn’t his first time seeing an angel. Three hundred years ago, 
Anise had summoned angels several times through the use of high- 
leveled divine magic. However, the angel he had seen back then... had 
a different appearance from the one he was seeing right now. 


The current angel had its eyes closed and a benevolent smile on its 
face. 


Its face was also exactly identical to that of Anise’s, to the point where 
it gave him goosebumps. 


Soon, he could no longer see the angel’s figure... The majestic wings 
of light slowed their fall and then wrapped themselves around Eugene 
and Kristina. Eugene gaped wordlessly for a few moments, before his 
face twisted into a frown. 


“..What was that just now?” Eugene asked. 
“What are you talking about?” Kristina asked in turn. 
“Just now... that angel...,” Eugene faltered. 


Kristina tilted her head in confusion at these muttered words. “...An 
angel? Sir Eugene, have you been taking any hallucinogens?” 


Eugene wordlessly shook his head. 


“The name of this Holy Spell is the Wings of Light. It’s not the kind of 
high-level Holy Spell that can cause an angel to appear. However, 
since the spell will be able to keep us both safe as we fall from this 
height, you don’t need to worry about any threat to our lives,” 


Kristina reassured him. 


It seemed that Kristina suspected that Eugene had seen a vision of an 
angel because he was worried about falling to his death. Eugene asked 
no further questions and kept his lips locked up tight. 


This wasn’t the time for questions. 


Space suddenly distorted. This wasn’t a phenomenon caused by the 
Wings of Light. Surprised by this, Kristina unfurled the Wings of Light. 
The feathers of the wings then scattered into light and disappeared. 


Thud. 


Eugene and Kristina’s feet touched the ground. Eugene suppressed his 
alarm and took in his surroundings. 


A few seconds prior, Eugene and Kristina had been falling to the 
bottom of the cliff. But now, let alone the cliff, he couldn’t even see 
the mountains or the forest. 


They had been drawn into a strange space. 


The grass in the field below was green and the sky was blue. There 
was no sun hanging high in the supposed sky, but the sky was blue 
and bright. There was no wind, but the grass in the field was swaying. 


Eugene slowly crouched down and tried touching the grass. The 
feeling he got from touching it was no different from that of real grass, 
but at the same time, he couldn’t feel any presence of life from the 
grass. It was the same with the soil. 


“...So this place was created using spatial magic,” Kristina muttered, 
causing Eugene to nod along. 


Of course, it was impossible to create a subspace of this size with just 
a simple grasp of magic. One of Akron’s floors was dedicated to the 
Hall of Space. Although Eugene had touched on the highest levels of 
spatial magic while studying there, among all the spells that he had 
seen, none of them were able to create a subspace of this size. 


‘Sienna... no, could it have been Vermouth?’ Eugene speculated. 


Since Vermouth was also an Archwizard comparable to Sienna in skill, 
Eugene suspected that it would have been possible for Vermouth to 
create a subspace this large. Eugene rose back to his full height and 
looked ahead. 


On the other side of the field lay a beautiful garden. In the center of 
the flowers, Eugene spotted a white shrine. Though it wasn’t just an 
ordinary shrine. In front of the shrine, a stone statue of Vermouth had 
been erected. Eugene stared at the statue for a few moments, before 
walking over to the shrine. 


As he was drawing close to the shrine, Doynes and Gilead emerged 
from within, with Doynes asking as soon as he saw them, “Don’t you 
find this place quite beautiful?” 


Doynes stared at Eugene and Kristina with a faint smile on his face. 


“Tf it weren’t for the need to guard this tomb, I would have left it open 
for all the members of the Lionheart clan to pay their respects,” 
Doynes admitted. 


“’,.l’m sure that our ancestor would be happy to receive the honor 
and respect of his many descendants,” Eugene spoke up. 


“Haha. So it seems that you share my opinion. However, it was none 
other than our ancestor himself who created this place. If he had 
wanted to receive the honor and respect of his descendants, there was 
no need for him to have built his tomb in such a troublesome-to-reach 
place like this,” Doynes said as he looked up at the statue. “...Hm... 
About Sir Hamel’s statue... I think it would be good for you to place it 
opposite this one. What do you think?” 


“’,.l’m sure that Sir Hamel would be satisfied with placing it 
anywhere here,” Eugene replied. 


“But we also still need to consider whether our ancestor would be 
satisfied with its placement. Well... I don’t think it would be so bad to 
place it there either. Since this statue of the founder has been on its 
own for three hundred years, I’d like to believe that it would be 


meaningful to set up a statue of an old friend nearby so that they can 
stay here together,” Doynes said, and then kept his silence for a few 
moments. 


So far, he had simply been leading the conversation in place of the 
silent Gilead, but now his gaze turned to Kristina before he continued 
on to more serious matters, “...In order to open the path leading to 
this space... it requires both the seal of the Patriarch and the seal of 
the Council Head. These two keys were personally created by our 
great ancestor, and he also left a message that his tomb should not be 
entered unless the position of the main family’s Patriarch is being 
succeeded or if a new Captain of the Knights of the Black Lion is being 
appointed.” 


“So you're saying that something like this is unprecedented,” Kristina 
spoke up in acknowledgment of the point he was making. 


She glanced down at the flowers that were swaying at their feet. Just 
like the grass of the field, the flowers below were only for the sake of 
appearances and moved with a strange lifeless harmony. 


She continued, “I also understand why you may want to rebuke my 
presumptuousness, but I am here for an important purpose, so 
important that it even excuses subverting such a long-standing 
tradition.” 


“We’re just worried that now might not be the best timing for 
whatever it is you’re here for,” Gilead spoke up. “...As long as Lady 
Kristina is following the will of the Holy Empire, how can a mere clan 
like our Lionheart family disobey the will of a god?” 


Gilead’s gaze left Kristina and turned to Eugene. His gaze wasn’t 
scolding Eugene, nor was it filled with displeasure from being placed 
in such a situation. There was only regret and concern for Eugene 
reflected in his eyes. Gilead didn’t want his son to have to be involved 
in such an unprecedented visitation. 


Gilead continued, “Lady Kristina. You have visited us at a time like 
this, and have stubbornly insisted on accompanying my son in his 
request to enter our ancestor’s tomb. As the Patriarch of the Lionheart 
clan, I have the right to ignore such a presumptuous demand, but I 
chose not to ignore your request out of consideration for the long- 


standing alliance between the Holy Empire and ours Kiehl Empire, as 
well as the friendship that has been passed down from our great 
ancestors.” 


“T, too, feel the same way.” Doynes nodded in approval of Gilead’s 
words. “Lady Kristina. You told us that you wouldn’t be able to inform 
us of your reason for making this demand until you had entered the 
tomb. You spoke of a ‘revelation’, and that now that the Demon King 
of Incarceration has spread his warning to the whole world, the long 
era of peace is about to be shattered. For a revelation to be given 
under such circumstances... it must be for something that cannot be 
ignored. So now that we are here, please, release the tight lock that 
you have kept on your own lips.” 


“Then allow me to say this,” Kristina said, as she stepped past Eugene 
and placed herself in the center of the room. She raised the wand that 
she had still been holding ever since their entry into this space in front 
of her chest, and with her other hand she slowly drew her own name 
in mid-air. “I am Kristina Rogeris, the adopted daughter of Cardinal 
Michael Logeris, Auxiliary Bishop of the Alcarte Parish, and the only 
Saint candidate in the entire Yuras Holy Empire. From now on, I will 
be representing the will of the Pope, and I stand here before you as 
the newly confirmed Saint, having received a revelation from the God 
of Light. 


Doynes and Gilead’s eyes widened at this calm declaration. 


However, Kristina didn’t pay attention to their surprise and simply 
continued, “Now then, please open the coffin of the hero.” 


“,.What on earth are you saying...?” Doynes responded after 
collecting his wits. 


“The Great Vermouth, the Hero who ended the Era of Cruelty by 
forcing an Oath onto the Demon King of Incarceration, the Master-of- 
all, our greatest Hero. As the founder of the Lionheart clan, he was a 
flawless person who truly deserved to be called a hero. With there 
being no other hero who has accomplished deeds as great as 
Vermouth’s, then surely Vermouth should have been the first to enter 
heaven on his passing, before anyone else,” Kristina declared 
suggestively. 


For now, Eugene just kept quiet and listened to Kristina speak. Gilead 
and Doynes were overcome with astonishment, that was quickly 
giving way to rage, but there was not a single reason for Eugene to 
feel upset with how things were playing out. 


On the contrary, this situation was perfect for Eugene. The tomb 
wasn’t just simply sealed away with magic, it was locked up tight, and 
without the seals that had been divided between the Head of he 
Council and the Patriarch it would be impossible to open the door to 
this place. On top of that, Vermouth’s tomb wasn’t located within a 
barrier as he had expected, but instead within this subspace. 


It was absolutely impossible for the current Eugene to forcefully open 
a door leading to this place. If that was the case, would it be possible 
for him to do so in the future? Eugene couldn’t be sure of an answer. 


But wasn’t Kristina now telling them to open Vermouth’s coffin all on 
her own? 


“Having come this far, I’m not sure you understand what you’re telling 
us to do,” Doynes said, no longer smiling. “All discussion about our 
ancestor’s tomb was already laid to rest over three hundred years ago. 
The Holy Empire canonized our great ancestor as a Saint, and formally 
ceded the Holy Sword to the Lionheart clan as a symbol of their 
friendship with him. With that, the connection between the Holy 
Empire and the Lionheart clan became even stronger than before and 
has developed into a sacred bond.” 


“Yes, of course that’s the case,” Kristina agreed with him. “In an era of 
peace, that alone would have been taken as confirmation enough. 
However, now that the Demon King of Incarceration has issued his 
warning, the world is destined to no longer be at peace.” 


“And what does that have to do with opening up our ancestor’s coffin? 
Also, what did you mean by prattling on about Heaven?” Doynes 
demanded. 


“The Great Vermouth’s soul has not entered Heaven,” Kristina 
confirmed as she raised her hand and pointed at Vermouth’s statue. 
“In the revelation, it was said that the soul of a hero continues to 
wander without any rest. That is why I, as the Saint, must perform a 
final check on the hero’s remains.” 


“.,.Are you... aware... of how disrespectful... your current words 
are... to the Lionheart clan?” Gilead ground out slowly, unable to hide 
his anger. 


He unconsciously manifested a flaming white mane of mana as he 
glared at Kristina, and beside him, Doynes also glared at Kristina with 
narrowed eyes. However, Kristina wasn’t even the slightest bit 
hesitant. Instead, she just nodded her head with a heavy smile. 


“T have no intention of undermining the great hero’s many 
accomplishments,” Kristina declared. 


ce 


...” Gilead and Doynes remained silent. 


Kristina confidently argued, “Yet, instead of mindlessly praising the 
great hero, we should at least confirm his final moments. We, who are 
living in this world three hundred years after the last war finally 
ended, are not able to fully understand the events that occurred 
during that era. Just why did such a great hero have to be laid to rest 
so quickly? Why did the Wise Sienna go into seclusion so suddenly, 
and then why did the Faithful Anise disappear during her pilgrimage? 
Why has the Brave Molon not apparead in this world since a hundred 
years ago?” 


Kristina resumed walking forward. Crossing the field of flowers, she 
approached Doynes and Gilead as she continued her diatribe. “Why 
didn’t the heroes defeat the remaining Demon Kings? What kind of 
Oath was made between the Demon King of Incarceration and the 
Great Vermouth? I’m afraid that we don’t know anything about it. Not 
even God knows what occurred at that moment. All He can say is that 
the soul of the hero has not entered Heaven. That is why we should at 
least check the tomb, in order to lay our suspicions to rest.” 


“’..Would rejecting your request be going against the will of your 
god?” Doynes demanded. 


“We have no desire to enforce the authority of our faith on those who 
don’t believe in Him, Nevertheless, in this case, yes. As a believer in 
our God, I would feel a great disappointment at your rejection,” 
Kristina confessed. 


Even back then with Anise, Eugene had this thought several times that 
it was a damned annoying reasoning to claim that it was all god’s will. 
No matter what you said in response, after they had put forward that 
it was the will of their god, they no longer needed any other reason to 
keep pushing through what they had decided to do. 


As a believer, their god’s will was absolute. To those who didn’t 
believe in their god, their words might sound like bullshit, but it was 
also hard to just disregard their revelations when the believers placed 
so much faith in them. 


‘How lucky,’ Eugene silently cheered. 


Now, of course, there was no reason for Eugene to get involved in this 
troublesome matter. As he tried not to show any obvious interest in 
the outcome, he kept watching this situation unfold with as stiff a face 
as he could manage to hold. 


“.,.What in the world are your reasons for involving my son in this 
‘confirmation’ of yours?” Gilead demand. 


“That is also part of the revelation, but I’m afraid that I cannot say 
any more on that just yet,” Kristina regretfully excused herself. 


Gilead’s tone grew snide, “‘Saint’ Kristina, do you really understand 
just how ridiculous and offensive you’re revealing yourself to bel21>” 


“That may be, but this is all the will of God, as well as the will of His 
Holiness the Pope,” Kristina defended herself. [3] 


‘She absolutely refuses to lose the argument,’ Eugene noted. 


Anise was just like that. Eugene stared at Kristina’s back, gob-smacked 
at her stubbornness. 


“...A confirmation, you say,” Doynes muttered. He tightened his hands 
into fists for a moment before loosening them, then he turned to 
glance at Gilead and said, “I will follow the Patriarch’s decision in 
this.” 


“...Are you sure?” Gilead asked in surprise. 


“Even though I am in a position that requires me to lead the Council 
of Elders, I still can’t take over for the Patriarch when it comes to 
deciding such issues. However, as Head of the Council, while I will 
unconditionally abide by the decision made by the Patriarch, I will 
never allow it to develop into a problem in the future,” Doynes 
vowed. 


Gilead was silent for a few moments as he lost himself in thought. 
Eventually, he let out a long sigh and then grinned bravely. 


“T never imagined that I would actually get to open our ancestor’s 
coffin with my own hands,” Gilead muttered as he turned around and 
walked away. “Please, follow me.” 


1. The dragon’s reverse scale is basically their weak point that drives 
them into a rage when touched. In English terms, a good equivalent 
might be the berserk button. = 


2. The original text has a pun that uses a formal tone to mock how she 
keeps using the revelation as a justification of her rude behavior. This 
is the closest approximation I could come up with. = 


3. The titles “His Holiness” and “His Majesty” will both be used for the 
Pope. @ 


Chapter 85 
Kristina Rogeris (3) 


Doynes did not enter the shrine along with the others. 


“How could someone like me, who isn’t even the Patriarch, dare to 
examine the remains of our great ancestor?” Doynes said. He shook 
his head while releasing a long sigh, then he bowed his head toward 
Kristina. 


Eguene didn’t say anything useless, and just quietly stuck to Kristina’s 
side. 


‘After having come this far, there’s no way that they’ll turn to me and give 
me some bullshit about not being allowed to accompany them in, right?’ 


Eugene told himself this, but he still decided that it was best to be 
cautious. So far, things had worked out quite well for him. If he was 
kicked out now, right at the most important moment, he would no 
longer just stop at having no faith in God — Eugene would be actively 
hostile to the divine being. 


While he was entertaining such thoughts, Eugene glanced at Gilead’s 
back. He thought with some concern, ‘It must be very stressful for him.’ 


The memory from earlier, of Gilead angrily defending the safety of 
Eugene as if he was Gilead’s real son, lingered in Eugene’s mind. Since 
Eugene already had Gerhard, he couldn’t really think of Gilead as his 
father. 


However, he acknowledged the fact that Gilead was a good person, 
and he had sensed a lot of concern and fatherly love coming from 
Gilead. That was why he couldn’t help but feel that Gilead was in a 
very pitiful position. The eldest son had smeared shit all over the face 
of his father and his clan, and now a Saint who had come to visit was 
stubbornly insisting on opening up their ancestor’s grave. 


‘Becoming a Patriarch? Like hell I would do that. Absolutely never,’ 
Eugene swore as he felt a shudder run down his back. 


Setting aside his pity and any other emotions, Eugene reaffirmed his 
decision once more. If he was forced to join the Knights of the Black 
Lion instead, he could deal with it, but he absolutely couldn’t bear 
becoming the Patriarch. 


No, he didn't even want to become a Knight of the Black Lion either. 
Eugene just wanted to live his life the way he wanted to. 


“What a mysterious place.” Having been following Gilead silently, 
Kristina suddenly spoke up. “A subspace of this size... It has a sky and 
a field, flowers, and even a shrine... Although it all looks gorgeous at 
first glance, the appearances are only skin-deep. In fact, there seem to 
be no decorations within the shrine either.” 


“ ,.That was the will of our great ancestor,” Gilead admitted in a quiet 
voice. “He forbade all of his descendants from decorating his tomb, 
and he also forbade the Lionheart clan as a whole from adding any 
ornamentation. He also told us that we are not to worship his tomb, 
nor use it as a symbol of our respect for him.” 


“...Worship and a symbol...,” Kristina muttered. “It seemed that he 
truly wanted to avoid becoming an idol [1], 


“Normally, even the statue of Sir Hamel would not be allowed to be 
placed here. However, strictly speaking, it’s not a decoration arranged 
by his descendants, nor is it an ornament arranged by the Lionheart 
clan...” Gilead paused for a moment and looked back at Eugene. “... 
after all, the fact that Eugene is a disciple of the Wise Sienna takes 
precedence over his identity as one of Vermouth’s descendants. Also, 
as the last to pay tribute to Sir Hamel’s grave, my son has inherited 
the right to decide what to do with the recovered artifacts. That is the 
decision that the Council and I have come to on this matter.” 


“What a beautiful compromise,” Kristina said with a bright smile. 


The atmosphere around the three was still chilly, but she smiled 
without any sign of restraint. 


“To think that a friendship from three hundred years ago would be 
resurrected here. To think that Hamel’s grave was lost to the entire 
world... For Sir Eugene to have found his way into the grave, it surely 
must have been God’s will,” Kristina confidently stated. 


“’,.Was the fact that Sir Hamel’s grave was damaged and his body 
desecrated in order to create a Death Knight, also part of God’s will?” 
Eugene asked with a bitter expression. 


At this snide response, Kristina slowly shook her head and replied, “Of 
course that was not God’s will. That was why he used you as a ray of 
light to illuminate the darkness lurking so deep underground.” 


What amazing leaps of logic. Eugene just snorted and shook his head. 
Anise had been just as blatant as Kristina in using her god as her 
excuse for anything. 


‘Even so, I was never once able to win an argument with her,’ Eugene 
complained to himself. 


Could shitty logic and stubborn rhetoric be the basic skills taught to 
all clergy? For now, Eugene couldn’t help but assume that this was the 
case, having seen such examples in both Anise and Kristina. 


“...It does look pretty shabby,’ Eugene noted as his eyes roamed around 
the interior of the shrine. 


Just like Kristina had said, while the shrine seemed very grand on the 
outside, it was pretty shabby on the inside. There weren’t any of the 
common murals or paintings that usually decorated shrine walls, and 
no patterns had been engraved onto any of the pillars. 


Eugene felt that something like this better suited Vermouth’s 
personality than something extravagant. Then, he recalled Hamel’s 
grave, which had already crumbled into ruins. Before it had been 
demolished, it looked to have been a pretty decent grave. There had 
been a statue and even a memorial stone dedicated to Hamel. The 
pillars and walls had also been carved with Anise’s prayers and 
Sienna’s magic formations. 


However, this shrine had absolutely no decoration. There weren’t even 


any prayers written down, and he couldn’t see a memorial stone 
either. On the stone statue of Vermouth that stood in front of the 
strone, the only thing engraved below the statue in an impersonal 
handwriting was his own name, Vermouth Lionheart. 


Vermouth Lionheart. 


The handwriting that this name had been written in matched 
Vermouth’s handwriting from Eugene’s memories. Recalling what was 
written on the stone in Hamel’s grave... 


Vermouth had to have written the name on his tombstone with his 
own hands. Eugene had a hard time imagining what that had felt like. 


“ ,.Wait here for a few moments,” Gilead instructed as he came to a 
halt. 


Within the shrine, a white coffin had been placed right in the center. 
After staring at the coffin for a few moments, Gilead slowly knelt 
down. Although Gilead didn’t tell him to follow suit, Eugene also got 
onto his knees. 


He was paying his respects not to his ancestor, but to his deceased 
comrade... an old friend. Eugene felt a complicated feeling stir within 
him as he closed his eyes and bowed his head. 


Kristina was also doing the same thing. She had gently gotten down 
onto her knees and placed her hands together in front of her chest in a 
prayer. For a brief moment, all three of them spent some time paying 
their respects to the deceased. 


After a while, Gilead was the first to rise. As he tried to quell the 
feelings that surged within him, Gilead turned towards Kristina. 


“,.Come closer,” Gilead instructed. 


Eugene slowly got up and raised his head as Gilead and Kristina 
approached the coffin. His heart was pounding from the tension. 
Eugene couldn’t believe that he would truly be able to check the 
contents of Vermouth’s coffin so soon. 


“...Please,’ Eugene pleaded sincerely. ‘Just... please be lying peacefully 
inside the coffin. Whether it’s an intact corpse or a mummy, whether it’s 
rotted into a mess or only the bones are left, just about anything would be 
fine. As long as your corpse... is still lying here.’ 


If Vermouth really was lying in his coffin, then Eugene could finally 
be relieved of these suspicions that he couldn’t bear to believe were 
true. 


Who was the one who had placed the Moonlight Sword in Hamel’s 
grave? 


The one who had clashed with Sienna in the process of doing so? 


... Fhe one who had made some stupid fucking promise... with the 
Demon King of Incarceration? 


“T’m opening it now,” Gilead nervously declared. 


If Vermouth really had passed away and was lying in there, that alone 
would be enough to give Eugene some peace of mind. 


Even if Vermouth had been involved in his reincarnation, that wasn’t 
something that Eugene could really blame him for. 


However, what if Vermouth truly was the one who had fought with 
Sienna, a comrade with whom they had both gone through so many 
hardships, and had forced Sienna to have no choice but to retreat? 


Then, there was how that motherfucker Incarceration had talked 
about being friendly with Vermouth. If the person that the Demon 
King had flapped his lips about and acted like he was in a close 
relationship with, really was Vermouth. 


‘Then Ill... ’ 


Then Eugene definitely wouldn’t be able to accept it. He wouldn’t 
even try to accept it. He wouldn’t want to understand it. And he 
wouldn’t be able to understand even if he wanted to. 


Because it was him, then Vermouth couldn’t be allowed to do 
something like that. If it were anyone else, then they shouldn’t do that 
either, but Vermouth, he especially, definitely couldn’t be allowed to 
do something like that. 


The Demon King Slayer. The Hero. God’s Chosen. The God-of-War. 
The Master-of-All. 


The Great Vermouth. 
He definitely, definitely couldn’t be... 


“',.As expected,” Kristina let out a long sigh as she saw the contents of 
the coffin. 


Gilead staggered backward in shock. 


Eugene finally closed his intensely stinging eyes. Blood dripped down 
from his tight fists. He unclenched his fists once, then clenched them 
again to stop the blood from dripping and hide the wounds. 


“There’s nothing inside here,” Kristina voiced the obvious. 
Creak. 


It sounded like Eugene’s molars were about to shatter under the strain. 
But at the moment, Eugene felt like he wouldn't care even if they did 
shatter. Without any regard for the clan or for proper etiquette, he 
wanted to tear down this shrine and smash it into pieces. 


No. He just didn’t want to stay here any longer. 


“...Since three hundred years have passed... it’s possible that not even 
the body was left...,” Gilead croaked out in a trembling voice. From 
his tone, they could feel that even he wasn’t confident in what he was 
saying. 


“T have heard stories where the remains of holy figures sublimated 
and disappeared,” Kristina conceded as she looked down into the 
empty coffin. “...However... if that truly was the case, then the soul of 


the Great Vermouth should have already entered Heaven.” 


cc 


....” Gilead was silent in the face of this cogent argument... 


“At the very least, what we can be certain about, is that Sir Vermouth 
was not laid to rest here,” Kristina stated firmly. 


Gilead’s eyes wavered. His lips flapped soundlessly, unsure of what to 
say, and his gaze kept switching between looking at the empty coffin 
and at Kristina’s face. 


Eventually Gilead managed to squeeze out the words, “...Are you 
saying... that our ancestor didn’t die, and instead just disappeared?” 


“Although I don’t know what his reasons were for doing so, at the 
moment, I have no choice but to assume that,” Kristina said as she 
turned around. Without any trace of amusement on her face, she 
gazed up at the ceiling for a few moments. 


When her lips parted once more, she called out a name. “Eugene 
Lionheart.” 


Eugene opened and closed his blood-stained fists again, then raised his 
head to look at Kristina. 


He had already guessed that this would be the result of their check. 
He hadn’t wanted to believe it was true, but there were too many 
events involving Eugene that couldn’t have been possible without 
Vermouth having been behind them. 


Hamel’s keepsake left in the main family’s treasure house; Sienna 
defeated; the Moonlight Sword stored in Hamel’s grave; all of these 
things couldn’t have been done without Vermouth’s involvement. 


The problem was... why had he done these things? If his sole purpose 
was to reincarnate Hamel, there was no reason for Vermouth to have 
kept such secrecy. They were Sienna, Anise, and Molon — if 
Vermouth had just explained the situation to them, even if they didn’t 
understand what he was doing, they would have at least accepted it. 


But Vermouth hadn’t done that. What was even more damning was 
the fact that the Demon King of Incarceration knew about Hamel’s 
reincarnation, while his own comrades probably had no clue. 


All of these discoveries made Eugene feel like shit. 


He tried his best to control his emotions, and stopped his killing intent 
from leaking. However, he had no attention to spare for his facial 
expression. His face felt awkward and unfamiliar to him, as if he was 
wearing a mask. Unconsciously, Eugene reached up and touched his 
own cheek. His blood, which had yet to dry up, was smeared across 
his cheek. 


“,.Allow me to disclose the rest of the revelation,” Kristina continued 
speaking. “Eugene Lionheart, from this moment on, I declare you to 
be the successor of the Great Vermouth, and our next Hero.” 


What the hell— 


“This declaration is made by the will of the God of Light, who has sent 
down His revelation, and it has also been recognized by His Holiness 
the Pope. As the Demon King of Incarceration has yet to take any 
action other than a warning, we cannot announce this to the world, 
but Iam to accompany you as Saint of the Holy Empire and Witness of 
the Light,” Katrina proclaimed one-sidedly. 


—was she talking about now? 


Eugene snorted and glared at Kristina. Gilead was unable to hide his 
surprise as his gaze shifted between Eugene and Kristina. 


“ ..The next Hero? What in the world do you...?” Gilead trailed off in 
confusion. 


“At a time like this, when the Demon King of Incarceration has issued 
such a warning, Sir Eugene’s existence is by no means a coincidence,” 
Kristina stated confidently. 


These words rang a huge alarm bell in Gilead’s chest. This was 
embarrassing to admit, but Gilead had also thought the same thing at 
several points. Eugene Lionheart, the son that he had adopted six 


years ago... was so amazing that his accomplishments were unrivaled 
in the three hundred years of history of the Lionheart Clan. 


“This isn’t part of God’s revelation, but... I believe that Sir Eugene 
might even be the reincarnation of Vermouth,” Kristina held her cross- 
headed wand tightly in front of her chest as she continued speaking. 
“Tf that was the case, it would also explain why the great hero’s soul 
has not entered heaven. In order to address the imminent crisis that 
the world is about to face, the hero’s soul has reincarnated itself in the 
body of his descendant.” 


“ ..Haha...” Eugene had decided to hear her out, but now he was so 
perplexed that he couldn’t help but laugh at the absurdity. 


If there really was such a thing as fate, then the current Eugene had to 
be right in the middle of a whirlwind of fate. 


But so what? Whether this fate was like a whirlwind or a spider’s web, 
did he really need to follow it blindly? Eugene would definitely never 

be willing to do something like that. He wished that he could meet in 

person with whatever god of light who had sent down this revelation. 

If they were going to throw out such nonsensical bullshit— 


“ ..then they should at least get my permission first. Fucking what? A 
hero? What a load of bullshit,” Eugene cursed. 


These words didn’t just stay in his head, Eugene spat them out for all 
to hear. And after spilling these words... Eugene didn’t gasp in 
surprise. He had fully intended to say these words out loud. Gilead 
had a shocked expression on his face, but right now, Eugene hardly 
gave a damn about his foster father’s position on the matter. 


“The Great — Ha ha ha! You’re saying that I’m the Great Vermouth’s 
reincarnation? Me?” Eugene asked incredulously. “Hey now, Auxiliary 
Bishop Kristina — no, would that be Saint Kristina?” 


“...” Kristina blinked, but said nothing. 


“Please don’t spout such bullshit. On what grounds are you claiming 
that ’m someone’s reincarnation? And what right does your god have, 
just how great does he think he is, that he picks me, who's doing just 


fine all on his own, and declares me a hero or whatever, without even 
asking for my consent?” Eugene demanded angrily. 


Kristina waited for him to finish before calmly responding. “...It is just 
my opinion that Sir Eugene may be the reincarnation of the Hero. 
Even if you are angry at him right now, please do not take my God’s 
revelation lightly.” 


“No. In any case, I’m not a believer in the god of light, I have no 
intention of converting to him, and I don’t have any thoughts about 
going to heaven, so I’m just going to keep on doing what I already had 
planned,” Eugene insisted with a derisive snort as he shook the blood 
off of his hands. “I’m just me, Eugene Lionheart. If you need a hero to 
replace my great ancestor, then get someone else to do it. You can just 
pick someone out of a crowd and call them a hero. If no one really 
catches your eye, then maybe that almighty and powerful god of yours 
can descend personally to do the job himself.” 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina said, protesting his blasphemy. 


“T haven’t finished speaking yet. No matter what you’ve based it on, I 
have no desire to foolishly claim to be a hero in front of the public. 
I’m not honored by the offer, and I’m not happy with it either. I’m just 
me, and this is my life. ’m going to live my life by doing what I want 
to do,” spitting out these words, Eugene then turned towards Gilead. 


“T’m very sorry for my harsh words, Lord Patriarch. But I believe that 
I’ve made my position clear, so I hope that you can accept my refusal 
of her offer. Speaking of which, now that it’s come up, I have no 
intention of becoming the Patriarch in place of Cyan, and I have no 
desire to become a member of the Knights of the Black Lion, either. 
That said, I will not do anything that may somehow dishonor the 
family, nor will I do anything to bring shame to the Patriarch’s face, 
so I hope that you will continue to trust me and support me as you 
have been doing thus far.” 


“...1... of course... I will always respect your decision,” Gilead replied 
after finally overcoming his astonishment. 


Eugene smiled brightly at these words, and then wiped away the 
blood smeared across his cheek with the back of his hand. 


“So anyways, Saint Kristina. Please pass my message on to your 
almighty God of Light,” Eugene politely requested. 


Hesitantly, Kristina inquired, “...What would you like me to say to 
him...?” 


“Just this,” Eugene said as he held up a hand that was still stained 
with blood and lifted his middle finger. “Also, please tell him that I 
said ‘fuck you.” 


Having just managed to get over his astonishment, Gilead’s jaw 
dropped in shock once again. Kristina just looked at him wide-eyed, 
unable to say anything in response. Eugene lowered his middle finger 
and then turned around. 


As he left, Eugene called back over his shoulder. “I’ve said all I wanted 
to say, and it’s late at night, so I’m going to call it quits here and go 
get some sleep.” 


“ ,.What about the statue?” Gilead asked after collecting himself. 


Eugene shrugged and laughed, “...I don’t think that Sir Hamel would 
want to stay at a place where his friend never actually rested.” 


Both the statue and the memorial stone, he didn’t want to leave them 
at a place like this. 


1. Idol as in an image or representation of a god that is used as an 
object of worship. = 


Chapter 86 
Kristina Rogeris (4) 


Eugene didn’t stop to look back. He walked straight out of the shrine, 
approaching Doynes, who was standing in front of the statue of 
Vermouth. 


“If I want to get out of here, what do I need to do?” Eugene asked. 


Doynes put on a puzzled expression at these abrupt words. He shot a 
gaze towards the shrine, searching for Gilead and Kristina, who had 
yet to appear, and then turned back to face Eugene. 


“...What about Sir Hamel’s statue?” Doynes eventually asked. 
“There’s no longer any need to leave it here,” Eugene answered. 


“,.Hah...?” Doynes’ expression froze as he heard this, unable to tell 
what Eugene meant by this. Unsure of what to say, he hesitated for a 
few moments before letting out a long sigh and acquiescing. “...Just 
keep heading straight. If you do that, you’ll naturally be able to make 
your way outside. 


Eugene nodded, “Got it, thank you very much. Then I’ll be heading 
out first.” 


“Could you tell me why you’re so angry?” Doynes’s words caught 
Eugene just before he could leave. 


The coffin was missing their ancestor’s remains. Doynes could at least 
figure out that much, but he did not fully understand why Eugene 
would be so angry. Under normal circumstances, Eugene would have 
reacted to these words more calmly, but right now, he was in a state 
of such heightened emotion that he couldn’t find the patience for that. 


“T don’t think I have an obligation to explain the reason for my anger, 
now do I?” Eugene replied insolently. 


He didn’t even wait for a reply — he simply walked straight past 
Doynes and through the flower field. Doynes’s eyes blinked in shock 
as he looked at Eugene’s back, then he shook his head as he let out a 
long sigh. 


Eugene felt like dogshit. 


Lately, he’d been encountering a whole lot of things that made him 
feel this way. Like in the underground grave in Nahama, when he had 
discovered that Hamel’s corpse had been made into a Death Knight. 
Or when Amelia Merwin had been about to kill him. There was also 
the whole thing where the Demon King of Incarceration had shown up 
in person. 


When the Demon King had spoke of his fondness for Vermouth, and 
when he had snidely called Eugene a stupid lion, revealing that the 
Demon King was aware of his reincarnation. 


But even compared to back then, his current state was even more 
dogshit awful, motherfucking dogshit awful. Eugene bit down hard on 
his lower lip and chewed angrily. He could taste blood coming from 
his shredded lip, but the throbbing pain wasn’t nearly enough to shake 
off this dogshit feeling. 


He wanted to run off into the woods like a madman. To find a monster 
or a demonic beast, no, anything would do. If he beat something to 
death with just his bare hands, would it make this mood of his feel a 
little better? 


"No ” 


He didn’t even need to try something like that to know that it 
wouldn’t be any fun at all, and that it wouldn’t make him feel any 
better either. In the end, it would only vent his rage for a short while. 
Unless he could somehow address the root of the problem that was 
souring his emotions, he wouldn’t be able to get rid of this damn 
feeling. 


As such, he just kept recklessly walking ahead. Although the body he 
had been reincarnated to was still only nineteen years old, Eugene still 
perfectly retained the memories of his previous self, which had gone 
through all kinds of experiences. Thanks to that, he didn’t want to 
pointlessly take his anger out on anyone, and he was able to exert 
control over his boiling emotions all by himself. 


It was just like Doynes had said. After passing through the flower 
fields and then walking across the field, at some point, Eugene found 
himself standing in the middle of a dark forest. 


The cold wind blew around him. Eugene slowly raised his head and 
looked up at the heavens. He could see the night sky through the lush 
foliage. The night sky over the Uklas Mountains was full of stars. 


It was such a beautiful night sky that it made the fact that he still felt 
like shit even more of a shame. As Eugene glared up at the heavens, 
his boiling emotions began to slowly cool. However, he was still 
panting in rage. 


Just as he was about to shout or scream loud enough to tear apart his 
own throat, he stopped himself and settled for the understatement of 
the century. 


“This stinks.” 


Eugene took a deep breath and then raised his fists. His fists were still 
covered in blood. When he spread his fingers, he saw that his palms 
were covered in ragged cuts. Eugene began taking large strides as he 
tore off the places where the blood had scabbed against his skin. 


After walking for a bit, he started to resent the fact that this forest had 
far too many trees. Although it was only natural that a forest would 
have many trees, right now, Eugene couldn’t accept such a natural 
fact. 


As such, he struck at one of the trees with his bloodstained fists. He 
didn’t use any mana and simply struck the tree with only his strength, 
but the tree was knocked down. Eugene glanced down at his stiff fist. 
The blood that had just finished clotting was starting to slowly pour 
down once more. 


Leaping over the fallen tree, Eugene walked deeper into the forest. 
This forest was usually infested with monsters. However, none of the 
monsters living in this forest dared to draw closer to Eugene. The 
killing intent flowing off of Eugene was something that he had 
developed during his life as Hamel, and the monsters didn’t dare to 
enter the reach of that vicious killing intent. 


After he had walked for quite a while, Eugene turned to look at his 
surroundings. Even though he was in the middle of a forest, he 
couldn’t hear the sound of even a single insect chirping. Even the 
insects had been silenced by his killing intent. Eugene extended his 
senses a little further beyond the silence that was surrounding him. 


The only things detected in his immediate vicinity were monsters. 
There weren’t any traces of spells either. After Eugene dried his hands 
that were still dripping with blood by rubbing them clean on his 
cloak, he pulled out Wynnyd. 


“Tempest,” Eugene called out. 
The cold wind subsided. 


As Eugene began operating the Ring Flame Formula, he glared down 
at Wynnyd. 


“I know that you're listening to me. At the moment, I’m a little bit 
royally pissed off. ’m not sure what I should do with all this rage, but 
right now, I just so happen to be holding in my hand a sword that 
looks like it would break pretty easily.” As Eugene muttered this, he 
lowered his face close to the reflective surface of Wynnyd’s blade. 


“Six years ago, my mana was insufficient, so I highly valued Wynnyd’s 
ability to easily summon spirits. But as you should already know, 
there’s no longer any reason for me to treasure Wynnyd, right? During 
this past six years, I’m accumulated a whole lot of mana, and I’m able 
to manifest sword-force even without using Wynnyd.” 


The wind had completely died down. Eugene stroked Wynnyd’s faintly 
trembling blade with his blood-stained fingers. 


“Of course, Wynnyd is a good sword. A magic sword with such a 


convenient ability is one of the most useful weapons in the entire 
continent. But what can I do? Right now, my mood really feels like the 
fucking shit, and Wynnyd keeps looking more and more fun to break.” 


Whooosh... 


As the blade trembled it let out a gust of air. Eugene hadn’t called for 
this wind. Oddly enough, the wind flowing from Wynnyd was a 
refreshingly warm breeze. 


In response Eugene just slammed down on the flat of Wynnyd’s blade 
with his clenched fist. 


Clang! 


Wynnyd’s blade vibrated with a ringing peal, and the wind was cut off 
immediately. 


“You should know this since you’ve been watching me, but apart from 
Wynnyd, I now also have the Moonlight Sword. That means that I 
won't feel any regret even if I do have to break your sword. However, 
Tempest, I’m sure that you’ll find it a pity. Since you know me so well, 
you should also be familiar with my personality, right? I’m one bad 
motherfucker. Now then, you’ve got until I count to three.” 


This wasn’t just talk. Operating the Ring Flame Formula, Eugene 
raised his fist. White flames engulfed this fist. 


“One, two...” 


A voice rang out in his head, just as he was about to count to three 
and slam his fist down. 


[Hold on.] 
Whoooosh! 


A surge of mana flowed out of his resonating and rotating Cores. Six 
years ago, his mana had been completely depleted after summoning 
Tempest for just a short time. However, that was no longer the case as 


he was now. Although his head felt a bit dizzy for a moment, that was 
just because of how suddenly his mana had been drained. Eugene first 
settled his agitated mana, then glared down at Wynnyd. 


Eugene cursed, “You motherfucker. Do I really need to raise my fist 
just to get you to come out?” 


[You really are as barbaric as ever...!] 


“The foundations are the same, so why would you expect anything 
different?” 


The wind blew wildly. The surrounding trees swayed as if they were 
about to be swept away by a storm, and the ground beneath was 
shaking as their roots were pulled ups. 


Eugene narrowed his eyes and spat out, “Do you really need to kick up 
such a fuss just to appear for a short amount of time.” 


[...It can’t be helped as my presence is so huge.] Tempest claimed. 


“A bastard who calls himself the Spirit King of the Wind can’t even 
calm a single gust of wind?” 


As Eguene raised his fist once more, the swirling winds calmly 
subsided. 


[...Just what in the world is going on?] Tempest asked after letting 
out a long sigh. 


Even if he was the Spirit King of the Wind, it was impossible for him 
to grasp what Eugene’s situation was like at all times, as Eugene had 
yet to sign a contract with him. Even the summoning catalyst, 
Wynnyd, had been placed inside the Cloak of Darkness, so Tempest 
couldn’t help but be ignorant of what had happened within 
Vermouth’s shrine. 


“We opened Vermouth’s coffin just now,” Eugene revealed. 


Tempest fell silent. [...... ] 


“There was nothing inside.” 

[...So it was true...] 

Eugene’s face twisted into a scowl at these subtle words. 
“You were expecting this?” Eugene demanded. 


Tempest explained, [... It was impossible for something like what 
Vermouth had become to have died so quickly. From what I could tell, 
even though Vermouth still called himself a human, he was something 
that was free from the lifespan that every human being is supposed to 
have. ] 


“Then tell me why Vermouth faked his death.” 


[Hamel. Though I know that you’ve been expecting me to be able to 
answer all your questions, I truly don’t know anything about 
Vermouth. ] 


“Stop with the bullshit and just tell me already.” 


[I can swear on my very existence. I do not know what was in the 
promise sworn by Vermouth, nor the reason he faked his death, nor 
how Vermouth managed to reincarnate you. ] 


Eugene clenched his teeth as he heard the voice of Tempest echo 
inside his head. For the Spirit King to make an oath on its very 
existence, it had to be serious. Moreover, this wasn’t just any Spirit 
King, but the Spirit King of the Wind, who had made this oath. 


[The only one who could truly understand what Vermouth was up to 
was Vermouth himself. Though perhaps... perhaps the Demon King of 
Incarceration may have also understood Vermouth. ] 


As Eugene stayed silent, Tempest released another sigh. 


[However, it seems that Sienna, Molon, and Anise weren’t able to 
understand Vermouth... What I can say for certain is that not only did 
they fail to understand him, but they even came to resent him.] 


“ ,.Resent him?” Eugene repeated. 


[Just like how you can’t understand why Vermouth had to make that 
‘promise’, they too harbored doubts about it and grew to resent his 
decision. Three hundred years ago, all three of them were unable to 
accept the arbitrary decision that Vermouth had reached. ] 


Eugene tightly squeezed his lips together as he glared down at 
Wynnyd. 


With a calm breeze, Tempest’s voice continued speaking, [... The 
battle with the Demon King of Incarceration... was intense. The only 
reason why it was still considered a fight, was because Vermouth was 
there.] 


It wasn’t too difficult to understand what Tempest meant by these 
words. 


[The Demon King of Incarceration is one of the greater Demon Kings, 
ranked second in power. Hamel, you must know that he is such a 
terrible existence that the three Demon Kings you all managed to face 
and overcome together couldn’t even be compared to him. Just like 
this name suggests, he plunges all your hopes and chances for victory 
into the depths of the abyss, locking them away forever. ] 
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....” Eugene stayed silent. 


[Sienna’s magic couldn’t pierce the Demon King of Incarceration’s 
defenses. Anise’s divine power wasn’t able to illuminate the darkness 
that the Demon King of Incarceration summoned. Molon’s charge 
couldn’t even touch the Demon King of Incarceration. ] 


Eugene had only ever encountered the Demon King of Incarceration 
once during his previous life. He recalled a trembling darkness, the 
sound of creaking chains, and a red pair of eyes. The Demon King of 
Incarceration that he had personally faced at that time gave off a 
much different presence than when it had descended upon Hamel’s 
grave in Nahama by using the Death Knight as its vessel. 


[If it hadn’t been for Vermouth, Sienna, Anise, and Molon wouldn’t 
have been able to survive for a second. It was only thanks to 


Vermouth that the battle with the Demon King of Incarceration was 
even viable. With Vermouth there, Sienna's magic managed to pierce 
the Demon King of Incarceration’s defenses, Anise’s divine power 
illuminated its darkness, and Molon’s charge actually hit its target. ] 


Tempest stopped speaking for a few moments before continuing, [... 
But that still wasn’t enough. The reason that their fierce battle 
instantly became a futile struggle was because everyone except for 
Vermouth couldn’t keep up with the pace of the fight. If... perhaps if 
you, Hamel, were there at that moment... things might have gone a 
little differently. ] 


At these words, Eugene couldn’t help but burst into laughter, “You’re 
right. Fuck. It’s all my fault that I died. I did something that I didn’t 
need to do, and I died even though I shouldn’t have. That’s why I’ve 
ended up in such a dogshit state of affairs. If I hadn’t died there, and 
had instead died after picking off the Demon Kings of Incarceration 
and Destruction, I wouldn’t have been forced to see things turn out 
like this.” 


[Hamel.] Tempest’s voice rang out once more. [... The past is already 
over and done with. There’s no way that it can be reversed. If 
Vermouth really was behind your reincarnation, then it must be 
because there was a good reason for doing so. Vermouth choosing to 
make a promise with the Demon King of Incarceration must have been 
because he realized that he wouldn’t be able to defeat the Demon 
Kings of Incarceration and Destruction with what power he had left.] 


“So what about it?” Eugene asked sulkily. 


[Your comrades weren’t able to understand Vermouth, and Vermouth 
didn’t desire his comrade’s understanding. That unfathomable man 
plotted your reincarnation, even if it meant betraying his comrades, 
those who had crossed the line and followed him into danger even if 
they didn’t understand him. The Vermouth that I knew from that time 
was always lonely, right up until the end, and he derived no happiness 
from being praised as a hero. ] 


“...Those idiots,” Eugene lifted his head and glared up at the night 
sky. 


Sienna had ended up the same way. From what Mer had said, Sienna 


had lived in solitude for all her life. She hadn’t found any lovers, 
never got married, didn’t go to any parties, and just isolated herself in 
her study, working tirelessly on Witch Craft. 


[...The promise that he made with the Demon King of Incarceration, 
and the fact that the Demon King knows about your reincarnation... 

there must have been a reason that left Vermouth with no choice but 
to do this. Hamel, the fact that you resent Vermouth is—] 


“Tt’s not resentment,” Eugene muttered as he lowered Wynnyd. “This 
is... I guess you could say... it’s betrayal. Yep. It’s betrayal. Like you 
said, that bastard was a prick and we could never tell what he was 
really thinking. But that wasn’t good enough. No matter what kind of 
incredible mission he was on, I should have... we should have... We 
wandered the world together with Vermouth. We tore our way across 
Helmuth. Hell, we even killed three of the Demon Kings.” 


Eugene’s voice shook as he continued, “There was no reason for me to 
die in place of Vermouth. Even if I hadn’t pushed him out of the way, 
Vermouth wouldn’t have been in any danger. However, I still died for 
Vermouth. Because I thought that dying like that was the best death 
that I could have.” 


Even before a hole was pierced through his chest, Hamel’s body had 
already been dying. If he had tried to keep going together with them, 
then he would have just become a burden for them. Everyone had 
tried to convince Hamel that they should just retreat for the time 
being, but Hamel had refused to do so. Because he knew that even if 
he did go back, there was no way to heal that broken body of his. 


They had just barely, with truly narrow odds, managed to make it all 
the way to the Demon King of Incarceration’s castle. Having threaded 
their way down such a dangerous path, their confrontation with the 
Demon King of Incarceration was right in front of their noses. If they 
retreated at that point, there was no way to be certain that they would 
ever be able to reach the Demon King of Incarceration again. 


No. Even if they did somehow manage to somehow retreat, and then 
make it back to the Demon King of Incarceration once more, Hamel 
still wouldn’t have been able to be there with them. So he had 
willingly thrown himself in front of that final blow, and had died in 
Vermouth’s place. Hamel had been convinced that he needed to die 


with this honor. The honor of dying for a hero, for Vermouth, for his 
friend. 


It was all just his own foolish self-satisfaction. 


“.,.It wasn’t just me. Everyone there wouldn’t have hesitated to die if 
it meant saving Vermouth. Because we all came to understand the 
truth as we progressed through our journey. Even I, who was always 
so full of selfish pride, understood it. Even if I died, Vermouth was not 
allowed to die. Even if everyone else died, as long as Vermouth was 
still alive, there would still be another chance.” Eugene’s voice 
continued to tremble as he confessed what they had all been thinking. 


His fingers holding on to Wynnyd seemed to be losing their strength 
as he continued. “...Tempest, if things were as you say they were... 
and Sienna, Anise, and Molon did truly resent Vermouth, it wasn’t 
because of Vermouth’s arbitrary decision-making. It was because they 
knew that they were too incompetent, and they had become a weight 
chained around Vermouth’s ankle. The guys and girls that I knew were 
just that type of people. They were the kind to resent themselves for 
their own incompetence, and resent Vermouth for not abandoning 
them when he should have.” 


[...Hamel,] Tempest said in a melancholic voice. [Why should 
Vermouth have abandoned his comrades? ] 
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....” Eugene couldn’t answer Tempest’s question. 
[He didn’t want you to die.] 
You didn’t have to die like this. 


[He also didn’t want to see Sienna, Anise, or Molon die either. That’s 
why, when everyone else was defeated, Vermouth held back from 
delivering the killing blow with the Moonlight Sword. In that moment, 
the Demon King of Incarceration would still have been able to kill 
everyone except for Vermouth... However, that didn’t happen, 
because the Demon King of Incarceration instead was forced to make a 
promise with Vermouth. ] 
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....” Eugene listened silently. 


[That promise wasn’t made for the sake of the world. It was to save 
the comrades who had stayed together with him until that final 
moment, and to reclaim your soul, which should by all rights have 
been annihilated.] 


“I know,” Eugene acknowledged. 
Betrayal, rage, and resentment. 


Caught in the mix of these complex emotions, Eugene recalled a scene 
with Vermouth, right at the moment when they had first defeated a 
Demon King. 


—W-we won. We won! Hamel, you son of a bitch! We’ve killed a Demon 
King! 


—Did we really kill him? That fucking bastard, couldn’t he just be 
pretending to be dead? He won’t suddenly get up and attack us, right? 


—How could someone like a Demon King use such a childish tactic? 


—He might have been an enemy, but he sure was a great foe. I, Molon 
Ruhr, as one warrior to another, will recognise my match with the Demon 
King as one that will be remembered for the rest of my life— 


—Fuck your great foe bullshit. Stop spouting nonsense and quickly hold 
your side together. Your internal organs are spilling out! 


—Hamel, you fucker! We’ve killed a Demon KIng! 


—Sienna, why do you keep calling out to me and cursing me when I’m just 
standing here quietly? 


This had been the fifth-ranked Demon King — the Demon King of 
Carnage. Just as Vermouth was pulling out the Holy Sword that had 
been thrust into the Demon King’s chest, even though it was still 


clearly dusk with the sun setting on the horizon, Vermouth’s brilliance 
shone so brightly that it seemed like the dawn had come. Everyone 
had been overjoyed at the fact that they had defeated the Demon 
King, but seeing Vermouth standing there with his back to the light, 
they all felt so reverent that for a few moments they forgot how to 
even speak. 


—... You fucker... You really... Um... I guess you already know how well 
you fought, so... yeah. We already know that it’s thanks to you that we 
managed to defeat that son of a bitch, but do you really need to stand 
there acting so cool? 


—It wasn’t all because of me. 


Vermouth had looked down at all of them as he said this. 


—We... all of us together... we all fought well. It’s thanks to all of us 
working together that we managed to defeat the Demon King. 


—... So long as you’re aware of that. I was pretty impressive in that fight, 
you know. 


—Thank you. 


Vermouth rarely smiled. 


However, when he did, he smiled so brightly that it was hard to 
believe that this was the same person as the usual Vermouth. 


—For not dying and for accompanying me here... thank you. 


“T knew that already.” Eugene covered his face with his abused hand. 
“...It’s because I knew... that I didn’t want to know.” 


[...You never know, perhaps we might find Vermouth still alive. ] 


“...If that’s the case, then I’m going to kill him for real,” Eugene 
promised. 


[Let’s go to the north, Hamel. ] 


Just when Eugene was about to be overcome with emotion, what was 
this bastard talking about now? 


[The mission that we weren’t able to accomplish three hundred years 
ago, now that you’ve been reincarnated, we can achieve it. Six years 
ago, you weren’t strong enough, but now things are different. Take me 
with you to the north. You and I together will defeat the Devildom in 
the north that no one, not even Vermouth, has been able to 
conquer... ] 


“Stop with the bullshit, and just head back for now,” Eugene ordered. 
[Hamel, isn’t that what you want to do as well? ] 


“Not just yet,” Eugene said as he unfurled his cloak. “I'll go there 
eventually, but the timing is up to me.” 


[...,] Tempest’s silence was loud. 
Eugene warned him. “So don’t try to swing me around any more.” 


[...Hoho. That’s fine as well. Hamel, no, Eugene Lionheart, from this 
moment on, I will become the tailwind for your journey and, when 
you need it, the storm that protects you from your enemies. ] 


“Instead of just talking so big, can’t you try and consume less of my 
mana?” 


[That’s... It can’t be helped. It takes a lot of mana in order to manifest 
a Spirit King...] 


“Fine, I get it, so just go back in already.” 


After placing Wynnyd inside of his cloak, Tempest’s voice could no 
longer be heard. 


Chapter 87 
Kristina Rogeris (5) 


After pouring a potion onto his hand, Eugene wrapped a bandage 
around it. If he wanted to return to the castle, he needed to climb 
back up the steep cliff with his hand like this, but that didn’t prove 
too difficult for Eugene. 


After climbing up the cliff, as he headed towards the castle, he ran 
into Ciel on the way there. 


“What’s with your hand?!” Ciel yelped with an alarmed expression 
and ran over to Eugene. 


She took Eugene’s hand that was wrapped in bandages and gently 
touched the back of his hand. 


“Did you get into a fight with someone?” Ciel asked. 
Eugene raised an eyebrow, “Who would I fight with?” 
“’,.With my father?” Ciel hesitantly proposed. 


“Do you think I’m crazy?” Eugene let out a snort and tried to pull his 
hand free, but Ciel refused to let go. 


With a look of incredulity on her face, she glanced down at the 
bloodstained bandages and asked, “Then, did you get into a fight with 
the Council Head?” 


Eugene sighed. “Do I really need to have gotten into a fight if my hand 
is bleeding?” 


“...Then why are you bleeding?” 


“Tt just happened somehow.” 


The truth was that he had clenched his fist too tightly, and then he 
had smashed it into a tree in a fit of rage. So he definitely couldn’t tell 
her why he was really bleeding. 


With Eugene refusing to say anything, Ciel also stopped asking about 
it. 


Taking a deep breath, Ciel unwrapped the bandages around Eugene’s 
hand. Thanks to the potion, blood had stopped flowing from the 
wounds, and it was already starting to heal. To Eugene, this meant 
that it was but a scratch. 


However, Ciel’s reaction was different. Seeing the wounds that were 
left on his hands, she made a guess as to how they had appeared. She 
spotted the nail marks deeply embedded in the palm of his hand, as 
well as his split-open knuckles. 


“_..Why did you get so angry?” Ciel asked after she put the clues 
together. 


“Do I really have to answer that?” Eugene dodged the question. 


“Tf you don’t want to answer, then you don’t have to. And even if I do 
beg you, when have you ever said something that you didn’t want to 
say?” Ciel complained. 


Eugene laughed instead of replying. Ciel glanced up at Eugene with an 
annoyed look in her eyes, and then took out a small first-aid kit from a 
pocket. 


“Just leave it. It’ll be fine by tomorrow,” Eugene told her. 


“Yeah, that sounds about right,” Ciel reluctantly acknowledged. “Ever 
since we were young, you’ve always been strangely quick to recover. 
Did you know? There was a time when my brother and I seriously 
suspected that you might be half troll.” 


“T don’t really mind, but don’t you think that you were being too rude 


to my father?” 


From what Eugene could recall, his mother had been a perfectly 
normal human being. She had passed away before Eugene could even 
take his first steps, so he had no memories of her, but she definitely 
wasn’t a troll. 


“Well, we were at a young age, so it’s not surprising that we came up 
with one or two nonsensical ideas,” Ciel admitted as she squeezed a 
generous amount of ointment onto her fingertip and began rubbing it 
into Eugene’s wounds. “...In any case, aren’t you going to tell me what 
happened?” 


“T don’t want to talk about it, and it’s not something that I can reveal 
to you without getting permission,” Eugene confessed. 


“Then it can’t be helped.” Ciel easily conceded. 


Anything related to their ancestor’s tomb had to be kept a secret. 
Whatever had happened there, Ciel didn’t have the authority to hear 
about it. After Ciel was done smearing ointment onto his hand, 
Eugene pulled his hand free. 


It was Eugene’s turn to question Ciel. “It’s already so late at night, so 
what are you doing here?” 


“Just taking a walk,” Ciel answered blithely. 


“Alright, you can continue your walk. I’m heading in and getting some 
sleep.” 


Ciel’s lips stuck out in a pout. Naturally, the walk was just an excuse. 
Since Kristina had dragged Eugene out somewhere, she was just 
wandering around outside the castle, trying to find out what was 
going on. 


Normally, she would have clamped down doggedly and stuck to him 
until she got an answer, but now Ciel didn’t dare to do so. For some 
reason, she felt like tonight’s Eugene was a lot taller than he usually 
was. 


As such, Ciel smiled softly and waved Eugene away with a “Good 
night.” 


Eugene smirked at her disingenuous consideration and walked past 
Ciel. 


He was soon met with another interrogation. “Where are you just 
getting back from?” 


Cyan, who had woken up from his nap, was out in the gymnasium. 
Seeing how he was sweating profusely, it looked like Cyan was 
training diligently, following the instructions in the book that Eugene 
had given him. Ordinarily, Eugene would have been pleased to see 
this and might have given him some advice, but tonight he just patted 
Cyan on the shoulder a couple of times and walked past. 


“.,.What’s with that bastard?” Cyan cursed with a disgusted 
expression on his face, but just like Ciel, he didn’t persist in looking 
for an answer. 


Instead he just tilted his head and stared at Eugene’s back with 
concerned eyes as the latter entered the castle. 


Without even washing up, Eugene returned to his room. After casually 
tossing the Cloak of Darkness aside, he sat down on his bed and lost 
himself in thought for a few moments. 


‘Not just yet,’ he reminded himself. 


The Devildom in the North, otherwise known as Helmuth. Tempest 
wanted him to conquer it. That was what Eugene wanted as well. 


However, no matter how ardently the wind blew in support, 
impossible things were still impossible. Even if Eugene gave it his all, 
as he was right now, it was still impossible for him to even kill Amelia 
Merwin. Setting aside his pride and other such, Eugene was sure of 
this fact. 


‘That said, it’s also impossible for me to creep into Helmuth and slowly try 
to increase my strength that way. Because there’s more than one or two 
bastards currently eyeing me.’ 


Balzac Ludbeth had given him a warning. There were far too many 
demonfolk in Helmuth, and the Demon King of Incarceration wasn’t 
the only Demon King lurking there. There was still the Demon King of 
Destruction to be wary of. And even the Demon King of Incarceration 
couldn’t be completely confident in controlling all those who served 
him. 


But that wasn’t all, was it? There were plenty of other high-ranking 
demons in Helmuth who wanted to rise to the throne of Demon King. 
For them, a Lionheart clan’s stray lion cub was sure to be attractive 


prey. 


He was confident that he would be able to protect himself from most 
dangers. However, the dangers that he might face in Helmuth would 
be far beyond the bounds of ordinary danger. Even back then, three 
hundred years ago, it had still been such a terrible place. 


‘Even as Hamel.’ 
Eugene raised his hand that had been smeared all over with ointment. 
‘I need to surpass my old self.’ 


Three hundred years was a very long period of time. While Hamel was 
considered dead, the demonfolk of Helmuth were sure to have gotten 
even stronger. 


‘But I can’t do it alone.’ 
He needed Sienna. 


Eugene took out the leaves of the world tree that he kept in one of his 
pockets. 


The next morning, Eugene draped his cloak over his shoulders. 


He was feeling pretty refreshed. He hadn’t had any dreams, and had 
slept soundly. 


Now, he was just hungry. 


“Looks like it’s all better,” Eugene said with a smirk as he glanced 
down at his unmarked hand. He roughly groomed his stray bed-hair 
and then left his bedroom. 


A servant was waiting outside for him, “Young Master Eugene. 
Breakfast is—” 


“Don’t need it.” Eugene interrupted the man. 


Without stopping, Eugene walked down the hallway, only for the 
servant to keep following him. 


“ ,.There are guests waiting for you on the lower floor,” the servant 
informed him. 


“I know,” Eugene replied with a laugh. 


He headed down to the first floor and kicked open the door to the 
drawing room. 


Someone asked him as soon as he entered, “Did you sleep well?” 


Like he had expected. One of the guests was Kristina Rogeris. Gilead 
and Doynes were also waiting inside the drawing room with her. After 
Eugene bowed his head towards them, he sat down opposite Kristina. 


“Didn’t I already tell you that I wouldn’t become something like a 
hero?” Eugene reminded her. 


“The divine revelation has entrusted me with this mission to support 
you,” Kristina insisted, picking up her teacup with a soft smile. “As 
such, it doesn’t matter what your plans might be, Sir Eugene. As the 
Saint, I must accompany you.” 


“Aren’t there any other options?” Eugene asked, tilting his head to the 
side. “I prefer items of material value over empty things like 
recognition. Doesn’t the Holy Empire have anything that they can give 
me?” 


“TIsn’t the Holy Sword enough already?” 
“That already belongs to the Lionheart clan in the first place.” 


“Strictly speaking, the sword still belongs to the Holy Empire, and is 
only being kept in the Lionheart clan’s treasure vault for safety. 
However, since the God of Light has approved of you, you should be 
able to be recognized as the master of the Holy Sword.” After taking 
another sip from her teacup, Kristina set her teacup down. “Just like 
the Great Vermouth.” 


“Like I said, I’m asking if there’s anything else apart from the Holy 
Sword?” Eugene persisted. 


“.,.I already told you this yesterday, but while the Holy Empire does 
recognize Sir Eugene as the next hero, for your own safety, they 
cannot announce it to the world just yet,” Kristina reminded him. 


This was only understandable. Even three hundred years ago, after 
Vermouth had been proclaimed as the hero, he had to face a whole lot 
of troublesome issues once he had become the master of the Holy 
Sword. 


“However, if Sir Eugene comes with me to the Holy Empire, I’m sure 
that the Pope, as the representative of God, will grant you whatever 
you desire,” Kristina promised. 


“Fine then,” Eugene said as he reached out and grabbed one of the 
cookies that had been set there as refreshment. “I don’t need anything 
else. But Lady Kristina, can you tell me how useful you are?” 


“’,.Huh?” Kristina made a questioning noise. 


“T’m asking if you’re useful,” Eugene repeated himself, “As a Saint 
candidate, seeing as you were even able to become an Auxiliary 
Bishop, you should at least be considered an exceptional priest, right? 
So how good are you at using Holy magic?” 


“...Although I’m not sure what type of level Sir Eugene is expecting of 
me, I’ll give it a shot,” Kristina accepted his challenge and lifted a 
finger. Eugene’s eyes narrowed as he looked down at the cookie he 


had been holding. At some point, the cookie that Eugene had been 
holding in his hands had turned into a loaf of bread. 


“As a Saint, I should be able to accomplish miracles of such a level,” 
Kristina boasted proudly. 


“Something like this is plain useless.” Eugene harshly criticized her. 


“.,.. can also turn water into wine,” Kristina argued with lessened 
confidence. 


“But you can’t really make true alcohol, can you? Just like this bread, 
in the end, all you’ve done is change its appearance slightly. It won’t 
fill you up as much as real bread.” 


Anise had also been able to easily pull off miracles like these. Without 
Anise’s miracles, they wouldn’t have been able to catch and eat the 
demonic beasts in Helmuth, and they wouldn’t have been able to 
drink the contaminated water that was found there. 


However, like what Eugene had said, these miracles weren’t truly life- 
changing. If you didn’t have any cookies in the first place, you 
couldn’t make them into bread. And Anise, who had drunk alcohol 
while claiming it to be Holy Water, did not drink the wine she herself 
had made because it couldn’t really get her drunk. 


Eugene continued his interrogation, “Are you able to reattach severed 
limbs?” 


Kristina hesitated. “...That’s...” 
Eugene continued. “Can you regenerate the blood lost from a wound?” 
“...” Kristina was left dumbstruck by these absurd demands. 


“Can you reform a pulped eyeball?” 


“That is impossible.” 


The smile had disappeared from Kristina’s face. What Eugene had 
described were things that could be considered true miracles. In the 
entire history of the Holy Empire, the only one capable of performing 
such miracles was the Faithful Anise, who had accompanied Vermouth 
on his journey. 


“ ,.Currently, it’s impossible for me to perform a miracle on the same 
level as Lady Anise. However, I too have been appointed as the Saint. 
Some day, I will be able to perform miracles just as amazing as those 
of Lady Anise,” Kristina claimed, regaining her confidence. 


“Ts that so?” Eugene asked doubtfully. 


Anise had truly been special. So while this was disappointing, for 
Eugene, who wasn’t able to use Healing magic, being accompanied by 
Kristina wasn’t such a bad thing. At the very least, he would have an 
extra hand in dealing with injuries. 


“Lord Patriarch,” Eugene said, finally turning his head towards Gilead 
and Doynes. 


Since they had chosen to come in without even knocking, Eugene had 
responded by just treating them as part of the scenery while he had 
been addressing Kristina. 


However, the two of them didn’t seem to be annoyed by this. 
Although they could have scolded Eugene for being rude, neither of 
them seemed to want to blow this matter up into a big deal. At least, 
that was what Gilead was thinking. Eugene had always been a free- 
spirited kid ever since he was young. However, now that a Saint had 
come looking for him in order to declare him a hero, it was only 
natural that his emotions might be a little high-strung. 


Eugene immediately requested, “About the Holy Sword in the treasure 
vault, would it be alright for me to borrow it for a while?” 


“ ..Hm,” Gilead polished his teacup as he considered this for a few 
moments. 


He was still a bit uncertain as to how he should deal with this whole 
issue in the first place. 


First, there was the fact that his ancestor’s remains hadn’t been found 

in the Great Vermouth’s tomb. Gilead and Doynes had been discussing 
this until late this morning. The only ones who knew about this in the 
entire Lionheart clan were Eugene, Gilead and Doynes. For now, they 

definitely could not share this issue with the other elders. 


Although it was impossible to be certain about all the facts, they could 
at least be sure of some things. The state funeral was all a lie. Their 
ancestor had faked his death and disappeared somewhere... It was 
impossible for his descendants to guess his reasons for this now that 
three hundred years had already passed. 


However, ever since his supposed death, their ancestor’s figure had 
never appeared in the eyes of the world. For the Lionheart clan, this 
was both comforting and disquieting. 


And now, for the first time in three hundred years, the Holy Empire 
had recognized the next ‘hero’ following the Great Vermouth. The 
Lionheart clan’s Holy Sword originally belonged to the Holy Empire. 
Although the Lionheart clan might have been using the sword as their 
personal symbol, no one had been able to become a true master of the 
Holy Sword ever since the time of their great ancestor. Only the 
Patriarch was able to ‘draw’ the Holy Sword, but even then, it was 
impossible for them to get their sword to emit a brilliant light like it 
did in the legends. 


“’..You dislike the thought of being the hero, but you still want the 
Holy Sword?” Doynes asked with a grin. 


Just because the treasures in the vault belonged to the main family, 
that didn’t mean the Patriarch was allowed to do whatever he liked 
with them. Especially for those items of significance like the Holy 

Sword, the Patriarch still needed to seek the consent of the Council. 


“Td rather die than accept that title, but since the Saint over there is 
already calling me a hero whenever she sees me, what else can I do? 
Also, just because they call me a hero, doesn’t mean that I need to do 
something heroic right away, like what our ancestor did,” Eugene 
replied with a shrug. “Ah, of course. Even if the Saint tries to force me 
into doing something heroic, I definitely won’t just go along with it. 
I’m not sure if the Council Head has already heard about this, but I’m 
the only one who gets to decide what I’m going to do.” 


“Even if it goes against what the family wants you to do?” Doynes 
asked. 


“Yes,” Eugene replied, not backing down in the slightest. “I won’t do 
anything disgraceful. And I won’t try anything that will diminish the 
family’s prestige. Isn’t that good enough for you?” 


“T am not a believer in the God of Light,” Doynes said with a nod of 
his head. “However, I cannot doubt a god’s vision. If the god says that 
you are a hero, then there must be a good reason for saying so. As the 
Head of the Council, I will respect your will. As long as you... remain 
faithful to the Lionheart name. So long as you don’t bring shame to us 
as you follow in your ancestor’s footsteps, the clan will support you.” 


While this was a declaration of support, it was also a blatant warning. 
Doynes was making it clear that they would have no choice but to 
intervene if he started behaving excessively arrogant. 


“Yes.” Eugene accepted the warning with a chuckle. 


Doynes looked at Eugene, who was not at all intimidated, with a 
strange gaze, but eventually nodded. 


“Under usual circumstances, this would have been discussed with the 
other elders. But it seems that we can’t do that with this issue. As 
such, Patriarch, our council will just have to keep our eyes closed 
during this next month,” Doynes dropped a heavy hint. 


“By those words, do you mean... Okay, I’ve got it.” Gilead turned to 
look at Eugene with a smirk. “If you need anything else, just tell me. 
As the Patriarch, I will gladly open the door to the treasure vault and 
allow you to take the Holy Sword.” 


“Ts it okay if I take some other things as well?” Eugene asked, not 
wanting to miss this opportunity. “Since I'm just going to borrow 
them, I would also like to take some of the other weapons that our 
ancestor used.” 


“.,.Haha!” Doynes burst into laughter, unable to hold it in any longer. 
He stared at Eugene as he pounded his knee in amusement. “Kid, you 
really are greedy.” 


“Well, it’s not like they get many chances to be seen outside the 
treasure vault in the first place, do they?” Eugene argued. 


“All the treasures in the vault belong to the main family. Although 
they might not be in use because there isn’t currently a need for them, 
there’s no guarantee that a need for them won’t arise in the future,” 
Doynes argued back. 


“But I’m not saying that I want to take everything, I just want to take 
— no, borrow the weapons used by our ancestor. In any case, don’t 
they all get to choose their rightful owner?” Eugene shot back. 


The Demonic Spear Luentos was currently with Doynes, Dominic had 
the Annihilation Hammer, and even Gilead had a sword that had been 
used by Vermouth. 


“’,.Patriarch, what do you think?” After Doynes silently stared at 
Eugene for a few moments, he turned to speak to Gilead. 


Although the question was sudden, Gilead wasn’t panicked by it, and 
he rubbed his chin for a few moments as he thought about it. 


He was considering his other children. Eward couldn’t claim anything, 
but... once they had become adults, Cyan and Ciel would also be 
given the chance to enter the treasure vault and pick a weapon. 


“...The Phantom Rain Sword should go to Ciel. And I think that 
Gedon’s Shield would be a good fit for Cyan,” Gilead proposed. 


“Tf that’s the case, then I'll take the Holy Sword, the Devouring Sword 
Azphel, the Thunderbolt Pernoa, and the Dragon Spear Karbos. This 
way, I’m only borrowing four of the weapons.” Eugene readily 
accepted the deal. 


Even Eugene agreed the Phantom Rain Sword matched well with Ciel. 
It would take a long time for her to get used to it, but as long as she 
could get a good handle on it, it would be a good fit for Ciel’s 
swordsmanship. 


‘Though Gedon’s shield is a bit unexpected for Cyan.’ 


Whenever they sparred, Cyan didn’t use a shield. Of course, this didn’t 
mean that Cyan was unfamiliar with how to use a shield. 


This was largely Eugene’s influence. The image of Eugene skillfully 
wielding a sword and shield as he tore a minotaur into pieces had 
been indelibly engraved within Cyan’s mind. 


Eugene felt like it would be quite a viable fighting style if Cyan had 
Gedon’s shield on his left arm. Once he got good at parrying, Cyan’s 
defense would be impervious to just about any attack. 


‘I’m not sure about anything else, but I need Azphel at the very least.’ 


The Moonlight Sword was the Moonlight Sword, but if he wanted to 
be able to summon Tempest properly, then he needed to save 
enormous amounts of mana. If he used Azphel along with the Ring 
Flame Formula, he would be less likely to suffer from mana depletion. 


“... Those three weapons are extremely difficult to use, which is why 
they aren’t often seen outside the treasure vault,” Doynes advised 
Gilead. 


“Tf it’s Eugene, then I’m sure that he’ll be able to handle Azphel well. 
He’s also good at wielding various different weapons, so he’ll be sure 
to wield the Thunderbolt and the Dragon Spear most skillfully.” 
Gilead confidently stated his support for Eugene. 


“Hm...,” Doynes rubbed his chin for a few seconds as he pondered his 
concerns. “...If that’s what the Patriarch wills, then I too will give my 
approval for it. However, those are all valuable weapons, so he needs 
to take the appropriate care when handling them.” 


“Of course I will,” Eugene said, nodding and smiling brightly. “Can I 
go and pick them up immediately?” 


“’,.You mean right away?” Doynes asked doubtfully. 


“The Coming-of-Age Ceremony is over. Is there any other reason why I 
should stay at the Black Lion Castle for any longer?” Eugene asked. 


“’..That might be the case, but...” Doynes turned to look at Gilead 
with a hesitant expression on his face. “...In order to open the door to 
the treasure vault, the Patriarch must be accompanying you. However 
there are still many things for the Patriarch to discuss before he can 
leave.” 


“Tf that’s the case, then it can’t be helped,” Eugene easily acquiesced. 


“Also, the test may be over, but the Coming-of-Age Ceremony isn’t 
done yet,” Doynes corrected him. “The Coming-of-Age Ceremony itself 
will be held in the Grand Hall tomorrow, so if you want to leave as 
soon as possible, you still need to wait for at least two days.” 


“Ts there anything else that I need to do to prepare for the ceremony?” 
Eugene checked. 


“...Perhaps take a bath?” Doynes suggested. 


“That’s something I do every day.” Eugene smiled warningly, proudly 
baring all of his teeth. 


Doynes smiled once more, amused by Eugene’s cheekiness. 


“Once you leave the castle, will you be staying at the main estate?” 
Doynes asked. 


“Nope,” Eugene immediately replied. 


At that moment, Kristina was still staring at the bread that Eugene had 
set down. 


Eugene glanced at her before continuing, “Since the Saint has declared 
that she will be accompanying me, I would like to go on a short trip.” 


Doynes repeated, “A trip? Where to?” 
“To the Samar Forest.” 


“Hah...,” Kristina gasped, and turned to Eugene with an alarmed 


expression. “I’ve also heard the rumors that Lady Sienna may have 
gone into seclusion there. Could it be... Are you really going looking 
for Lady Sienna, Sir Eugene?” 


“Well, I also happen to be Lady Sienna’s disciple, so why not?” Eugene 
replied with a nod. “Hasn’t the God of Light sent you any revelations 
concerning Lady Sienna?” 


“.,.l haven’t received any such revelations,” Kristina reluctantly 
admitted. 


“Have you asked him about Lady Anise?” 


“The former saints and the priests have all been hoping to receive a 
revelation about Lady Anise’s whereabouts, but they have never heard 
anything.” 


“Was there any reply to the greeting that I sent him yesterday?” 


“Your words really are outrageous,” Kristina scolded him, her cheeks 
twitching as she tried to keep up her smile. 


“T was just curious.” Eugene laughed mischievously as he sipped his 
tea. 


Chapter 88 
Leaving the Castle (1) 


“Do you really plan on heading there without an escort?” 


When Eugene told him that he was planning on heading south, instead 
of asking for Eugene’s reasons, Genos couldn’t help but first question 
his lack of an escort. 


This was the Samar Rainforest they were talking about. The largest 
jungle in all of the continent. In size alone, it could compete with the 
entire territory of the Kiehl Empire, and there were countless tribes 
living in their own individual nations within that vast forest. 


The tribes living there were not receptive toward outside attempts to 
civilize them. Located deep within the forest, these tribes had strong 
enduring traits that helped to maintain their own cultures. 


For hundreds of years, Kiehl had been attempting to negotiate with 
these natives, and, when necessary, had even threatened the use of 
force in order to secure Samar as part of its territory. 


However, these attempts hadn’t gone very well. Samar was far too 
large and there were too many natives for them to succeed. The 
indigenous people, who had lived in the forest since times 
immemorial, had developed their own unique forms of civilization. It 
was only natural that they would preserve their own customs instead 
of adopting the civilization of those from outside of the forest. 


The culture of the jungle mainly focused on witchcraft and spirits, as 
well as methods of fighting within the rainforest. Not only that, but 
the indigineous people of the Samar Rainforest were even able to raise 
monsters like livestock. 


Samar was indeed divided into dozens of tribal states, but when 
confronted by the Kiehl Empire, they would join together in order to 


form a huge tribal coalition known simply as ‘the Samar’, and shoot 
down any attempts to place them under Kiehl’s rule. 


However, Kiehl was an empire. Had it truly wanted to, it would have 
been able to conquer the Samar Rainforest at any time. What really 
prevented them from doing so was the fact that Helmuth supported 
the freedom of the Samar tribes. Although Helmuth claimed that they 
were defending the cause of freedom, considering the circumstances, 
there were a lot of factors motivating their intervention. 


For the past three hundred years, Helmuth had been attempting to 
recover their reputation in the eyes of the continent. They supported 
the countries that had been most affected by the war and accepted 
human immigrants. They allowed the Holy Empire to establish a 
diocese in their own territory, and they even closed their eyes to the 
fact that the Holy Empire and the Anti-Demon Alliance continued to 
deploy their troops on their shared borders with Helmuth. 


Nevertheless, most of the countries on the continent still had yet to 
recognize Helmuth’s peaceful intentions. Wasn’t it obvious why that 
would be the case? Demon Kings, demonfolk, and the demonic beasts 
were all far too dangerous to deal with. 


In any case, Samar was a huge forest comparable in size to the entire 
Kiehl Empire. By protecting Samar, Helmuth had obtained the 
recognition of its tribespeople. Other countries were also subtly 
bolstering Helmuth’s support of Samar, as they didn’t want Kiehl to 
add this vast forest to its already large territory. 


As such, even an empire like Kiehl was left in a position where it 
couldn’t afford to mobilize its army on the large scale needed in order 
to conquer Samar. After all, if such mobilization took place, then 
Helmuth was sure to intervene. 


“That place is far too dangerous,” Genos insisted. 


Genos was well aware of how wild and dangerous the barbarians of 
the Samar Rainforest could be. The Uklas Mountains, where the Black 
Lion Castle was located, also bordered the Samar Rainforest to the 
south. Although they had been relatively docile in recent times, the 
barbarians of Samar had historically made several attempts to raid 
Kiehl by crossing the Uklas Mountains. 


Because of this, the knights of the Black Lion Castle were always 
keeping a wary eye on Samar. The Knights of the Black Lion were, of 
course, sworn to the Lionheart clan, but with the approval of the Kiehl 
Empire, they were also tasked with protecting the border. 


“Tt’s also a very inconvenient location.” Genos tried to persuade 
Eugene. “They don’t have warp gates there, let alone any cities.” 


“You’re exaggerating things, Junior Brother. People live there, so why 
wouldn’t there be cities?” Eugene refuted him. 


“ ,.But there won’t be any cities like the ones you’re familiar with, 
Senior Brother. Can you even call a ‘city’ a place where a bunch of 
one-story buildings are haphazardly squished together and the roads 
aren’t even properly paved?” Genos argued. 


Eugene shrugged. “Well, you can call any place where a lot of people 
live a city.” 


“The toilets there don’t even have running water,” Genos warned him. 


Eugene persisted. “So what about it? That sounds like it would be very 
eco-friendly and quaint.” 


At Eugene’s reply, Genos let out a deep sigh. “...’m trying to tell you 
that, if at all possible, you shouldn’t go there. Although I of course 
have faith in you, Senior Brother, to survive in Samar, you need not 
just skill, but luck as well.” 


“That just means that as long as you’re skilled enough, you won’t need 
any luck,” Eugene boasted confidently. 


Genos hesitated. “...That’s...” 


“Junior Brother, let's just be frank. In your opinion, you believe that 
my skills aren’t enough to keep me alive in Samar. Isn’t that right, 
Junior Brother?” Eugene addressed the matter directly. 


Instead of replying, Genos’s brows furrowed slightly. It wasn’t like he 
could do anything else. He didn’t want to blatantly prick his young 


Senior Brother’s pride. 


However, he couldn’t help but be worried about Eugene, this 
nineteen-year-old Senior Brother of his. There was no doubt about his 
innate talent, and from what Genos had seen during Eugene’s match 
with Carmen, Eugene already possessed exceptional skills for someone 
his age. But even so, Samar was still far too dangerous a place for 
Eugene to wander around without an escort. 


In this world, there were many people who found excitement and joy 
by flirting with such danger. Every year, wealthy merchants and 
aristocrats searching for a unique experience would spend a lot of 
money to recruit escorts and guides before entering the Samar 
Rainforest. 


And every year, there were always a few who didn’t return from 
Samar. If they were lucky, they were able to return after being forced 
to pay a huge ransom, but if they were out of luck, it was impossible 
to even retrieve their bodies. 


“Before I came here, I was already told not to go there because that 
place is too dangerous,” Eugene revealed. 


When he had announced that he intended to head to Samar, Gilead 
had shot to his feet with an objection. No matter what reasons Eugene 
might have, Gilead could not permit his adopted son, Eugene, to enter 
the exceedingly dangerous Samar Rainforest. 


Surprisingly, Doynes hadn’t been as fiercely opposed to Eugene’s plans 
as Gilead was. In a few months from now, Eugene would also become 
an adult. This meant that he would no longer be a child who needed 
to be followed around by his parents. However, Doynes did express his 
concerns about the weapons that Eugene had decided to borrow and 
take with him. 


In such an uncertain situation, Kristina was the one who had lent him 
her strength to support Eugene’s decision. She persuaded Gilead that if 
she — a Saint — accompanied Eugene, God’s blessing would surely be 
with them. 


“Junior Brother, I’m not an idiot either. ’m not planning to go to such 


a dangerous place where death is a very real possibility for no reason. 
I’m going there because I need to go there, and I also have the 
confidence to protect myself,” Eugene declared. 


“...I’ve heard that you’ve reached the Fourth Star of the White Flame 
Formula,” Genos said after some thought. “Although I don’t practice 
the White Flame Formula, I’m well aware that no one in the history of 
the main family has ever been able to reach the Fourth Star of the 
White Flame Formula at an age like yours, Senior Brother.” 


“T am pretty amazing,” Eugene stated arrogantly. “On top of that, I’ve 
even learned magic.” 


“Would it be alright if I check just how skilled you are, Senior 
Brother?” Genos proposed. 


Eugene raised an eyebrow, “And if you decide that my skills aren’t 
good enough, Junior Brother?” 


“Then I will stop you from going to such a dangerous place,” Genos 
solemnly promised. 


Eugene burst into laughter and got up, “Well now. If I say no, then it 
seems like this Junior Brother of mine won’t truly be able to respect 
me as his Senior Brother... In that case, it can’t be helped. Shall we 
get started then?” 


“Let’s head down to the gymnasium first,” Genos proposed. “Although 
it might just be a light spar, so long as we’re going at it seriously, then 
we'll need an impartial observer. I’ll go get one and meet you there.” 


It looked like Genos was trying to make it impossible for Eugene to 
wriggle out of their deal. 


Eugene chuckled and nodded his head, “As your Senior Brother there 
is no way I would go back on my word to my Junior Brother. 


“Tt’s just better to be sure,” Genos answered evasively. 


Shortly afterwards, everyone gathered at the gymnasium. The elders 


were led by Doynes, the Patriarch Gilead, and even the Captains of the 
Knights of the Black Lion were present. Looking around at all the 
people standing outside the gymnasium, Eugene let out a whistle. 


“Aren’t there way too many ‘observers’ here?” Eugene noted. 


Since the number of spectators had increased, Eugene left out Genos’s 
title of Junior Brother. 


While stripping off his dress shirt and tossing it aside, Genos replied, 
“The only one that I asked to serve as an observer was the Patriarch. 
However, once they heard that you and I were going to spar, a lot of 
people seemed to be interested in watching, Eugene.” 


This was only natural. On the one hand, Genos Lionheart was one of 
the strongest warriors in the Knights of the Black Lion, alongside the 
likes of Dominic and Carmen. 


On the other hand, there was Eugene Lionheart. Even though he was 
born to a collateral branch, he had been adopted into the main family 
due to his one-of-a-kind talent. In many ways, he had left an 
unprecedented mark on the history of the Lionheart clan. 


“Instead of live blades, let’s use these wooden swords,” Genos 
proposed. 


Eugene asked, “What about sword-force?” 


“Tf we used that, what would be the point of switching to wooden 
swords? It will be safer for the both of us if we limit the use of mana 
solely to our own bodies,” Genos said as he picked his wooden sword. 


Eugene likewise selected his own wooden sword. Indeed, even without 
using a real sword or sword-force, their level of strength was enough 
to shatter bones. And that was before even mentioning what they 
could do with mana enhancement. 


As such, they had both armored their bodies with a Mana Shield. The 
rule was simple. The moment that one of their mana shields was 
pierced and one of them was injured, it would count as their defeat. 


“What about magic?” Eugene asked once more. 
“Tf you feel like you need to use it, then go ahead,” Genos allowed. 


“Since I don’t think that what Sir Genos wants to see from me is my 
skill in magic, I won’t use any spells,” Eugene promised with a grin. 


Without reacting to this response, Genos tightened his grip on his 
wooden sword and stepped backwards. 


“Sir Carmen.” Dominic, who had been watching as the two prepared 
for their confrontation, suddenly spoke up. Stroking his chin, he 
glanced sideways at Carmen and continued speaking, “As someone 
who has fought with both Sir Genos and Eugene, what do you think of 
this spar?” 


“ ..The two of them are similar,” Carmen muttered as she chewed on 
the end of an unlit cigar. She then held the cigar between her fingers 
and crossed her arms as she elaborated, “If you don’t factor in his 
magic, it’s impossible for that brat, Eugene, to face Genos. Or at least 
that’s how it rightfully should be, but... honestly, I’m not sure.” 


“’..You’re not sure?” Dominic repeated. 


“Sir Genos is not in a position where he can perform at his best. This 
is just a spar, so he can’t risk killing or crippling his opponent, 
especially when that opponent is an heir of the main family.” 


Carmen couldn’t be certain of how this spar would play out. It was 
because she had a strange feeling, one that was difficult to explain. 


A parrying technique that was able to divert all attacks — such a skill 
could even be said to be Genos’s speciality. However, Eugene could 
also use a similar technique. In fact, the techniques shared by these 
two were so similar that she had even begun to suspect that Eugene 
was Genos’s disciple, or had at least been taught by him. 


a 


Carmen hesitated. ‘... However... in terms of finesse... 


It seemed absurd, but... having personally faced both of their 


techniques, she felt that Eugene’s finesse in executing the technique 
was far above that of Genos. 


When she had faced Eugene, Carmen hadn’t used her full power. 
However, the attacks she had thrown at him were powerful and heavy 
enough that it should have been impossible for a nineteen-year-old 
brat to deal with them. She had vowed to defeat him within a minute, 
after all. Yet, let alone a minute, she wasn’t able to defeat him even 
after three minutes had passed. No, she hadn’t even been able to 
really push him... even though Carmen hadn’t been going easy on 
him. Eugene had shown absurdly high levels of mana control, and he 
had been able to divert all of her attacks. 


His technique surpassed even Genos’s. 
“Come on, then.” Genos conceded the first blow. 


Eugene might be his distant senior, but such generosity was still 
justified. 


Eugene smirked and took up his stance. ‘That’s just fine with me. I’ve 
been wanting to take a good look at it.’ 


In regards to the damn Hamel Style that Vermouth, that son of a bitch, 
had sorted out and taught his descendants, Eugene had also become 
familiar with it after reading the notes that Genos had written for him. 


But even if he hadn’t read it, Eugene couldn’t help but be familiar 
with it. All ten moves in the Hamel Style were based on techniques 
that had been used by Hamel after all. 


Although that was just in his immature childhood. 


Eugne judged, ‘In terms of technique, I’m superior. I’ve taken the Hamel 
Style apart and corrected it for him, but Genos probably won’t be able to 
adapt the techniques that he’s practiced for decades so quickly.’ 


And even if Genos did manage to adapt them, it still wouldn’t be 
much of a problem. After all, wasn’t the Hamel Style still based on 
what Eugene had come up with as Hamel? In other words, under 
normal circumstances, it was impossible for Eugene to lose this spar. 


There was no way that Genos wasn’t aware of this fact. Even so, Genos 
had still proposed this spar because he wanted to confirm Eugene’s 
abilities other than these techniques. Also, if Genos was able to beat 
Eugene even if they were using the same techniques, then... 
Unbeknownst to the audience, Eugene’s right to keep acting superior 
to Genos was also on the line. 


‘You’re distracted, Junior Brother.’ Eugene silently chided Genos as he 
held his wooden sword straight in front of him. ‘To start with... alright. 
Let’s use the Hamel Style second mo—wait, fuck. Why am even I using that 
bullshit name now?’ 


Eugene’s expression twisted into a scowl as he pushed off the ground 
with one foot. 


The second move was called Thousand Thunderclaps. Although it had 
‘thousand’ in its name, it was really just stabbing his sword dozens of 
times in a rapid flurry. If you added sword-force on top of that, even if 
you didn’t reach a thousand, you could at least make it seem that 
there were hundreds of blows. 


‘Thousand Thunderclaps...!’ Genos recognized it, his eyes opening 
widely. 


Although Eugene hadn’t shouted out the name of his attack, there was 
no way that Genos wouldn’t be able to recognize this technique. 


‘No, it’s different,’ Genos realized. ‘It’s not the same Thousand 
Thunderclaps that I know. What was in Sir Hamel’s secret manual was an 
improved version... the genuine Thousand Thunderclaps...!’ 


As his juvenile Senior Brother, Genos had been taking Eugene a bit 
lightly. He had been forced to call Eugene his Senior Brother due to 
the rules of seniority, but Genos had still thought that he was 
overwhelmingly superior to Eugene in terms of pure ability. 


However, after seeing the genuine Thousand Thunderclaps being used 
by Eugene, Genos could no longer continue to believe that his own 
skill was so massively superior. Currently, what Eugene was 
displaying was the perfectly recreated version of the true Thousand 
Thunderclaps. 


Even without mixing in sword-force, the tip of the wooden sword 
seemed to have split into dozens of copies all thrusting together. That 
was just how seamlessly each of the different sword thrusts were 
woven together. 


Genos immediately pulled his wooden sword back behind him. 
Hamel Style, third move — Lightning Counter. 
Crackle! 


Genos’s wooden sword transformed into a lightning bolt. The 
lightning pierced right through the center of the flurry of sword 
thrusts. 


Clack! 


Both of their wooden swords were knocked backwards. His attack had 
failed. The Lightning Counter was a counterattack that was meant to 
slip through an opponent’s attack. 


However, without any hesitation, Genos immediately recovered his 
sword. 


‘The lightning of the Hamel Style never stops,’ Genos reminded himself. 


He used the mana circulating within him to regulate his body. The 
arm that had been pushed back by the recoil was forcibly moved back 
into place by the flow of his mana. The final goal of the Hamel Style 
was to be able to completely control all of the body’s movements with 
mana alone. This would enable the practitioner to become even faster 
and stronger. It would also allow them to attack continuously, 
whatever their situation or their condition. 


Genos’s Thousand Thunderclaps burst out towards Eugene. 


Eugene’s eyes were able to catch up to each of the dozens of sword 
thrusts. As expected, Genos’s technique was still just like what he had 
written down in the notes he gave to Eugene. In other words, his 
technique was inferior by Eugene’s standards, but Genos’s skill and 


experience could still make up for the technical inferiority. 


That said, Eugene could still see through it. He could see everything. 
Eugene’s body slipped backward, a moment before the sword thrusts 
stabbed into the air in front of him. 


‘The Lightning Counter is meant to strike without any notice,’ Eugene 
thought in that instant. ‘Wait, fuck, no, it’s not the Lightning Counter, 
it’s... Damn that son of a bitch, Vermouth, the names that he came up with 
keep popping up inside of my head.’ 


Lightning shot out. Eugene’s counterattack was smoother and more 
subtle than Genos’s. Genos realized that it was impossible for him to 
parry this attack that had already pierced its way into his chest. 


‘So this is the true Lightning Counter...!’ Genos had the time to muse. 


Rather than trying to knock the attack aside, Genos judged that the 
best way to deal with it was to retreat. Indeed, doing so allowed him 
to narrowly escape the attack — and then Genos’s wooden sword went 
wild. 


Hamel Style, fourth move — Asura Rampage. 


This dizzying sword strike, which Molon had described as ‘just like an 
Asura’, swept through the air. Eugene braced his own sword arm tight 
against his body and dove into the sword blow. 


Making use of parrying, their wooden swords clashed against each 
other, and Eugene managed to slip past. Having knocked away the 
closest sword strike, Eugene’s wooden sword spun around in his hand. 
The sword that he was now holding in a reverse grip dug a furrow 
into the ground as it surged upward. 


‘Dragon Burst!’ Eugene shouted internally. 


The Dragon Burst that Genos was familiar with required the user to 
condense sword-force and then let it burst forth with a slash. Although 
they weren’t allowed to use sword-force in their current spar, the form 
of this attack was definitely the Dragon Burst. 


The technique that Genos chose to face this attack with was the Dead 
End. Genos’s wooden sword soared high into the sky, then fell down 
like the blade of a guillotine. 


Crash! 


It was impossible to believe that such a sound could have come from 
two wooden swords colliding. As the mana covering their bodies 
clashed from coming so close, the ground shook from the force of it. 
At this sight, the faces of their spectators were covered in 
astonishment. 


No matter how many cards Genos was holding in his hand, the 
nineteen-year-old Eugene was still able to meet him on an even 
playing field. 


‘That monstrous bastard...!’ Cyan thought as his jaw dropped open. 


When he heard that Eugene was going to be sparring with Genos, 
Cyan had hoped that Eugene was going to suffer a beating. He had 
come out here because wanted to see such a sight personally, with his 
own eyes, but what the hell was going on? 


‘If it was me... if it was me, I would have fallen down already,’ Cyan 
admitted. ‘This is absurd... He’s not getting pushed back in the slightest 
despite sparring with a Captain of the Knights of the Black Lion?’ 


His throat seemed to have dried up and his fingertips were twitching 
sporadically. Cyan felt the urge to immediately pick up a wooden 
sword and jump into the fight along with them. Of course he knew 
that he wouldn’t be able to hold on for even a moment and would 
only end up collapsed on the ground groaning pitifully, but it felt like 
he would still be able to obtain something by doing so. 


Cyan painfully admitted, ‘I’m... I’m weak. In many ways, I’m lacking. 
But so what?’ 


Forgetting to even blink during all this, Cyan avidly watched the spar. 
Although he wasn’t able to fight alongside them, by focusing on 
watching the spar from the side like this, Eugene and Genos’s 
techniques were slowly being absorbed into Cyan’s head. 


‘I can’t break through,’ Genos realized, feeling an admiration that 
surpassed his faint surprise. 


It was impossible for him to overwhelm Eugene even with the fair bit 
of strength that Genos was holding in reserve. Let alone overwhelm 
Eugene, Genos felt like he was slowly being pushed back. The things 
that were really getting to him were Eugene’s Mana Parrying and 
Lightning Counter. In a state like this, where he was forced to refrain 
from using the full amount of his mana, Genos didn’t have the 
confidence that he could properly display his techniques the way 
Eugene was doing. 


This was proof of Eugene’s superior mana control. 
Hamel Style, sixth move — Cyclone. 


The rotation added to Eugene’s sword thrust twisted the path of 
Genos’s sword, then immediately flowed into the movement for an 
Asura Rampage. Genos was slowly getting pushed back little by little, 
even as he kept looking for a chance at a Lightning Counter. 


When he was finally able to send out a flash of lightning, however, the 
lightning bolt that shot back at him in return was faster than Genos’s 
own! 


Crack! 


Although Genos immediately twisted his body out of the way, 
Eugene’s wooden sword barely managed to scrape past Genos’s 
shoulder. 


“ ,.Amazing...!” Genos gasped as he took a few steps backward and 
shook his head. 


His mana shield hadn’t been punctured yet, but Genos accepted that 
there was no point in continuing this spar. 


Having to admit defeat like this in front of so many people should 
have been humiliating, both as a knight and as someone from the 
older generation. However, Genos didn’t feel even a hint of shame at 
admitting his defeat. Instead, he actually admired and respected 


Eugene even more for it. 


Genos felt that respecting Eugene was the same as respecting Hamel, 
whom Genos had acknowledged as his grandmaster. Eugene was 
Genos’s Senior Brother, as well as the true successor of the Hamel 
Style. 


Genos declared, “I’ve lost. You really are amazing—!” 


Although he had just been about to cry out Senior Brother, since there 
were so many eyes watching them, Genos had to stop himself. As 
Genos laid down his wooden sword and walked over to Eugene, he 
grabbed Eugene’s shoulders with tears shining in his eyes. 


“ ,.Why the hell are you crying?” was Eugene’s first question. 


“T,... [have conjunctivitis. Sometimes, tears just end up flowing out 
like this.” 


As Genos stared up into the sky to keep his tears from flowing, he 
hugged Eugene tightly. 


This was quite embarrassing behavior, but... seeing how passionate 
Genos’s tears were, Eugene just couldn’t bear to push him away. 


“ ,.That’s great.” Carmen sighed, as she admired the passionate 
embrace of the two men, as well as Genos’s chivalry in being willing 
to admit that his far-younger junior had defeated him. 


She put the cigar that she had been holding in her hands back into her 
mouth, then she took off her leather gloves and started clapping. 


Clap clap... clap clap clap clap. 


Once Carmen had started clapping, everyone else who had been 
watching started clapping as well. Even Cyan, who had pinned his 
eyes wide open as he watched the spar, clapped vigorously as he felt a 
burning passion in his chest. 


‘Eugene... you might be an adopted son, but you will surely become the 


pride of the entire Lionheart clan,’ Gilead thought to himself in 
admiration of Eugene. 


When Eugene had said that he wanted to go to Samar, Gilead had felt 
like he definitely couldn’t allow Eugene to go there. That was why, 
once he had heard that Eugene would be sparring Genos with this trip 
on the line, Gilead had been willing to come here and act as an 
observer. 


In his heart, he had been hoping for Eugene’s defeat. If need be, 
Gilead had even been prepared to intervene midway and announce 
Eugene’s defeat as quickly as possible. He was determined to protect 
his son from going to such a dangerous place even if it meant 
resorting to such measures. 


But he hadn’t been able to do that. There wasn’t any chance for him to 
do so. Although he had already seen some of it during Eugene’s match 
with Carmen, this time he was able to properly assess how much 
Eugene’s skill had grown over the years. Right now, Eugene was no 
longer a young lion that needed to be sheltered in his embrace and 
protected. He was a mature lion that wouldn’t face any problems even 
if it left the pride to become independent. 


‘Indeed... I wasn’t mistaken about him,’ Gion also felt deeply moved. 


From when they had first met at the main estate, Gion had sparred 
with Eugene several times over the years. Although he had also taught 
swordsmanship to Cyan and Ciel, he hadn’t actually been able to teach 
Eugene anything. 


The child had already known how to do everything before Gion had 
even started teaching him. No, it wasn’t just that. Whenever they had 
held those types of spars, Gion had never once felt like he had held 
the upper hand over Eugene. 


He now couldn’t help but admit that it wasn’t just a feeling — it was a 
fact. That boy had been born with an unbelievable instinct for battle. 
He could make accurate judgments no matter what the situation, and 
his body reacted immediately. 


‘ have a bad feeling about this,’ Ciel thought sulkily. 


Although she was clapping, her eyes were looking somewhere other 
than Eugene. Specifically, she was looking at Kristina Rogeris, who 
was staring intently at Eugene with her hands clasped in front of her 
chest instead of applauding. 


Those eyes seemed to contain an emotion that was completely 
different from either admiration or astonishment at Eugene, though 
Ciel couldn’t really figure out what that feeling was. 


As such, Ciel couldn’t help but dislike Kristina. 


Chapter 89 
Leaving the Castle (2) 


Perhaps because of how unusual it was to hold it at the Black Lion 
Castle, the Lionheart Coming-of-Age Ceremony this year was 
particularly majestic. 


However, apart from that, it wasn’t particularly special and it didn’t 
take all that long either. Although the blessings delivered by elders 
were all worded slightly differently, their contents were practically the 
same. Don’t shame the Lionheart clan, and take responsibility for your 
own actions... 


Of the three siblings, Cyan had been appointed as the representative. 
This was because Eward wasn’t able to attend, and also because Cyan 
was the closest in line to inheriting the position of Patriarch. 


Without hiding his heightened emotions, Cyan placed his hand on his 
chest and swore an oath. Eugene and Ciel stood a step behind Cyan 
and repeated the words of Cyan’s oath along with him. 


And just like that, the Coming-of-Age Ceremony was over. 


“Although there are a few months left until we’re legally adults, since 
we've already had our Coming-of-Age Ceremony, you could pretty 
much say that we’re all grown up,” Cyan claimed with a confident nod 
as they were on their way back to the castle keep. Placing his hand on 
Eugene’s shoulder, Cyan made an offer. “In that case, should we go 
grab a drink together, brother?” 


“You really are a pretentious prick,” Eugene snorted and brushed off 
Cyan’s hand. 


Cyan’s expression twisted into a pout, as if to deny that he had ever 
been anything like pretentious, and he pressed on. “So, how about it? 
Won't this be our first time grabbing a drink?” 


“T’ve gone drinking before,” Eugene informed him. 
Cyan faltered. “What... did you say? When?!” 
“While I was in Aroth,” Eugene explained. 

Cyan’s eyes trembled in shock at this casual reply. 


There had once been a time, when Cyan was going through puberty, 
that Cyan, like many other boys, had started to think that some 
unhealthy habits were really cool. The fifteen-year-old Cyan had come 
to admire the wandering knight-errants that appeared in many sagas. 
The drifters who were kind to the weak, and merciless to their 
enemies. Badasses who wore sloppy old cloaks, enjoyed alcohol and 
cigarettes, and brooded in their solitude even as they received the love 
of many women... 


However, the only women to be found in the main estate were the 
servants; for Cyan, these servants were viewed first as the dependents 
of his family, and only then as women. This meant that they couldn’t 
be treated as objects of his affection. As such, Cyan had given up on 
the love of women, and instead had tasked his servants with getting 
him some cigarettes and alcohol. 


It was obvious that if he tried to smoke and drink in his room, he 
would be caught by that terrifying mother of his and really be in for a 
scolding. Since the knights and the family servants sometimes went to 
smoke in the back of the storerooms, Cyan felt there would be little 
risk of getting caught if he hid in the gymnasium’s storeroom. 


In the midst of the dusty room, he had leaned his back against an old 
wall, and sucked on a cigarette... then, instead of pouring the 
incredibly harsh whiskey into a glass, he tried to take a big gulp 
straight from the bottle. 


But just before he could do so, Eugene had kicked open the door of 
the storeroom and stomped in. Eguene proceeded to beat Cyan up 
until the cigarette that he had just lit finally burned out. But that 
damned bastard didn’t just stop at beating him, Eugene even grabbed 
Cyan by the ear and dragged him over to Ancilla. Then, Cyan 
proceeded to get scolded by his mother as well. 


“You... you really dare to look me in the eye... even though you 
scolded me for trying to drink before I became an adult... when you 
actually drank alcohol in Aroth?!” Cyan growled in rage. 


Eugene shrugged. “It’s not like I went drinking because I wanted to.” 


“You son of bitch!” Cyan cursed, his shoulders heaving as he struggled 
to contain his anger. 


“About that Auxiliary Bishop Kristina...” Ciel interrupted them. 
“There’s something suspicious about her.” 


Eugene turned to face her, “What are you talking about all of a 
sudden?” 


“Like when you and Lord Genos had your match yesterday, and today 
at the Coming-of-Age Ceremony as well, she was looking at you with a 
strange gaze,” Ciel accused. 


“Instead of Eugene, she might have been staring at me.” Cyan, who 
had just been in a fit of rage, started to smile brightly as soon as the 
talk turned to Kristina. “After all, I was the protagonist of today’s 
Coming-of-Age Ceremony. As for you two... well... you were just 
supporting characters meant to prop me up. Don’t you agree? I was 
the one who recited the oath after all, and I was also the one standing 
up at the front.” 


“Brother, can you just shut up for a bit?” Ciel’s brow furrowed as she 
had to avoid looking at him, but Cyan’s smile remained unmoved. 


Patting the front of his well-tailored suit, Cyan continued speaking, 
“Although I had already noticed this when we first met, Auxiliary 
Bishop Kristina truly is quite beautiful... It might be because she’s a 
Saint candidate, but though it’s difficult to describe, there’s an air of 
sacredness that seems to flow off of her...” 


Kristina had not revealed that she had become a full saint to anyone 
else. Likewise, she also hadn’t revealed the fact that Eugene had been 
selected as the hero, nor that he and Kristina would be leaving for the 
Samar Rainforest. 


Gilead and Doynes also hadn’t made any of these facts public. As it 
was, this matter was too important to treat lightly, so the fewer people 
knew about it, the better. 


“Didn’t you feel it too? That Auxiliary Bishop Kristina, she’s paying so 
much attention to you that it just feels strange.” As she asked this, Ciel 
glanced down at Eugene’s fist. 


Kristina wasn’t the only one acting strange. Just two days ago, his fist 
had been bleeding profusely, though currently not a single wound 
remained. Ciel could still clearly recall the overbearing atmosphere 
that Eugene had been exuding at that time. 


“T guess she just likes me,” Eugene replied, his expression showing 
how little he cared about it. 


Cyan laughed at these words as if he found them ridiculous, but Ciel 
couldn’t be as cheerfully oblivious as Cyan. 


She tilted her head to the side and stared at Eugene. “I guess you had 
fun during your secret rendezvous with her?” 


“Do your jokes really need to sound so sarcastic?” Eugene riposted. 


“So, I heard that you will be returning to the main estate tomorrow? Is 
there any reason why you want to return so quickly? Cyan has said 
that he’ll be staying in the castle until next year, so why don’t you stay 
here as well and get in some of that crazy training of yours?” Ciel 
suggested. 


Cyan had admirably decided to stay at the Black Lion Castle for some 
training. He had made this decision because of the battle between 
Eugene and Genos. Although the knights of the main family were 
excellent, it was true that they would be found lacking when 
compared to the Captains of the Knights of the Black Lion. 


As such, Cyan had decided to stay at the Black Lion Castle for the next 
few months and receive tutelage from the Captains. Gilead fully 
supported his son’s decision, the Captains of the Knights of the Black 
Lion had of course agreed already, and even the Elders of the Council 
were willing to lend their guidance to Cyan, the most likely candidate 


to be the next Patriarch. 


In Ciel’s opinion, under such circumstances, there was no reason for 
Eugene to not remain at the castle. 


Wasn’t this the guy who had been obsessed with training ever since 
they had first met at the main estate? It just so happened that the 
Knights of the Black Lion also counted many high-ranking wizards 
among its members, and there were even Captains who were good at 
using various weapons and techniques. 


But even with all that, Eugene had decided not to stay at the castle. 
Only her brother, who had been with her ever since they were born, 
would be staying in the castle with her. Ciel was deeply disappointed 
by this fact. 


“On top of that, they say that Auxiliary Bishop Kristina will also be 
leaving on the same day that you leave.” Ciel sharply brought up 
another issue. 


“We just so happen to be leaving at the same time. If we leave 
separately, that just means we have to warm up the warp gate twice.” 


“Since when did you care about something like that?” Ciel asked. 


Eugene returned with a question of his own. “Why are you being so 
suspicious? It’s not like there's even any grounds for your suspicions.” 


“.,.. heard that you will be going on a trip after you’ve returned to the 
main estate? Where are you going?” Ciel changed the subject. 


“T haven’t really decided on a destination, I just want to go out and 
see the world,” Eugene claimed. 


“Together with the Auxiliary Bishop Kristina?” Ciel had been quick- 
witted ever since she was young and had already noticed something 
was going on. While staring intently at Eugene, she continued, "After 
you all returned from the tomb, father and the Council Head have 
been showing unpleasant expressions. And that goes... for you as 
well.” 


“T can’t see how that could possibly be connected with me supposedly 
going on a trip with Auxiliary Bishop Kristina,” Eugene responded 
evasively. 


“That’s right. Lady Kristina isn’t such a free person, so why would she 
ever travel with him?” Cyan immediately agreed with Eugene’s words 
and eyed Ciel doubtfully. “Little sister. You should just be honest. You 
really want Eugene and I to stay in the castle with you, right?” 


“Brother, please, just shut up for a moment,” Ciel pleaded 
exasperatedly. 


Cyan turned to Eugene. “Since she’s already said so much... can’t you 
just stay with us? You can still go on your trip later.” 


In the end, the point was that Cyan also wanted Eugene to stay at the 
castle with them. Although he had eagerly read and memorized the 
book that he had received from Eugene, he still hadn't completely 
understood the gist of it. 


As such, Cyan wanted to continue learning a bit more from Eugene. 
While it would be a valuable experience to receive advice from the 
strict and experienced Elders, as well as the guidance from the 
Captains who had gone through hell and high water, Cyan still wanted 
to be guided in this training by his own brother if at all possible. 


‘It hasn’t been that long since he’s returned, so why is he thinking of leaving 
again?’ Cyan thought to himself with some hurt feelings. 


Returning after three whole years, only to leave them again. After his 
twin sister Ciel had also left for the Black Lion Castle, the only one 
who had been left at the main estate was Cyan. 


Even though he should have had many siblings with him, he was the 
only one still living in that sprawling estate. Of course, Cyan was so 
busy and involved in his training during that time that he didn’t even 
have a moment to spare to feel lonely, but if at all possible, he still 
wanted to be with his siblings. 


“What a cute brat.” Eugene smirked and patted Cyan on the shoulder. 


Ciel was skilled in hiding her facial expressions. However, her twin, 
Cyan, wasn’t able to do the same. 


“Fine. Let’s get a drink together as brothers,” Eugene proposed. 
“Tm also going to drink with you,” Ciel insisted. 
“What about your duties?” Eugene asked. 


“Tm not scheduled for anything today, so it’s fine.” After saying this, 
Ciel pouted her lips. “...So are you really leaving?” 


“Yep,” Eugene easily confirmed. 


Once Eugene had made up his mind, he rarely ever changed it. That 
was how he had been in his previous life, and that was how he was 
now. Although it might be quite fun to spend a few months in the 
castle, there was a reason for which he needed to go to Samar. A 
reason why it needed to be prioritized over everything else. He needed 
to find the Elven Village that was hidden somewhere within that vast 
rainforest. 


As for whether he would really be able to find Sienna there... he 
wasn’t certain. Perhaps, just perhaps, she might have died long ago. 
As such, he needed to find the village of the elves as soon as possible. 
If he managed to get there, he would know exactly what kind of state 
Sienna was in. 


He didn’t know where Anise had disappeared off to, and that was also 
the case with Molon. Although that fool had still been sighted one 
hundred years ago, he had suddenly declared that he was going into 
retirement and had disappeared. 


Molon’s descendants, the royal family of Ruhr, fully respected their 
former king’s retirement. Eugene might be from the Lionheart clan, 
but if he suddenly went looking for them and asked them to tell him 
where the previous king was, there was no way that the Ruhr royal 
family would grant his request. 


From Akron, he had followed this path leading to Sienna. From 
Hamel’s grave to the leaves of the World Tree. Now he needed to find 


the Elven Village, somewhere in the Samar Rainforest. 


“...It can’t be helped,” Ciel conceded, sensing that she definitely 
wouldn’t be able to change Eugene’s mind. She let out a long sigh and 
scratched her head in frustration, then she changed the subject. “... 
This is the first time we’ll be drinking together. Since you’re leaving 
tomorrow, let’s also commemorate the end of our Coming-of-Age 
Ceremony. So if we’re going to drink, then we should at least drink 
something good.” 


“Something good?” Cyan repeated, his eyes widening at these words. 


“Lady Carmen has an extremely expensive wine stored in her display 
case. According to the knights of the Third Division, not only is the 
wine’s price high, but it’s also extremely difficult to obtain,” Ciel 
explained. 


“There’s no way that Lady Carmen would give us such an expensive 
wine,” protested Cyan. 


“Don’t worry about it. Because I’m going to stealthily sneak it out,” 
Ciel assured him. 


“Sis... is that really okay?” Cyan asked uncertainly. 


“Tt’s fine,” Ciel insisted. “Because Lady Carmen doesn’t even drink a 
single drop of wine. She occasionally places it on the dining table, but 
she just pours some black tea that’s the same color as the alcohol into 
her glass.” 


“Tt seems like she’s quite the consistent person,” Eugene muttered with 
an amused snort. “In that case, there shouldn’t be any problem as long 
as you replace the contents of the bottle with that of another wine.” 


After everything was done, the three of them gathered in Eugene’s 
room in the middle of the night. Ciel recounted the saga of how she 
had broken into Carmen’s room in order to steal the wine, while Cyan 
admired his sister’s courage and gave off a sense of anticipation for 
the first drink in his life. 


However, the reality of something was often worse than what you had 


been anticipating. The nineteen-year-old Cyan found that he actually 
preferred the taste of warm milk over this bitter wine. 


“This really is a good wine...,” Cyan squeezed out, putting on a 
facade. He then looked at Ciel, who was frowning as she took a sip, 
and scornfully said, “What’s with that expression?” 


“Why do people even like drinking something as bitter as this?” Ciel 
asked. 


“But I feel like this is tastier than other refreshments... Ciel, you’re not 
able to enjoy the taste of this wine because you grew up so smoothly, 
without any difficulties,” Cyan pretentiously declared. 


Since they were born as twins and they had grown up together, Cyan’s 
words obviously didn’t make any sense. Ciel was annoyed by her 
brother’s bravado, but she didn’t show any of it and instead just filled 
Cyan’s cup to the brim. 


“As expected, brother really is amazing.” She made sure to flatter him. 


Like this, Cyan drank one cup after another until he finally fell over 
onto his side. Ciel, who had downed Cyan, now turned to Eugene as 
her next target. 


However, unlike Cyan, Eugene was pretty good at drinking. Her plan 
to get him drunk and dig up all sorts of blackmail was a failure. Even 
though the wine that she had brought had finally bottomed out, 
Eugene was still perfectly fine. 


“..Why aren’t you drunk?” Ciel finally asked. 
“T do feel a little drunk,” Eugene admitted. 


Ciel pounced on her chance. “Are you going somewhere with that 
Auxiliary Bishop Kristina?” 


“T already said that we're not going anywhere together, so why do you 
keep asking me the same question over and over?” Eugene asked 
exasperatedly as he threw the sprawled-out Cyan onto a bed and 


escorted Ciel out of the keep. 
Before she left, Ciel said, “I'll see you off tomorrow.” 


However, Ciel wasn’t able to come out to see him off. This was 
because Carmen, who had detected her intrusion, caught her and 
dragged her to do some one-on-one training starting early in the 
morning. 


Kristina, who had arrived in front of the warp gate earlier than 
Eugene, looked at him with a faint smile as he approached. Gilead was 
talking about something with Doynes. 


“Sorry to trouble you like this.” Eugene apologized for keeping 
everyone. 


“Don’t think of it like that. As the Patriarch, I would have to be there 
in any case to open up the treasure vault. Also... I want to be there to 
see it in person when you draw the Holy Sword,” Gilead siad, his 
voice sincere. Following the Great Vermouth, no one had managed to 
gain the Holy Sword’s recognition. 


While they were not directly related by blood, Gilead still considered 
Eugene to be his son. As such, he couldn’t help but feel complicated. 
This was all because of Eward. Although he didn’t really want to think 
about it, Gilead had to admit that the contrast between his eldest son 
Eward and his adopted son Eugene was far too strong. 


That sore finger! 1] of his was both Gilead’s soft spot and his greatest 
shame. 


Gilead tried not to show any of the pity that he was feeling towards 
his eldest son in front of Eugene. After letting Eugene go off on his 
journey, Gilead intended to return to the Black Lion Castle. 


The few months that Cyan would be staying in the Black Lion Castle 
would also serve as a test to see if he was worthy of his position as the 
clan’s next Patriarch. The Council of Elders had no intention of giving 
Eward, who had tarnished the family’s prestige, any such chance. 


As such, Gilead decided that... during these next few months, he 
would persistently try to persuade the Council of Elders. He wouldn’t 
be asking them to do anything in regards to the Patriarchal succession, 
of course. Gilead was just hoping that they would allow Eward to 
return to the main family. 


After that, Gilead wanted to go to the Bossar fief in order to meet with 
Eward and Tanis. Even if he failed to convince the Council of Elders, 
he at least wanted to meet with his wife and son in order to find a 
release for these suffocating feelings. 


After passing through the warp gate, they arrived back at the 
Lionheart clan’s main estate. Thanks to having passed on the word in 
advance, only the minimum number of servants needed for activating 
the magic of the warp gate were waiting ahead of them. 


“Are you really not going to tell Gerhard anything?” Gilead asked 
Eugene. 


“If I told him that I was going to Samar, my father would grab on to 
me and beg me not to go while drowning me with tears and snot,” 
Eugene explained. 


“He definitely would do that,” Gilead nodded with a bright grin. “But 
isn’t it only natural for a father to worry about his son.” 


“Do I also make you worried, Sir Patriarch?” Eugene asked. 


“.,.Of course... I’m also very worried about you. However, my faith in 
you has surpassed all my worries,” Gilead assured him. 


“Tl try my best not to get caught up in anything too risky. Because I 
won't be going alone,” Eugene said as he glanced backward. 


Kristina, who was following him with a faint smile, nodded slightly in 
response to Eugene’s gaze. “I, too, will do my best to keep Sir Eugene’s 
journey from becoming too dangerous.” 


“T don’t really know how a miracle of turning cookies into bread 
would help in a dangerous situation,” Eugene noted sarcastically. 


“The barbarians of Samar might just happen to like bread,” Kristina 
said, her smile twisting slightly. 


Eugene shrugged at these words and looked forward once more. 


Eventually, they arrived in front of the treasure vault. It had been six 
years since Eugene had last come here. Eugene rubbed the necklace 
that he had been wearing around his neck all this time as he looked at 
the door of the treasure vault. 


“...But anyways, is it okay for Lady Kristina to go in there with us?” 
Eugene belatedly checked. 


Gilead hesitated, “In principle, it’s forbidden, but...” 


“Wouldn’t it be strange if a Saint was not present at the site where the 
Holy Sword is drawn?” Kristina argued, having no intention of 
backing down. While placing emphasis on the name of the sword, she 
continued, “No one has been able to receive the Holy Sword’s 
recognition for the past three hundred years. However, if Sir Eugene 
succeeds in doing so today... that would mean that the God of Light 
has given his blessings for Eugene’s journey, and he may even deliver 
another revelation about your journey.” 


“T’m asking because I’m really curious, but is it really okay for a priest 
to so easily sell out their god as an excuse to get what they want?” 
Eugene inquired. 


“Sir Eugene. Just what exactly do you mean by that? I swear on my 
word that I have never once taken God’s name in vain,” Kristina 
vowed. 


In the end, it was decided that Kristina would also accompany them 
into the treasure vault. Just as he had done six years ago, Gilead 
stroked the doorknob with his bloodstained fingers. 


Creeeak! 


The engravings carved into the door began to writhe. 


The treasure vault opened. 


The first thing that Eugene saw through the open door looked exactly 
the same as it had six years ago: the radiant golden sword that was 
embedded in the center of the room. Separate from the lighting that 
illuminated the interior of the treasure vault, the sword emitted its 
own light. 


This was the Holy Sword. 


“Aaah... that’s... that’s really the Holy Sword of Light, Altair...” 
Kristina released a sigh of admiration as she clasped her hands 
together. 


It had been a long time since Eugene had last heard the true name of 
the Holy Sword. 


Kristina called out to him. “Now then, Sir Eugene—” 
“Tll get to that later,” Eugene said as he turned to Gilead. 


He might have already asked for permission in advance, but wouldn’t 
it be rude of him to just wander around the treasure vault as he 
willed? 


“You don’t need to pay any attention to me,” Gilead said with a wry 
smile. 


It was only then that Eugene grinned and started strolling around the 
treasure vault. He saw the Dragon Spear Kharbos, the Thunderbolt 
Pernoa, and the Devouring Sword Azphel. These three weapons were 
in the very same places that they had been six years ago. 


‘As long as you’re good at wielding them, any one of these weapons could 
be used to conquer a country.’ Eugene marveled at the sight. 


This wasn’t an exaggeration. Vermouth had been able to release a 
storm with a swing of Wynnyd, a mountain disappeared whenever he 
fired Kharbosl2] , and when he shot something with Pernoa, the 
ground itself collapsed. Even though Azphel couldn’t create as huge a 


spectacle as these other weapons, it had shown off its true power 
when it had sliced apart the demonfolks’ mega-class spells. 


‘Vermouth, I always thought you were a greedy bastard to monopolize 
weapons like these all on his own,’ Eugene mused. 


Except for the Holy Sword, most of these weapons had been found 
during their journey. At that time, Hamel had been overwhelmingly 
lacking in mana, especially when compared to the rest of the party, so 
he hadn’t been able to handle any of these weapons that consumed a 
load of mana. 


That was still the case even now. The Dragon Spear and the 
Thunderbolt both consumed too much mana. 


‘Well, my mana will keep increasing from now on in any case. And since 
I’ve learned magic on top of that, I shouldn’t have any problems using 
Azphel. [31° 


With a grin, Eugene stored the weapons inside his cloak. 


Then, he walked over to stand in front of the Holy Sword. It was just 
six years ago when he had first tried to pull it out and had failed... 


Before reaching out to grab it, Eugene turned to Kristina and asked, 
“What happens if I can’t draw it out?” 


“There is no way that will be the case. Now that God has sent down 
his revelation authorizing this, Sir Eugene will be able to draw the 
Holy Sword,” Kristina insisted faithfully. 


Eugene sincerely hoped that he wouldn’t be able to draw this sword. 
He still couldn’t fully trust the divine revelation, and he didn’t want to 
become the chosen Hero either. 


However, the moment Eugene held the sword in his hand— 
‘Ah, fuck.’ 


Even though he hadn’t put any strength into his grip in order to pull it 


out, Eugene instinctively knew the truth. 


Six years ago, the Holy Sword hadn’t seemed to budge no matter how 
much strength he put into moving it. 


However, now it seemed like it would be all too easy to pull out. 


1. Sore finger is a Korean idiom for a child who causes their parent 
pain. It comes from the phrase, ‘Bite any of the ten fingers and it will 
hurt the same.’ This phrase is meant to show that all children, like all 
of your fingers, are equally precious to their parents. And even if one 
of the fingers causes the hand to feel pain, it is still connected to the 
hand and irreplaceable. So while Gilead is proud of Eugene, he still 
cares a lot about Eward, despite Eward’s mistakes. = 


2. The spear is firing a beam 


3. When Azphel first appeared, it was mentioned that it could be used 
to slice apart spells, but only if the wielder had learned magic and 
knew the weak points of the spells. 


Chapter 90 
Leaving the Castle (3) 


Although Eugene’s desire to not pull it out was real, since Kristina and 
Gilead were both staring at him with shining eyes, he couldn’t even 
fake not being able to draw the sword. In the end, while earnestly 
hoping that his premonition would go awry, Eugene strengthened his 
grip in the hand that was holding on to the Holy Sword. 


Then, his premonition proved to be more than just a feeling. The Holy 
Sword, which to all appearances was deeply embedded into the floor, 
easily slid out with just the slightest application of force. While 
swallowing the curses that threatened to rise from his throat, Eugene 
stared at the Holy Sword for a few moments. 


“Uh... ahhh... ohhhhh...!” Gilead couldn’t hide his excitement. 


His body trembled as if he had been electrocuted, and he tightly 
clenched his fists in triumph. 


‘Right now, I’m at the center of unfolding history.’ Gilead rejoiced. 


The God of Light and his Saint had recognized Eugene as the Hero. 
However, since Gilead wasn’t a follower of the God of Light, rather 
than this proof of their recognition, he was more impressed by the fact 
that the Holy Sword had been successfully drawn after three hundred 
years. 


“Abhh...!” Kristina’s agitation was even greater than Gilead’s. 


She knelt down on the spot, clapped her hands together, and raised 
them in prayer. 


Standing in the center of all of this, Eugene hid his sour expression. 
Light was continuously flowing out from the Holy Sword. When 
Eugene sharply focused his senses, he could sense how the Holy Sword 


was generating this light. 
It was through divine power. 


Even though there was no doubt that it existed, it was still somewhat 
unclear what divine power was. It most commonly came in the form 
of a light that could only be manifested through the ‘power’ generated 
by a priest or paladin’s worship of their gods. 


‘So that’s how it was. Could the Holy Sword be some kind of focus [1]> 
Eugene speculated. 


Eugene didn’t worship any gods. If they did exist, then they existed, 
and if they didn’t, it didn’t matter to him. Although that was what he 
had originally thought, what with all this revelation and other shit 
that he had been forced to listen to recently, Eugene was starting to 
get annoyed with just hearing all this bullshit. 


‘Worship is for suckers. There’s no way I’m letting them take me for a fool,’ 
Eugene stubbornly insisted. 


Nevertheless, Eugene could feel the ‘light’ given off by the Holy 
Sword. Despite not having the slightest investment in the religion, he 
could still sense the Holy Sword’s divine power. 


Eugene infused his mana into the Holy Sword. As if responding to his 
mana, the divine power expressed in the form of light wrapped around 
the blade. By doing this, Eugene had created a blade of sword-force 
that used divine power instead of mana. 


“Aaah!” Katrina, who was still kneeling, exclaimed in admiration. 
While staring at the light that had engulfed the Holy Sword, she spoke 
in a trembling voice, “What a dazzling brilliance it has...!” 


“Hm...” Eugene hummed thoughtfully, paying no attention to 
Katrina’s awe. 


All of his focus was concentrated on the Holy Sword. 


The sword’s brilliant glow wasn’t simply for the sake of providing 


illumination. Eugene was well aware of what a powerful and 
oppressive effect that this pointlessly flashy sword had on the demonic 
races. 


‘It’s a power completely different from mana,’ Eugene observed. 


He might not have a religious bone in his body, but just by becoming 
the master of the Holy Sword, Eugene was able to make use of such an 
intense divine power. He already had more than enough weapons that 
consumed large amounts of his mana as it was, so it was fortunate 
that the Holy Sword didn’t consume any mana. 


In other words, this meant that the sword was a very fuel-efficient 
weapon. This fact came as a truly pleasant surprise. 


‘Although I don’t think ’ll enjoy swinging it much,’ Eugene noted with 
disappointment. 


Eugene was indeed used to wielding all sorts of weapons from his 
previous life, but he had never used a sword that went so far beyond 
the bounds of a good ‘weapon’ like this Holy Sword. Rather than a 
sword meant to be swung in battle, the Holy Sword looked more like a 
ceremonial sword meant to be used when knighting someone and 
other formal ceremonies. 


However, at the end of the day, it still had a sharp edge. Eugene 
probably wouldn’t enjoy using it, but it would still be well worth it to 
keep it with him as an insurance. 


“Sir Eugene, haven’t you heard something like a voice calling to you?” 
Kristina asked. 


“What are you talking about all of a sudden?” Eugene raised an 
eyebrow as he returned the question. 


“The Holy Sword Altair is a sword that the God of Light personally 
forged and bestowed upon this world long ago,” Kristina recited. 


This was part of the founding mythology of the Holy Empire of Yuras. 


A long, long time ago, before any civilization was formed on the 
continent, the world had been engulfed in endless chaos. 


At that time, Demon Kings did not exist. It was an era before the 
boundaries that now separated demonfolk, demonic beasts, and 
monsters had arisen. Their ancestors were nothing more than inhuman 
horrors that caught and devoured all humans. 


Compared to these horrors, humanity was tremendously weaker. The 
embers sparked by the humans could only be used to light some fire 
and grill some meat, but it was impossible for them to light up the 
darkness that came once the sun had set. During that mythical age, 
flames could give off heat, but they weren’t able to illuminate. 


All horrors were born from the darkness. After the sun had set, the 
night belonged to these horrors. The weak humans gathered together 
to resist the horrors, but they weren’t even able to put up a fight. The 
more humans that were hunted, the longer the night grew, and the 
more ferocious the monsters became, transforming all of the day’s 
laughter into tears. 


Just when all hope was about to turn into despair, a light fell from the 
heavens. 


God had descended upon the world. God lit up the darkness, and gave 
the flames that could only emit heat the ability to illuminate. 


This myth, the creation myth of the Holy Empire of Yuras, was 
undoubtedly arrogant. 


They truly believed that the current world could only have been 
reached because the God of Light had descended. They claimed that 
all other gods were merely the children of the God of Light. 


“The God of Light created a sword from his own blood and flesh in 
order to light up the darkness. Altair was the God of Light’s first child, 
and the most brilliant beacon that our God has left in order to protect 
this world,” Kristina religiously intoned. 


This was, to a certain extent, a myth solely belonging to Yuras. Every 
other country had its own separate founding myth. However, Saint 


Kristina had no intention of recognizing the validity of any other 
founding myth. 


Kristina continued. “In other words, this means that the will of our 
God still resides in Altair. Three hundred years ago... the Great 
Vermouth became Altair’s master, thus fulfilling God’s revelation.” 


“Huh...” Even though dozens of rebuttals came to mind, Eugene 
merely let out a grunt and continued to silently listen to Kristina. 


“The reason why the Hero was able to overcome all the hardships that 
he faced while wandering the world, was all because Altair was there 
to show the Hero the right path. If it hadn’t been for Altair’s 
revelations... even the Great Vermouth wouldn’t have been able to 
defeat the three Demon Kings,” Kristina confidently proclaimed. 


“Ha... haha,” Eugene had been intending to listen quietly while 
keeping his opinions to himself, but he couldn’t hold on any longer. 


As Eugene laughed in disbelief, Gilead too found himself laughing 
along with Eugene. 


“If what Saint Kristina is saying is the truth, then you’re claiming that 
our ancestor was just fighting as the Holy Sword instructed him to?” 
Gilead asked sharply. 


“Tt probably didn’t go so far as instructions on how to fight, but he 
definitely must have received the Holy Sword’s assistance,” Kristina 
insisted. 


“Saint Kristina, since you weren’t born three hundred years ago, how 
can you even be sure of this fact?” Eugene challenged. 


“Not being born three hundred years ago, doesn’t that apply to you as 
well, Sir Eugene?” Kristina retorted. 


This cheeky brat. Eugene barely managed to swallow the words that 
he was seconds away from spitting out. 


‘It’s quite a creative fabrication. The Holy Sword’s support? It did indeed 


do an impressive job as a torch,’ Eugene thought to himself sarcastically. 


Vermouth had never once spoken of the Holy Sword giving him a 
revelation. Anise had also never said anything about the Holy Sword 
having that kind of power. 


“Well, since neither of us was born three hundred years ago, there’s no 
way that we’ll be able to know the truth. However, who in the world 
told you that, Saint Kristina?” Eugene inquired. 


“These facts are passed down to me through the scriptures,” Kristina 
answered. 


Eugene frowned, “The scriptures...?” 


“Aren’t you already aware of the scriptures, Sir Eugene? The founder 
of your Lionheart clan, the Great Vermouth, is someone who is 
revered as a Saint even within the Holy Empire. Could it really be that 
you have never read about the ‘Book of Vermouth’, even though 
you’re a member of the Lionheart clan?” Kristina asked in disbelief. 


“Ah... Um...” Unable to reply immediately, Eugene shot a glance at 
Gilead. 


Gilead coughed in a low tone and spoke up. “That’s... regarding the 
Book of Vermouth, the religious overtones it carries are so strong that 
it isn’t really authorized by the Lionheart clan.” 


Kristina gasped. “But that’s...!” 


“Well... I also tried to read it once when I was young, but the contents 
were so absurd that I...” Eugene trailed off awkwardly as he recalled 
what he had read. 


Leading the refugees to stand in front of the sea, Vermouth lifted the Holy 
Sword while chanting the holy words and split apart the sea... 


The book was packed full of such bullshit. The contents were even 
more ridiculous than what was recorded in the fairy tale. 


“...Now that I think about it... there was definitely something like that in 
it,’ Eugene realized. 


My apostle Vermouth, my blessing will guide your arm, so illuminate the 
darkness with the Light of God. 


There should still be limits on what kind of bullshit they could claim. 
It wasn’t just the Lionheart clan who disregarded the Book of 
Vermouth, the book was also dismissed by historians. This meant that 
the book was actually treated as being less reliable than a fairy tale 
book meant for children. 


Kristina changed the subject. “...So then... Sir Eugene, you haven’t 
heard any revelations coming from the Holy Sword?” 


“Hm...,” Eugene hummed as he focussed his concentration while 
staring down at the Holy Sword. “...Ah!” 


“Aaaah!” Kristina cried. “Have you received a revelation?” 


Eugene reluctantly admitted, “For a moment there, I heard a voice in 
my head, but I’m not really sure if it was a revelation...” 


“What did that voice say to you?” Kristina demanded. 


“Tt said to look at Saint Kristina and tell her to shut up for a bit,” 
Eugene said with a straight face. 


Kristina’s eyes widened at these words. While clenching her skirt 
tightly in her fists, she rose up from her seat. 


“Please do not borrow the name of God in order to insult me,” Kristina 
huffily demanded. 


“Didn’t I already say it in advance? That I wasn’t really sure if it was a 
revelation,” Eugene defended himself. 


“Doesn’t that just mean your head is full of rude thoughts towards 
me? In my opinion, there must definitely be a demonic influence 
contaminating poor Sir Eugene’s mind” Kristina accused him. 


“A demonic influence you say... Ever since I was young, my mind has 
wandered from time to time, and I used to feel strong impulses that 
made it difficult for me to control myself...” Eugene twitched. “Just 
like—ugh—just like now. You... motherfucker.” 


“Huh?” Kristina gasped. 


Eugene continued. “Perhaps there is another me who isn’t me inside of 
me. A completely different Eugene Lionheart who is borrowing the 
voice of the Holy Sword in order to say these evil words...” 


“Are you mocking me right now?” Kristina asked, the corners of her 
lips twisting upwards in a dangerous smile. 


Eugene knocked on his own head, as if in embarrassment, and placed 
the Holy Sword inside of his cloak, “Sometimes this trap of mine 
doesn’t move according to my own will.” 


“That is quite a serious illness. If you kindly permit it, I can attempt to 
treat the illness personally,” Kristina offered. 


“This sickness of the heart is something that I need to heal myself. I, 
Eugene Lionheart, as a descendant of the Great Vermouth, do not 
want to depend on the Saint to deal with my own weakness,” Eugene 
declared earnestly. 


Ignoring this, Kristina asked, “What are you planning to do now?” 


“Let’s just leave on our own time,” Eugene flourished his cloak as he 
walked past Kristina. 


“It bothers me that you're leaving without even saying goodbye to 
Gerhard,” Gilead confessed as he saw them out to the warp gate. 


As he stared at the annex in the distance, Eugene had a wry 
expression on his face even as he felt grateful for the Patriarch’s 
consideration, “I’ll be counting on you to take the appropriate 
measures, Patriarch.” 


“Tt’s not like we know when you'll be back. Even if it is me, I can’t just 


keep lying to Gerhard for years,” Gilead pointed out. 


“Tf that ends up being the case, then please give this letter to my 
father on the last day of the year,” Eugene requested as he handed 
Gilead the letter that he had written the day before. “Tell him I’ll be 
just fine. I have the confidence to take care of myself no matter where 
I go, and I even have a great God protecting me on my journey.” 


“Hm...,” Gilead hummed in agreement, though rather than the God of 
Light’s protection, he placed more trust in Eugene’s own capabilities. 


“...Saint Kristina will be going with him as well...,’ Gilead reminded 
himself before saying, “...Eugene, I’m trusting you.” 


“Thank you so much,” Eugene said with a grin, before extending a 
hand to Gilead. “...It might be a bit late at this point to ask you 
something like this, is it okay if I call you unclel2” 


Nae What...?” Gilead uttered in shock. 


Eugene seemed embarrassed, “Well, my father is still alive and in 
good health... and aren’t you a few years older than my father? So I 
thought it would be okay to call you uncle—” 


Although Eugene had reached out for a handshake, Gilead pulled 
Eugene into a close embrace and said, “No matter what you call me, 
I’ve thought of you as my son ever since six years ago.” 


“Th... thank you so much,” Eugene repeated. 


Eugene had said these words because he was grateful for Gilead’s faith 
in him, and because he was also feeling a little guilty for borrowing so 
many weapons from the treasure vault. However Gilead’s reaction was 
much warmer than he’d been expecting. 


“Be careful, and may you achieve the purpose of your journey, my 
son,” Gilead gave Eugene his blessings. 


“Yes... uncle. Please take good care of yourself,” Eugene said in a 
slightly choked voice. 


Their warm embrace came to an end. Even so, Gilead didn’t burst into 
tears like Gerhard would have done. All Gilead did was keep his back 
straight and stick out his chest as he saw off Eugene. However, to 
Eugene, that shining gaze of his felt just as burdensome as Gerhard’s 
tears. 


Still, it didn’t feel so bad being seen off like this as he left on his 
adventure. In his previous life... there weren’t many times when he 
had received such a fond farewell. 


“There is no warp gate leading to Samar,” Kristina spoke. “After we 
pass through the southern border of Kiehl, we will have to walk the 
rest of the way. Were you aware of this?” 


“Well, roughly,” Eugene shrugged. 
“Does that mean you haven’t made any travel plans?” 
“Tsn’t that the case for you as well, Saint Katrina?” 


“Tt seems that I’ve prepared more diligently than you, Sir Eugene,” 
Kristina said as she gave him a faint smile. “First of all, it would be for 
the better if you don’t use your personal identity card, Sir Eugene.” 


“Because I’ll receive a lot of attention?” Eugene confirmed. 
“Yes,” Kristina nodded. 


“But it will be difficult to forge an identity card, and the checkpoints 
are pretty strict about identification, especially when we’re crossing 
the border,” Eugene brought up cautiously. 


However, from the moment that they crossed the border, they would 
no longer be bound by the need for an identity card. The public safety 
in Samar was so bad, that it couldn’t even be compared to a ghetto, 
and the identity cards that were so common to the other countries on 
this continent didn’t see any use there. 


“You don’t need to worry about passing through any checkpoints,” 
Kristina assured him, as she pulled something out from the inside of 


her robes and handed it over to Eugene. Presenting him with a blank 
identity card, she continued speaking, “The priests of the Holy Empire 
travel all over the continent. During their journeys, high-level priests 
often attract unwanted gazes.” 


“So they carry fake identity cards with them as they travel?” Eugene 
asked curiously. 


“You won’t meet any trouble even if you do find yourself needing to 
use it,” Kristina said confidently. 


Eugene grinned and took the identity card. Before passing through the 
warp gate, Kristina showed Eugene how to register the blank identity 
card. 


The method for doing so wasn’t difficult, nor did it take too long. A 
new identity could be created immediately by placing a blood-stained 
thumb on the identity card and memorizing the name that would be 
used as his alias. 


“So now that it’s been created, does that mean that the Holy Empire 
will eventually register this identity?” Eugene asked. 


“And with that, our identities should be safely secured, Sir Eugene,” 
Kristina confirmed. “We will be posing as missionaries traveling to 
Samar.” 


Eugene raised an eyebrow. “You don’t really intend to proselytize the 
natives of Samar, do you?” 


“Tf possible, I would like to try and preach to them, but unfortunately 
the indigenous people of Samar do not respect the God of Light,” 
Kristina said with a bitter smile. 


That was just the reality of the situation. Most of the zealous priests 
who traveled to Samar in order to proselytize their religion and serve 
their gods never returned. 


“After you declared that you were going to Samar, I did my own 
independent research on Samar,” Kristina informed him. 


“So what did you find out?” Eugene asked. 


“Although elves are sometimes seen in Samar... most of those elves 
are wandering around, unable to find a way to return to their 
‘hometown,”” Kristina said as she turned her robes inside out. “A few 
years ago, the dark elves of Helmuth began trickling into Samar and 
making contact with these wandering elves. If you want to find the 
village of the elves, you should try and meet with some of the 
wandering elves, just like what the dark elves are trying to do.” 


It had only been a few days since Eugene had informed her that he 
intended to go to Samar. In that short amount of time, and without 
even leaving the Black Lion Castle, she had managed to complete her 
own investigation... It seemed that the identity of a ‘Saint’ was quite 
convenient. 


‘...To think there’d be dark elves,’ Eugene’s expression twisted as he ran 
his fingers through his hair. 


Each time his hand shook his strands of hair, the gray color of his hair 
darkened into black. After even the Lionheart sigil embroidered into 
his surcoat had been removed, Eugene also altered the appearance of 
his cloak. 


‘ don’t have any good memories of those pests.’ 


Three hundred years ago, while they were wandering through 
Helmuth, he had gone through countless near-death crises. 


But among those, there was one moment in particular that stood out. 
It wasn’t from their battles with the Demon Kings... 


Or from when his face was almost cut in two by the Incarceration’s 
Blade. It was before that... 


Back when he had met Iris, the Demon King of Fury’s adopted 
daughter, a dark elf called the ‘Rakshasa’. 


1. A focus is a catchall term for special items used to cast spells, like a 
wand or a staff. @ 


2. Korean has different words for uncle depending on whether they 
are older or younger than your mother or father. Here, Eugene uses 
the word for an uncle who is older than his father. This doesn’t make 
much difference in the end, but it does explain why he points out that 
Gilead is a few years older than his father in his next sentence. = 


Chapter 91 
Samar (1) 


The fifth-ranked Demon King of Carnage had the Annihilation 
Hammer Jigollath. 


The fourth-ranked Demon King of Cruelty had the Demon Spear 
Luentos. 


However, the third-ranked Demon King of Fury didn’t possess 
anything like a special weapon. 


In place of that, the Demon King of Fury commanded a great army. In 
his army, the proportion of heterogeneous races was unusually high. 


The giants led by Kamash served as the vanguard of Fury’s army, and 
alongside them fought beastfolk and elves. Races that were created 
from the corruption of human beings, like the vampires and the 
lycanthropes, were also recruited into Fury’s army. 


The four most powerful warriors in his entire army were known as 
Fury’s Four Heavenly Kings. 


The Chief of the Giants, the Earthshaker Kamash. 
The Vampire Lord, the Bloodshedder Sein. 

The Lunatic of the Beastfolk, the Depraved Oberon. 
The Dark Elf Princess, the Rakshasa Iris. 


Three hundred years ago, Hamel and Vermouth had worked together 
to slay Kamash. 


After that, they killed the Demon Kings of Carnage and Cruelty. As 


they were making their way to the Demon King of Fury’s Castle, 
bolstered by this momentum, they were ambushed by the vampires 
led by the Bloodshedder Sein. 


During that battle, they managed to kill Sein. Although he was a 
vampire, and therefore extremely difficult to kill, Anise’s divine power 
and Vermouth’s Holy Sword were enough to end him, and Sein’s body 
was burned to ashes. 


In the Demon King of Fury’s castle, they were attacked by the 
beastfolk and the dark elves, led by Oberon and Iris. 


They weren’t able to kill these two like they did Sein, as the two of 
them managed to retreat to Fury’s position and readied their final 
defenses. 


It was a truly terrible fight. 


Oberon was strong, and so too was Iris. Needless to say, the Demon 
King of Fury was also extremely powerful. 


However, in the end they were defeated. 


While Vermouth was facing the Demon King of Fury, Molon faced 
Oberon. 


Hamel’s opponent was Iris. 


—Father! 


He could still hear that desperate cry of hers ringing in his ears. When 
Fury finally fell, the bloodstained Iris ran over to Fury while letting 
out that scream. 


Hamel had no intention of letting Iris go freely. The dark elf was 
strong and a difficult opponent to deal with. Even if Iris did manage to 


break away from him, it wouldn’t have changed Fury’s death, but 
regardless of this fact, Hamel had planned to put an end to Iris. 


But to put it bluntly, he failed. For some reason, instead of using the 
last of his power to make a counterattack or revive himself, the dying 
Fury used it to help Oberon and Iris escape. 


No one there had expected that the Demon King of Fury would do 
something like that. Sienna’s magic wasn’t able to stop Oberon and 
Iris’s escape in time. Even a guy like Vermouth had shown a 
momentary look of bewilderment at Fury’s actions. 


—You... Ill kill you... I'll kill all of you...! F-fa-father...! 


As space was ripped open to form a door, Fury’s dark magic engulfed 
Iris and Oberon. Iris was still trying to attack them even as she wept 
convulsively, but Oberon, who had lost an arm, kept a tight hold on 
Iris. 


—Hamel, you... it’s because you blocked me...! 


—Fuck, stop with that bullshit. So what if I blocked you? 


Hamel had mocked Iris’s resentment. Even in her current situation, 
with Iris having barely managed to escape after being rendered close 
to death, instead of Vermouth who had put a sword through Fury’s 
chest, it was he — Hamel — that Iris resented more. It was just 
ridiculous. 


In any case, that was how the Demon King of Fury died. Iris and 
Oberon escaped, and the rest of the dark elves and beastfolk all 
scattered. 


Now, three hundred years had passed. 


The vampires, who had lost their lord, and the lycanthropes all came 
under the control of Noir Giabella, Queen of the Night Demons. 


The remaining giants had united amongst themselves to form a tribe 
in the rugged backwoods of Helmuth. 


Oberon had sworn himself to the Demon King of Destruction, but 
about one hundred and fifty years ago, his own son had ripped out his 
throat and killed him. 


As for Iris... 
‘We never met again after that,’ Eugene recalled. 


Even though she had been glaring at him with poison in her eyes and 
spitting out dire curses right up until the end, he had never 
encountered Iris again. 


‘ should have killed her back then,’ Eugene regretted. 


Just like elves, dark elves lived for a long time. Their lifespans went 
well over a thousand years. In the first place, elves and dark elves 
weren’t actually separate races. 


When an elf was corrupted by a Demon King and accepted their 
demonic power, they became a dark elf. 


‘Calling Fury her father because of that is just nonsense,’ Eugene scoffed. 


Even now, after having been reincarnated, he still couldn’t really 
understand what Iris had been thinking at that moment. 


The Demon King of Fury had made all the Four Heavenly Kings 
believe that they were his children. Even Kamash, who was as huge as 
a mountain, believed that he was Fury’s eldest son. Right before 
Kamash had perished, he had called out ‘father’ one last time. 


It was a thoroughly unamusing way of playing house. By tying them 
together through the relationship of a ‘family,’ even though they 
didn’t share any blood, Eugene felt that Fury was only using these 
bonds as a tool to evoke a sense of unity and loyalty. 


However, at the moment of his death, Fury had allowed his ‘daughter’ 
Iris and his ‘son’ Oberon to escape. 


Why had he done that? If he had that much energy left, then he could 
have made himself into a suicide bomb. Though he wouldn’t have 
been able to kill Vermouth even with that, wasn’t that a more fitting 
last act for a Demon King? 


‘It’s fortunate that Oberon has passed away, but... the son who was able to 
rip his throat out must be quite the formidable madman.’ 


The beastfolk were also divided internally between several different 
races. Three hundred years ago, Oberon was crazy enough that he 
could still be called the Lunatic, even when compared to the rest of 
the beastfolk, but it seemed that the son he had managed to sire was 
just as crazy as his father. 


Eugene couldn’t help but be wary of Oberon’s son and Iris. 


They had arrived at the Samar Rainforest. This place was, in a certain 
sense, even more dangerous than Helmuth. Although it was not as 
infested with demonfolk as Helmuth, and there also was no one who 
even came close to the level of a Demon King, Samar was still full of 
low-grade trash. 


Unlike in other countries, identity cards didn’t see any use here. 
Heinous criminals who shouldn’t be allowed in the same country, let 
alone the same city, and those who should have been imprisoned until 
they rotted or just flat out executed — whether they had managed to 
escape or were never caught in the first place, all these people fled to 
Helmuth or Samar. 


Of course, even Samar had ‘laws’. However since these laws covered 
much less than the laws passed in ordinary countries, Samar was still 


called a lawless zone. 


The natives of this place were uncivilized, and the laws differed from 
tribe to tribe. In any ordinary country, murder was a ‘crime’, but in 
Samar, that wasn’t necessarily the case. 


Murder could be forgiven for even the slightest of reasons, and some 
of the barbaric tribes might even consider murder without cause to be 
a valiant act. 


“To think that people would still try to do missionary work in Samar. 
It must be quite a popular mode of suicide,” a brown-skinned man 
observed as he scanned Eugene and Kristina with narrow eyes. 


Just like Kristina has said, there had been no problems with using the 
counterfeit identity cards to pass through Kiehl’s southern border. 


The problems came after that. Not only was Samar even larger than 
the Kiehl Empire’s entire territory, there weren’t any warp gates 
opened for usage. 


Although it looked like a few had been installed, there were only a 
handful of people with permission to use the warp gates in Samar. No 
matter how much money that they offered, foreign nobles were not 
allowed to use Samar’s warp gates. 


In other words, after they crossed the border, they had no choice but 
to continue riding in a carriage or on horseback. 


After having traveled like this for a few days, they arrived at the trade 
city that was located closest to the border. 


Although it was called a trade city, it couldn’t compare to any of the 
cities found in Kiehl or Aroth. There were no buildings taller than a 
few floors and the roads were filthy. 


“Our reasons for coming here shouldn’t matter to you, no?” Kristina 
said with a soft smile as she showed him her identity card. 


At this, the man let out a hearty laugh and flipped Kristina’s identity 


card over to inspect it. “Let’s see here... so you’re a D-class 
adventurer. But so what?” 


“,.Isn’t this inn affiliated with the Adventurers Guild? I would like to 
receive the regular service for someone of my class,” Kristina 
hesitantly requested. 


“Ha ha! Miss Nun, are you pretending to be naive, or are you just 
really that naive? This place might be close to Kiehl, but it’s still a 
town in Samar. Whether it’s this identity card or your adventurer 
class, they’re all useless here,” the innkeeper said with a snicker as he 
passed the identity card back to her. “You want the regular service for 
your class? That’s one of the funniest jokes that I’ve ever heard. Miss 
Nun, you need to realize... this is Samar. This inn might be affiliated 
with the Adventurers Guild, but it’s still the same no matter under 
which guild you’re traveling. It’s impossible to trust the identity cards 
of any of the bastards who’ve crawled their way here— Ah, stop, that 
doesn’t work either.” 


“What do you mean it doesn’t work?” Eugene asked with a furrowed 
brow as he was caught pulling out his wallet. 


The innkeeper elaborated. “I’m talking about your money, your money 
work here. So don’t try to pull it out, because it’s pointless. Do you 
two really not know anything about Samar? Samar doesn’t use any 
foreign currency. What’s used here are—” 


“T already know that, so stop pointlessly interrupting me. Unless you 
want to get the shit beaten out of you, that is,” Eugene threatened 
with a grin as he leaned closer over the table. 


On the other side of the table, the innkeeper was momentarily 
perplexed by Eugene’s sudden change in attitude before muttering, 
“What a rude, young bastard...” 


The innkeeper’s expression twisted into a scowl as he placed a finger 
on the buzzer hidden beneath the table. With just one slight tap, he 
could call down the mercenaries waiting on the upper floor. However, 
the innkeeper wasn’t able to press the buzzer. A dagger that had 
pierced straight through to the underside of the table stopped just 
short of the innkeeper’s finger. 


“Hey now, no need to rush things.” Eugene chided him. 


The innkeeper shakily demanded, “...You bastard... what the hell do 
you think you’re doing?” 


Eugene raised a brow. “Didn’t I tell you to keep listening until I was 
done speaking?” 


Eugene took out a small jewel from the inside of his cloak and placed 
it on the table. It was one of the jewels that he had obtained from the 
Emir of Kajitan. Seeing this, the innkeeper’s eyes widened. 


“We might not be able to use any of our foreign currencies, but we 
can still use gems, right? After all, everyone likes shiny things,” 
Eugene grinned. 


The innkeeper was speechless, “...... 


“Now then, old man. From now on, stop interrupting me and just 
answer my questions,” Eugene instructed. “And stop trying to judge 
me based on my appearance and listen to the way I talk. Now you 
should be able to recognize a fellow mercenary who’s made his living 
by the sword, isn’t that so?” 


The innkeeper’s face stiffened slightly. He could sense the sharpness of 
the dagger that was touching his finger, and felt alarmed at the fact 
Eugene had stabbed it into the table without giving any signs in 
advance. 


That wasn’t the only thing leaving him off balance. The killing intent 
that he could feel coming from this brat in front of him, who had yet 
to shed the air of youth, was far from ordinary. 


‘I’m the only one who can feel this...,’ the innkeeper realized. 


Eugene’s killing intent was all focussed on the innkeeper without any 
wasted spillover. As a former mercenary, the innkeeper recognized 
that Eugene, unlike his outer appearance, was extremely dangerous. 


“A jewel of this size should serve as the price of a room,” Eugene 


proposed. 


cc 


...” The innkeeper silently sweated. 


“Since there are two of us, we’ll need two rooms,” Eugene continued 
as he took out another jewel and placed it on the table. 


“Although there are probably a lot of inns better than this, well, it’s all 
about convenience. Do you get what I’m saying?” Eugene prompted. 


The innkeeper belatedly realized, “... You need information?” 


“You’ve got it. If you’re part of the Adventurers Guild, doesn’t that 
mean you’re also connected with the Mercenary Guild and the 
Informants Guild? While at the same time, you’re also in charge of the 
accommodation for any adventurers,” Eugene pointed out. 


The innkeeper hesitated and then asked, “...Are you two bounty 
hunters?” 


As far as the innkeeper knew, the only ones who would usually stop 
by to ask for information while giving off such refined killing intent 
were bounty hunters. 


“Well, I guess you could call us that,” Eugene accepted. “But as my 

stupid colleague here has already revealed, our purpose for coming 
here shouldn’t be of any importance to you, right? I have the jewels 
that you want, and you have the information that I want. Isn’t that 

right, old man?” 


“’..Ummm...” The innkeeper hesitated. 


“T’m just telling you this in advance, but if you try to do something 
like rob me because I look like an easy mark... you’re all dead. I truly 
mean that,” Eugene sincerely emphasized. “I hope that you’re tactful 
enough to see the difference between an unguarded bowl of rice and 
one that will take an arm off if you touch it. So what do you think, old 
man? Will you take the risk of trying to kill me just so that you can 
rifle through my pockets?” 


“...That... doesn’t really sound like it would work,” the innkeeper 
admitted. 


Eugene’s killing intent was slowly growing stronger. The innkeeper’s 
breath was rapidly hastening and cold sweat was flowing down his 
body. 


“We're looking for an elf,” Eugene said, reaching into his cloak once 
more. 


This time he took out a jewel that was several times the size of the 
first gem that he had taken out. The innkeeper’s eyes lit up with desire 
as soon as he saw it. The greed that was aroused by this large gem was 
even greater than his fear of dying. 


Eugene continued, “Not a dark elf, just a normal elf. From what I’ve 
been told, elves sometimes visit this city... so any one of them will 
do.” 


“,.It seems that you’re not too familiar with our prices,” the 
innkeeper coughed before continuing to speak. “ For information 
about the elves, we will need three jewels of the same size as that one. 
Although I don’t know why you might be looking for an elf... it should 
be quite well-known that there aren’t just one or two wealthy 
merchants or nobles looking to own an elf.” 


“Seeing as you’ve said all that, it seems like you really do have 
information on the elves, right?” Eugene confirmed. 


“’,.In exchange for one of those jewels, I can connect you with the 
informant,” the innkeeper offered. “You can discuss the rest of the cost 
with the informant himself...” 


Eugene bared his teeth in a predatory grin as he growled, “You 
motherfucker, where do you think you get off with trying to rip me 
off.” 


Whoosh! 


Eugene’s hand wrapped around the innkeeper’s throat. 


“Gack!” the innkeeper choked. 


“T don’t mind if you scream a little louder,” Eugene said generously as 
he kindly pressed the buzzer beneath the table in place of the 
innkeeper. 


The moment he had done so, rough-looking mercenaries immediately 
came racing down the stairs. 


“Sir Eugene?” Kristina looked to Eugene in a fluster. 


Instead of answering her, Eugene just smirked at her and barked out 
orders. “Why aren’t you pulling out your wand? Aren’t you going to 
block those bastards from charging at us?” 


“Who the hell are you?!” one of the mercenaries demanded. 


Eugene casually answered him, “We’re a man and a woman, you son 
of a bitch.” 


Crack! 


Eugene grabbed one of the innkeeper’s fingers and snapped it. The 
mercenaries, who all looked dumbfounded by Eugene’s confident 
remark, also snapped out of their bewilderment, and they drew their 
weapons and rushed over. 


Instead of reacting to this personally, Eugene glared at Kristina. In 
response, Kristina let out a short sigh and raised her hands in front of 
her chest. 


Flash! 


The light that erupted from her took the form of a long whip that 
swept her surroundings. 


“Aaargh!” the mercenaries all let out alarmed cries. 


Instead of sweeping the mercenaries away, the whip of light bound 


their arms and legs tightly. Seeing this, Eugene grinned and then 
turned back to the innkeeper. 


“Kristina, what was this bastard’s name again?” Eugene asked. 
“_,.It’s Jackson”, Kristina replied. 


“That’s quite a common name,” Eugene noted. “Hey, Jackson. Didn’t I 
say it just now. The reason I came here instead of some other inn, it’s 
all for the sake of convenience.” 


Crack crack...! 


Jackson’s finger was bent back even further. Although Jackson 
screamed and tried to twist himself free, Eugene’s hand refused to let 
go of Jackson’s throat. 


“T came here because I thought that you were an information dealer. 
But what did you say to me? You said that you’ll just take a brokerage 
fee and connect me to your informant? Then you wanted me to sort 
out a separate payment with the informant? You motherfucker, where 
do you get off with ripping off your customers like this?” Eugene 
demanded. 


Jackson groaned. “Gah... gahhhh...!” 


“T didn’t want to kick up a fuss, so I thought that I would just settle 
things cleanly by paying you some money, but I didn’t expect you to 
have such a wicked heart.” Eugene shook his head in dismay. “Now, 
where was I..., Oh, right. The Informants Guild has its own set of 
laws, correct? I don’t think that the laws of Samar’s Informants Guild 
should be much different from its other branches. If you spout some 
nonsense during your duties, then you get your finger cut off, isn’t 
that right?” 


The innkeeper stammered, “Th-that law was repealed a long time 
ago...” 


“When exactly was that, motherfucker? Three hundred years ago? If 
that’s the case, then what are the laws like now? Well, not that it 
matters. I’m not a member of the Informants’ Guild, so I don’t really 


need to follow their laws, now do I? Since you’ve fucked with me, it’s 
only fair that I fuck with you too, right?” Eugene's eyes widened as he 
glared at Jackson. 


Letting go of the finger that he had been holding beneath the table, 
Eugene slammed the dagger all the way through the table. 


“Come on, you son of a bitch. Which finger should I cut off? One on 
your right hand? Or your left hand? Even I have some sense of mercy, 
so I can avoid the hand that you use most often. You’re right-handed, 
right? If that’s the case, then I’ll take one from your left hand. But if I 
take off your index finger, then that’ll inconvenience your daily life, 
no? Since that’s the case, Pll cut off your middle finger. That’s 
probably better than your index finger. You might not be able to tell 
someone to fuck off with just your left hand, but if it’s just that, it 
seems a pretty cheap price to pay for your stupidity,” Eugene 
declared. 


Before they had entered, Kristina had informed Eugene that the 
innkeeper’s name was Jackson and that he was an information broker 
belonging to the Informants Guild. 


Originally, he had just intended to pay a reasonable price in order to 
purchase the necessary information, but things like plans had a habit 
of changing according to the situation. Kristina might not be able to 
understand the reason for Eugene’s sudden actions, but by Eugene’s 
logic, it was always better to enforce discipline, even if it meant 
making a fuss, than to be treated like a fool. 


“Now then, why don’t you just relax. Spread the fingers of your left 
hand wide so that it’s easier for me to make the cut. You don’t want 
to? If you don’t want to, then I’ll just add another one. How about 
both the middle and ring fingers?” Eugene offered. 


Jackson tried to warn him, “If-if you hurt me, the Informants Guild 
will—” 


“This bastard is really still trying to threaten me,” Eugene snorted in 
derision. 


Thwack! 


The sharp dagger cut off Jackson’s middle finger. Jackson tried to 
scream, but Eugene covered his mouth with a hand to keep his scream 
from escaping. 


“Tf I was afraid of that, do you really think that I would be holding 
you by the throat as I cut off your fingers?” Eugene spat out as he 
glared into Jackson’s trembling eyes. “Think carefully. Missing a 
single finger, while inconvenient, won’t affect your life. If you speak 
up now, I’ll let you off with just one finger. Ah, and you don’t need to 
worry about payment. If your information is confirmed, then ’ll even 
leave you these jewels.” 


How had things turned out like this? Pain and fear clouded Jackson’s 
head. The situation had been completely different just a few moments 
before. These two idiots had come in here without knowing anything. 
It had been surprising to hear them bring up the Informants Guild and 
the elves, with Jackson not caring what kind of circumstances had 
brought these two to Samar. 


Jackson had just wanted to take a brokerage fee. He really had been 
planning on connecting them with a suitable informant, But now, all 
he had to see for it was the finger that had just been cut off...... 


“Tf you really don’t want to cooperate? Then it can’t be helped. The 
Informants Guild is still just a guild; at the very least, for the crime of 
treating me like shit and wasting my time, I’m making sure that you 
die here. I’ll also kill all the mercenaries that we have tied up over 
there. And after that? Well, you won’t need to care about that as you'll 
be dead. Isn’t that right?” As he said this, Eugene removed the hand 
that was covering Jackson’s mouth. “However, I hope that you can 
think about this clearly. If I’m able to come here and act so 
recklessly... that has to mean that I have something that I can firmly 
trust to have my back, no?” 


“’.. You... just who the hell... are you?” Jackson pleaded. 


“Tt doesn’t matter. Just tell me about the elves.” With a scrape of the 
dagger, Eugene brushed away the finger that had fallen on the table. 


“P-please... ’m bleeding...” Jackson stammered, and Kristina moved 
to approach him. 


However, Eugene took action before she could, grabbing the stump of 
Jackson’s finger. 


“Gah...!” Jackson screamed. 


“Stay still. I’ve just stopped the bleeding,” Eugene said, his method of 
stemming the blood loss was truly barbaric. 


By squeezing the severed finger, he could stop the blood from pouring 
out. As Jackson’s body shuddered in pain and fear, he looked down at 
his hand. He was afraid that Eugene’s bloodstained hand might reach 
out to break or remove one of his other fingers. 


“Now speak,” Eugene said, sitting down on a chair with a casual 
expression on his face. 


Chapter 92 
Samar (2) 


“Weren’t you being too unreasonable?” Kristina spoke up once they 
had left. 


Her question wasn’t asked with any nitpicky nuance. It was just like 
during the actual event, where even though Kristina had been 
surprised and flustered by the sudden change in situation, she hadn’t 
gotten angry with Eugene’s radical behavior. 


Seeing her react like this, Eugene felt quite impressed. If it had been 
an ordinary priest with him, they would have been enraged by 
Eugene’s radical actions, going so far as to rebuke him for cutting off a 
finger, and would definitely have cast some healing magic on Jackson, 
who was in pain and dripping blood, without his permission. 


However, Kristina hadn’t done that. Although surprised and flustered, 
she hadn’t tried to stop Eugene’s actions. She hadn’t even try to cast 
any healing magic on her own volition. 


‘If I had an ordinary priest with me...,’ Eugene mused. 


But in the first place, Kristina was no ordinary priest. She was the 
Holy Empire of Yuras’s saint candidate — no, their actual ‘Saint.’ So, 
with Kristina’s actions on top of her background, and thanks to her 
appearance as well, Eugene couldn’t help but be strongly reminded 
once more of Anise. 


“You have to be unreasonable when dealing with unreasonable 
bastards,” Eugene said as he glanced back at her. “Also, aren’t you 
being the unreasonable one by even asking that? If you converted the 
jewels I took out in front of him into cash, do you know how much 
that would be? As long as he got a good deal on just one of them, he 
would have had enough cash to drink and party with for a whole year. 
Since he tried to pocket one of them for free by using such a 


nonsensical excuse, don’t you think that he got off rather cheaply with 
just losing a finger?” 


“Hm...,” Kristina hummed as she considered this for a few moments, 
then she smiled softly and nodded. 


“Indeed. I understand what you are trying to say. You and I might 
now come from backgrounds where we have no shortage of money, 
but for ordinary people, the jewels that you offered must be of great 
value,” Kristina agreed as she lowered the hood of her robe. “On top 
of that, both of us grew up in a very poor environment in our younger 
days. As such, we both appreciate the value of wealth even more.” 


Eugene nodded. “I’m glad that you understand—” 


“However.” Kristina interrupted him. “Even taking all that into 
account, I still feel like cutting off that information broker’s finger was 
overkill. It would have been enough just to scold him, there was no 
need to go that far.” 


“Would a bastard who makes a living by selling information in a place 
like this really back down from simple threats? Taking a single finger 
was instead the cleanest way to handle things,” Eugene insisted. 


“What if he wants revenge for this?” Kristina asked. 
“Do you think he’d be that stupid?” 
“Sometimes anger can consume all reason.” 


“Rather than abandoning all his fear and attempting something like 
that, that guy will probably just lie there, fantasizing about getting his 
revenge,” Eugene muttered as he turned away from her, looking 
forward once more. “Nevertheless, if he does try to take revenge on 
me, I’ll just have to make him regret taking such a foolish choice of 
action. As someone with enough ability to be confident in my chances, 
I would actually prefer if he did instead choose to try and get 
revenge.” 


“Indeed,” Kristina muttered with a giggle. It seemed like she hadn’t 
just asked her initial question because she wanted Eugene to explain 


his reasoning. 


“Sir Eugene, you are quite the unusual individual,” Kristina 
commented. 


“Why do you say that?” Eugene asked. 


“After all, isn't Kiehl’s Lionheart clan one of the most prestigious 
families on the entire continent? However, your earlier behavior was 
so cruel that it was hard to believe that you were the heir of such a 
prestigious family. You were acting just like a hard-as-nails 
mercenary,” Kristina praised. 


“Do you really see the children of prestigious families as the type to 
just laugh pretentiously and sip tea even as they’re getting ripped 
off?” Eugene asked rhetorically. “Let’s just be frank with each other. 
You can just say that you feel like ’m too unreasonable to be a young 
master from a prestigious family.” 


Kristina smiled, “That’s what I said at the very beginning.” 
Weren’t you being too unreasonable? 


Eugene burst into laughter as he recalled the words that he had indeed 
heard earlier. 


“Still, at least I didn’t kill him,” Eugene defended himself. 

“Instead, you cut his hand off at the wrist,” Kristina reminded him. 
“He needed to pay the price for his mistakes,” Eugene curtly declared. 
Jackson had refused to talk about the elves. 


‘ can’t say anything,’ Jackson had said as he begged for mercy. 


Three hundred years ago, when the five Demon Kings had been trying 


to take over the world, the two races that had suffered the most 
damage were the elves and the dragons. 


There hadn’t been many dragons in the first place, but then half of 
them were killed while fighting against the Demon Kings. 


The elves were even worse off than the dragons. They had started 
gradually dying even before any of the elves could have fought back 
against the Demon Kings. This was all because of a plague — the 
ominous power of the Demon Kings proved fatal to the pure and 
untainted elves. The shocking pandemic that ensued, called the 
‘Demonic Disease’, brought many of these elves, despite their long 
lifespans, to an untimely death. 


Elves who felt sickened by the world, elves who had barely escaped 
being taken as slaves, and elves who had caught the Demonic Disease. 
Their reasons varied, but various groups of elves had all found their 
way back to the Samar Rainforest. 


The elves who had been born in the forest and had then left for the 
outside world, all wished to return to their hometown. The elves who 
weren’t born in the forest arrived searching for the elven sanctuary 
that they heard was located deep within the forest. 


The elves who had caught the Demonic Disease had an even more 
desperate reason for returning than the other elves. Once they were 
infected, they would only be able to persist for five years at the very 
most before dying, but those who returned to the Samar forest would 
be able to live for a much longer period of time. 


Eugene didn’t know if it had always been like this, but lately, not a 
single one of the elves that had attempted to return were able to find 
the elven sanctuary. 


Elves lived for a very long time, they were beautiful, and no matter 
how old they got, their natural beauty wouldn’t age. As such, there 
weren't just a few wealthy merchants and nobles who were looking to 
enslave the elves. 


For people like this, their eyes couldn’t help but light up with 
enthusiasm at the elves’ predicament, treating these wandering elves 


as their prey. If it was just a few years ago, this city may have been 
filled with numerous slavers and slave traders who had come here 
from abroad. 


But now? 


There were none. There might be a few who were continuing their 
work under the table, but the number of slavers and slave traders who 
were working out in the open had seriously dwindled. 


This was because of the dark elves. 


Starting from a few years ago, the dark elves had appeared in this city 
and formed a force that counter-hunted these slavers and slave 
traders. These vicious dark elves had sealed the mouths of the 
informants guild, and they were the only ones allowed to contact any 
elf that appeared in this city. 


Why? 


Because they wanted to turn these wandering elves into dark elves. 
They would persuade these elves who had come to Samar that no 
matter how much they wandered around, they wouldn’t be able to 
find the elven sanctuary. The elves already living there had hidden 
their borders, and were actively rejecting any of their people who 
came in from the outside. 


But if the wandering elves became dark elves instead, they would no 
longer need to worry about slavers and slave traders. They would also 
no longer need to worry about a sudden onset of the Demonic Disease. 
In fact, it was even alright if they had already caught the Demonic 
Disease. Dark elves wouldn’t die from it. 


“Are you familiar with the Princess of Fury?” Kristina asked. 
Nights in the forest were both long and dark. 


Kristina had no objections to living rough; she might be a Saint, but 
she was far from dead-weight. She gathered firewood on her own, 
started a campfire, and helped set up camp. 


“T’ve heard of her,” Eugene confirmed. 


It was Iris, the dark elf that he hadn’t been able to kill three hundred 
years ago. Fury’s adopted daughter. 


‘IT should have killed her back then,’ Eugene regretted. 


Oberon had sworn himself to the Demon King of Destruction, and then 
died when his own son ripped out his throat. 


Iris hadn’t subordinated herself to any of the other Demon Kings or 
demonfolk. While claiming that she was the Demon King of Fury’s 
legitimate heir, she had established her own platform in Helmuth, 
campaigning to become one of the new Demon Kings. 


She made a valid case. 


The vampires and the lycanthropes had submitted themselves to the 
Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. 


Oberon’s son and the other beastfolk had continued to swear 
allegiance to the Demon King of Destruction. 


The only ones who hadn’t subordinated themself to one of the other 
Demon Kings or demonfolk were the giants and the dark elves. 
However, the giants made no claim as to being the heirs of Fury, and 
instead lived among themselves in the backwoods of Helmuth. 


In the end, only Iris now claimed to be the heir of Fury, while aiming 
for the throne of the Demon King. 


“ ,.Setting aside the power that she holds, the Princess of Fury... Iris, 
isn’t very well-considered in Helmuth.” Kristina continued speaking as 
she stared into the campfire. “Even in the Alcarte Diocese, where I 
lived, there was a lot of mockery being spread about Iris. As someone 
who wasn’t a pure-blooded demonfolk and instead something like a 
dark elf, they ridiculed her for not knowing her place and coveting the 
throne of the Demon King.” 


“Well, the concept of a pure-blooded demonfolk is also ridiculous,” 


Eugene said with a snort as he chewed on his meat. “In the first place, 
in terms of pure-bloodedness, apart from the Daemons!1], what other 
race of demonfolk can actually claim to be pure-blooded? The Night 

Demons and the other demonfolk are all subspecies of the Daemons.” 


“However, they were at least born as demonfolk,” Kristina pointed 
out. 


Things hadn’t been that different three hundred years ago, either. 
Those like the vampires and lycanthropes — namely, those who had 
been ‘converted’ from humans and were considered part of the 
demonfolk — would be despised by the ‘pure-blooded’ demonfolk as 
being ‘Half-Demons’ or ‘hybrids’. 


In contrast to the Half-Demons, the treatment of the Black Wizards by 
the demonfolk was much better. This was because there was a clear 
sense of hierarchy between them. 


“As the foster-daughter of the Demon King of Fury, Iris is able to 
corrupt elves into dark elves even though she is not a Demon King,” 
Eugene continued the discussion. 


That was why he felt such regret. If he had only been able to kill Iris 
three hundred years ago, the dark elves would no longer have 
increased in number. 


“Tm aware of many high-ranking demonfolk in Helmuth who offered 
Iris their support, but she has refused any such support and insists on 
building up her own platform solely through her own strength,” 
Kristina added. 


“How funny,” Eugene muttered as he even chewed off the bits of meat 
still stuck to the bone. “Even as she’s being despised by those ‘pure- 
bloods’, in the end, she too insists on being pure-blooded. With the 
elves already being so few in number, the number of dark elves is 
even smaller. Does she really intend to build up her own force from 
such a shadow of a race, compete with the other demonfolk, and 
successfully become a Demon King? She sure does dream big.” 


There was no way that Iris could become a Demon King. 


Eugene was well aware of the power that the demonfolk had held 
three hundred years ago. Iris was definitely strong, but there was no 
way that her strength could greatly surpass that of the other highest- 
ranking demonfolk such as the Queen of the Night Demons. 


There was also no comparison between their forces. If a new Demon 
King was truly born from amongst the demonfolk, the closest to that 
position were the three Dukes of Helmuth. 


Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. 
Incarceration’s Blade, Gavid Lindman. 
Black Dragon, Raizakia. 


The three of them were so deeply entangled together that they were 
practically sick of each other. 


‘But that’s exactly why, out of all of the demonfolk who were on the same 
level as them three hundred years ago, they’re the only three remaining,’ 
Eugene mused. 


Jackson had spilled everything he knew about the dark elves as he 
kept weeping. He told Eugene that if he leaked any information about 
the elves, the dark elves were sure to kill him, so he begged Eugene 
not to question him about the elves. 


In other words, Jackson had had no intention of giving them any info 
about the elves from the very beginning, but he had still been trying 
to pocket the information and brokerage fees. 


‘It seems like Iris isn’t following the orders of the Demon King of 
Incarceration and the Demon King of Destruction,’ Eugene observed. 


So when clashing with the dark elves, he wouldn’t have to worry 
about any interference from the Demon Kings. The only one that he 
really needed to keep an eye out for was Iris. 


‘,..At least there should be no reason for me to run into Iris here,’ thought 
Eugene. 


He had been told that the dark elves took all the elves that they had 
managed to persuade back with them to Helmuth. The only one who 
could corrupt elves was Iris. In other words, this meant that she 
shouldn’t be in the Samar Rainforest and was instead still somewhere 
in Helmuth. 


Their conversation had died, leaving only the sounds of the campfire 
burning and the insects chirping. Without saying a word, Kristina was 
sipping on a hot cup of tea. Eugene was cleaning up the last of the 
meat skewers. 


“What are you planning to do?” Kristina eventually spoke up after a 
long silence. 


“Do I need to get your permission?” Eugene asked as he chewed the 
last of the meat. 


“What are you asking permission for?” 
“Murder.” 


Kristina hesitated. “Although that’s not something I can really grant 
permission for... I will pray in your stead, Sir Eugene.” 


“You’re going to pray for my sin of murder to be forgiven?” Eugene 
asked sarcastically. 


“Not at all. Instead it will be a prayer of remembrance and 
purification,” Kristina said with a soft smile as she brought her hands 
together to her chest. “How could it even be considered a sin to 
punish the servants of the devil? However, they are all still life who 
were born and raised on their earth, as lambs who should have been 
led into the light. Our prayers are for the sake of illuminating their 
souls that have been corrupted by darkness, and guiding them back 
onto the path of righteousness. 


‘It seems like all Saints are crazy people,’ Eugene thought, recalling 
Anise, as he swallowed his last bite of meat. 


—Earth to earth! 


In arate to her divine magic, Anise was also good at wielding her 
flail!<. 


—Ashes to ashes! 


Her brightly shining flail had smashed more than a few demonfolk 
heads into pieces. 


—Dust to dust! 


Although there weren’t many occasions where Anise had to put her 
flail to work, when caught in a scrum, she would lift her flail up with 
a helpless expression and go into battle. 


—Brilliant light! Illuminate the darkness! 


She would break heads with her flail, create a mist with her true holy 
water, and unfurl her gleaming wings. As she did all this while 
screaming out prayers, Anise looked more like a madman than she did 
a Saint. 


“.,.By any chance, do you wield a flail as well?” Eugene asked 
cautiously. 


“Huh?” Kristina asked. 

“A flail, are you not familiar with them?” 

“,.1 know what they are, but I prefer to wield a mace.” 
“..A mace...?” Eugene repeated. 


“Yes. Although they’re heavy, so I haven’t been carrying one with 
me...,” Kristina reluctantly admitted. 


Eugene hesitantly offered, “...If you need one... just tell me. I have a 
few inside of my cloak.” 


“Thank you very much.” 


Just as Kristina had given her thanks with a gentle smile, something 
flew out of the darkness and fell to the ground, rolling straight 
towards them. Eugene and Kristina didn’t show any alarm, and just 
stared at the rolling object. 


It was the head of the information broker, Jackson. The head’s tongue 
was sticking out, and its eyes had rolled so far back so only the whites 
could be seen. 


“About that mace, will you lend me one now?” Kristina requested. 


“No,” Eugene denied her, and just wiped his hands on his trousers as 
he got up. “Since you’ve said that I don’t need your permission, just 
stay here and pray.” 


They had immediately noticed when someone had started stealthily 
approaching them. During their shared silence, the intruder had 
narrowed the distance, so even before Eugene had asked Kristina for 
permission, Eugene had already decided what he was going to do to 
them. 


A question came flying out of the darkness, “Are you a slaver?” 


“Tf we tell you that we aren’t, are you just going to leave?” Eugene 
responded with a casual tone. 


“I’ve heard that you’re going around asking about the elves,” the 
voice said as it drew a little closer. A dark elf came walking out of the 
darkness to face Eugene. 


Eugene questioned the dark elf, “He was just an old man trying to 
make a living in this cutthroat world of ours. You didn’t need to kill 
him, right?” 


The dark elf ignored his question, “The informant told me all about 
you. He said that you came to him suddenly and wanted to buy 
information about the elves.” 


“But he refused to sell us any information about the elves,” Eugene 
noted. 


“You don’t seem to be surprised. Have you already heard about us?” 
the dark elf asked. 


Without answering the question, Eugene pulled out a folded 
handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his mouth. Seeing this 
needlessly fastidious act, the dark elf put on a puzzled expression. 


“...Could it be that you don’t understand what kind of situation you’re 
in?” the dark elf demanded. 


Eugene shook off the handkerchief a few times and asked, “Did you 
come here on your own?” 


“...What?” 


“T asked you if you came here on your own,” Eugene repeated as he 
tossed the handkerchief into the air. “You impudent bastard.” 


Before the handkerchief hit the ground, it was blown away by a storm. 


1. It’s been a while since they were last mentioned, so here’s a 
refresher. The Daemons are a horned demonfolk race. Considered to 
be the original demonfolk race, all of the past Demon Kings came from 
this race. & 


2. Although the original text has Anise using the Western word for 

‘mace’, a line later in the chapter has Kristina saying she prefers a 

mace(the Korean word) over a ‘mace’. After checking the wiki, a 

picture of Anise Slywood(https://w.namu.la/ 
s/780c9a113b521937eb80191c2922d9db1 2a264db410336cfd38c76fbbae64 
has her carrying what looks like a morning star. So the author appears 

to have made a mistake and used ‘mace’ when he actually meant to 

use ‘morning star’ or ‘flail’. 
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In the face of the oncoming wind, the dark elf’s expression changed 
abruptly. He quickly retreated backward while reaching for his waist, 
but Eugene was faster and was onto him before he could do anything. 


This was an inevitable outcome. The summoned wind was only for the 
sake of surprising the dark elf. Eugene had used the Blink spell for 
movement. 


Without holding any weapons, Eugene pounced on the dark elf with 
his bare hands, but the dark elf wasn’t making it easy to capture him. 
He bent his body backward, and then, in this unstable position, the 
dark elf swiveled in place, in a movement that could almost be called 
acrobatic. By doing so, he brought his leg swinging around toward 
Eugene. 


Eugene snickered. He twisted his outstretched arm and blocked the 
dark elf’s kick with the back of his hand. It wasn’t just an ordinary 
block either — the wind covertly swirling around Eugene’s hand 
swallowed the dark elf’s body. 


“Ugh!” the dark elf grunted. 


The wind was as sharp as a blade. Engulfed the center of this storm, 
the dark elf protected his head with both of his arms while drawing on 
his strength. 


Crash! 
Gray-colored mana wrapped around the dark elf’s body. 


‘His mana is quite high-level, but his demonic power is nothing special,’ 
Eugene observed. 


The dark elf was only a little better than the lower-level demonfolk in 
terms of demonic power. However, his skills were far superior to any 
of the lower-level demonfolk. 


Just like elves, dark elves also lived a long time. Although a hundred- 
year-old human would be so old that it wouldn’t be strange for them 
to die at any time, a hundred-year-old elf was treated like a child by 
their own people. 


The elves were one of those races who were blessed with an 
overflowing amount of time. Even if they just diligently cultivated 
their mana during all that time, any elf could become strong enough 
that no human would be able to look down on them. 


With all that said, were elves unconditionally superior to humans? 


That wasn’t necessarily the case. Three hundred years ago, Vermouth 
had definitely been a human. Molon, Anise, Sienna, as well as Hamel, 
had all been humans. Humans were so numerous that they 
outnumbered the elves by the tens of hundreds, and amongst this 
overcrowded population, one could sometimes find monsters who 
were able to ignore the difference in lifespan. 


The dark elf who had come here today couldn’t have imagined that he 
would be facing one such monster. 


But now, there was no need to imagine it. The reality of the situation 
was clear. 


The dark elf couldn’t understand why or how he had been thrown to 
the ground. The reality that he was facing right now had far exceeded 
the limits of his common sense. 


“’..Gagh!” The dark elf coughed. 


Even though he had yet to understand the situation, his lips opened by 
themselves as blood sprayed out of his mouth. It had looked like a 
clean and simple back throw, but was that really all there was to it? 
No — before the dark elf had even hit the ground, Eugene had struck 
him a few more times. 


Eugene had first reached out to the hand that was holding onto a 
dagger, grabbed it, and twisted it. As the dark elf’s arm was pulled in 
toward his side, his elbows were slammed against his own ribs. His 
mana shield was crushed by this blow, and the bones in his arm were 
broken. 


A rising fist then slightly brushed against the dark elf’s chin. For a 
moment, the dark elf completely lost consciousness. 


In the next instant, the dark elf landed onto the ground back-first. His 
arms, ribs, and shoulders... his whole body trembled as if it had been 
electrocuted. Not only were his bones broken, his internal organs had 
also been damaged, so every time he took a breath, the fishy smell of 
blood filled his throat. 


Struggling any further would be trivial and futile. What had happened 
to him was so one-sided it couldn’t even be called a fight. The dark elf 
gasped for breath as he glared up at Eugene. Although he was aware 
of these facts, the dark elf wasn’t a true warrior. He didn’t feel any 
respect for the opponent who had just defeated him. 


“A human boy like you...!” the dark elf growled angrily. 


Drawing the dark elf here had been intentional. Rather than attacking 
the dark elves’ stronghold, Eugene had been intending to get the dark 
elves to pursue him by using Jackson as bait. 


If Jackson had been terrified enough to keep quiet, he wouldn’t have 
been able to draw out any of the dark elves, but Eugene had made 
sure that he wouldn’t just keep quiet. That was why he had cut off one 
of Jackson’s hands. 


“T’m not sure how I should react to that. Iam a human, and I’m young 
enough to be considered a boy, so should I still take your words as the 
insult they were intended to be?” Eugene muttered as he brushed off 
the dirt that had splashed up onto his cloak. 


The dark elf coughed up another mouthful of blood, and tried to push 
himself up with his still-intact left arm. 


“Tl kill you...,” the dark elf groaned out. 


Eugene had gotten used to hearing such words in these kinds of 
situations. This meant that he knew there wasn’t any value in 
continuing to listen to them. Without any hesitation, Eugene raised his 
foot and stomped on the dark elf’s left hand. 


Crackle! 
There went the sound of bones being crushed. 
“Gaaaaah!” Unable to endure the pain, the dark elf screamed. 


One feature of the dark elf’s appearance that stood out as much as any 
member of the elven race was his long ears. As their length suggested, 
these long ears expanded the range of their hearing. 


This excellent sense of hearing allowed the dark elf to know precisely 
what kind of situation he had found himself in. The screams that he 
let out weren’t spreading into the distance, and were instead echoing 
back within a small, confined area. 


‘A spell...!’ the dark elf realized. 


The sound wasn’t able to spread because it had been blocked from 
doing so. The dark elf didn’t let out any further screams, and just 
grunted with effort as he tried to free his pinned-down hand. 
However, Eugene refused to release the dark elf’s hand, and just 
crouched down on the spot so that he could look into the dark elf’s 
eyes. 


He had brown skin and crimson eyes. The characteristic traits of a 
dark elf hadn’t changed since three hundred years ago. Eugene 
reached out to him with an apathetic expression. 


He pulled off the dark elf’s cloak, then he tore open the collar as well. 
The dark elf’s eyes started to shake. His face twisted into a grimace, 
and he spat the blood that collected in his mouth onto Eugene’s face. 


“You son of a bitch!” the dark elf cursed. “I’d rather die than be 
violated by someone like you—” 


Eugene interrupted him, “What kind of nonsense are you yelping, you 
bastard? Why the hell would you think I’d be interested in violating 
you?” 


In the first place, this dark elf was a man, and even if it had been a 
woman insted, Eugene would have rejected taking such an action 
without even blinking. Even when he was making a living as a 
mercenary in his previous life, Eugene had never once forcibly taken a 
woman. 


“Let’s see now... That’s right, just as I thought,” Eugene muttered to 
himself. 


Eugene stared down at the tattoo that marked the dark elf from his 
left collarbone to his chest. 


It was in the shape of an upside-down goat’s skull, the horns of which 
had an unusual form. They were actually two pairs of horns growing 
out of the same base, one curved and one straight. 


An upside-down goat’s skull with two pairs of horns was the sigil of 
the Demon King of Fury. The fact that this dark elf had a tattoo of it 
on his chest was proof that he was a subordinate of the Demon King of 
Fury. 


‘But if he was alive three hundred years ago, there’s no way that he’d be 
this sloppy,’ thought Eugene. 


This meant that he had probably become a dark elf relatively recently, 
and had just entered Iris’s service. Or else he could just be young. 
Either way, this dark elf was definitely one of Iris’s subordinates. 


“There are a few things that I want to ask you, so if at all possible, I 
hope that you can kindly cooperate with me,” Eugene requested. 


“Just kill me,” the dark elf spat out. 


Wasn’t it obvious what kind of questions a slaver would ask? The dark 
elf had no intention of loosening his lips and betraying his people, 
even if it meant his death. 


Eugene tried to persuad him. “If you’re going to die anyway, wouldn’t 
it be better for you to die painlessly.” 


Although he had at least tried to convince the dark elf, Eugene didn’t 

believe that it would be so easy to get this dark elf to open his mouth. 
That was why he had placed a seal on this location so that any sounds 
wouldn’t carry for too far. 


Eugene didn’t like torture. However, he also wasn’t the type to 
hesitate in its use when the situation called for it. Eugene now held 
the dagger that he had stolen from the dark elf in one hand. 


“Tt looks like this might take a while, so why don’t you go get some 
sleep first instead of waiting up,” Eugene offered to Kristina. 


“Allow me to offer you my help,” Kristina said as she stood up. 


Eugene snorted and turned around to look back at her, “And how do 
you intend to do that? Are you going to make him repent by reciting 
prayers at him? Or are you thinking of smashing his fingers into bits 
with a mace?” 


“T don’t need to use such rough methods,” Kristina said with a smile as 
she walked over to Eugene’s side. 


Eugene shrugged and stepped over the dark elf, then pulled on the 
dark elf’s left arm so that it was twisted behind his back. 


“So what are you planning to do?” Eugene asked. 
“An interrogation,” Kristina said as she pulled out her wand. 


The cross at the end of the wand was held up to Kristina’s chest. With 
a calm smile, she stared at the dark elf. 


Eventually, Kristina’s lips twitched. 


Fwooosh! 


A short spell was cast using her divine power. The blue jewel 
embedded into the center of the cross shone in resonance with the 
divine power that Kristina had aroused. 


This flickering light was directed at the dark elf. As dark elves were 
corrupted by demonic power, they instinctively rejected divine power. 
The dark elf started sweating profusely as he tried to twist his body 
free of Eugene’s hold. 


“Look at me,” Kristina whispered. 


Her smile exuded benevolence, and her voice rang as sweet as a 
child’s. 
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Eugene was startled. ‘This is... 


Still holding the arm of the dark elf behind his back, Eugene had a 
front-row view to what Kristina was doing. However, he couldn’t tell 
what holy magic Kristina was currently using. Anise had never used a 
divine spell like this. 


On the other hand, while studying magic at Akron, Eugene had gotten 
to know various different types of magic. Although it was impossible 
for him to personally learn any divine spells, he had read a few books 
on holy magic. 


Mental magic was of a different category from normal magic. The only 
place that dealt with mental magic in depth was the Black Tower of 
Magic. 


However, if one went beyond the strict boundaries of ‘magic’, it wasn’t 
black magic that was most adept at manipulating the target’s mental 
state according to the caster’s will. The true master of this kind of 
activity was holy magic. 


Three hundred years ago, back when black wizards were still widely 
reviled, the Holy Empire of Yuras’s Inquisitors were the greatest fear 
of all black wizards. In those days, everyone was united in their hatred 
of the black wizards, but the Inquisitors of Yuras in particular didn’t 
even see black wizards as human beings. 


In today’s era, Inquisitors weren’t as fearsome as they used to be three 
hundred years ago. This was because they were no longer in an era 
where they were given free rein to go wherever and do whatever they 
wanted in the name of hunting these black wizards. 


However the Inquisitors could still be found in Yuras. They watched 
over the priests of the Holy Empire, and served as a warning not to 
falter in one’s faith. 


“’,.You even know how to use this type of divine spell?” Eugene 
commented. 


“I don’t enjoy using it,” Kristina said defensively. 


“Tt would have been better if you had just used it earlier,” Eugene 
complained. 


“Are you talking about using it on the informant? He might have had 
a bad temper, but he was just an ordinary human, he wasn’t even a 
lapsed follower of the God of Light,” Kristina lowered her wand and 
straightened back up. 


The dark elf, who had been stammering while under the control of the 
spell, was now muttering to himself with his head bowed low, in a 
garble tongue where it was impossible to make out any actual ‘words’. 


“...As you can see... now that his will is broken and his mind has 
collapsed, I have managed to extract a confession straight from his 
heart,” Kristina explained. 


Although it might have been possible for her to do so, Anise had never 
once used such a spell. 


“Taking this into account, the interrogation spell isn’t one that should 
be used lightly, and I personally also dislike using it. However... since 
this is a fallen elf, there was no reason to hesitate in interrogating 
him,” Kristina said as she brought her hands together in prayer. 
“Through his confession, we will be brought one step closer to 
completing our divine mission. Surely God’s ear will be drawn 
towards listening to this poor soul’s confession, and his hand shall 
guide this soul darkened by corruption back into the land of light.” 


“So you're saying that it’s alright to kill him then?” Eugene surmised. 


“Tt’s not about killing, it’s about purifying the soul,” Kristina said with 
a broad smile. 


What a snake-like woman. 


Although it wasn’t exactly the same, Kristina also had an unknowable 
side to her, just like Anise. They were also similar in the way that they 
sinisterly hid their true feelings behind a smile. 


Eugene grabbed the limp dark elf by the collar and dragged the elf up 
with him as he stood up. Despite the rough treatment, the dark elf was 
still vacantly muttering to himself. Although Eugene had been 
intending to go find a quiet corner in which to execute the dark elf, 
Kristina didn’t stay put as expected and instead followed Eugene. 


He decided to let her do what she wanted. Instead of just slicing open 
the dark elf’s throat, Eugene laid him down onto the ground and 
placed a hand on his chest. A few moments later, the dark elf’s heart 
suddenly stopped. 


After watching this scene take place with some surprise, Kristina 
walked over to the side of the pulse-less elf and knelt down. Then she 
placed her hands together, and after spending a few moments in 
prayer, she lifted her wand. 


Fwooosh! 


The light summoned by Kristina swallowed the dark elf’s body. Not 
long afterwards, the dark elf’s body transformed into ashes and then 
completely disappeared. 


“ Almighty God of Light, please receive this corrupted soul and 
render unto him your judgment. Please light up the darkness in his 
soul with your light, and burn away the karma that he has accrued 
during his life with your flaming torch,” Kristina prayed. 


Kristina’s prayers were similar to, but also different from the prayers 
that had been engraved onto Hamel’s grave. But the basic core on 
which their prayers were based could still be seen in both cases. 


“Was my help of some assistance?” Kristina asked as she finished her 
prayer and stood up. 


“Yep,” Eugene answered honestly. 


If it wasn’t for Kristina’s interrogation spell, he would have had to 
spend a long night in this forest torturing the dark elf. 


“Let’s postpone our rest for tonight,” Eugene proposed. 
“Are you worried that we might be pursued?” Kristina asked. 


The dark elf was alone and hadn’t brought any companions. That said, 
it was still better for them not to keep camping there, at a place where 
they had already come into contact with one dark elf. And since there 
was nothing wrong with being careful, it was better for them to keep 
moving during the early hours of the morning. 


“We also have a long way to go,” Eugene added. 
They had learned several things through the interrogation. 


They may have already confirmed it with the tattoo, but the dark elf 
had personally admitted to being Iris’s subordinate. 


He was a member of Fury’s Independence Army. With Iris at its head, 
the Independence Army was an organization made up solely of dark 
elves. While they were increasing their manpower by recruiting the 
elves who came to Samar, they were also searching for the 
undiscovered elven sanctuary. 


Apart from that, they had also learned something about the elves. 


There were still elves who had rejected their persuasion to become 
dark elves and who had instead headed into the depths of the 
rainforest. These elves knew that they were highly valued as slaves, 
and they also knew that many of the barbaric tribes that lived in the 
rainforest had no regard for the elves. 


The guiding purpose of these elves was to find their way to the elven 


sanctuary where the World Tree hopefully still stood tall. However, as 
the road leading to it was blocked, the elves who weren’t able to enter 
the sanctuary had gathered together and formed a new village. 


To reach this village from the outskirts of the Samar Rainforest, no 
matter how fast they traveled, it would take the two at least a month 
to get there. 


“... Then there’s the matter of the guardian...,’ Eugene mused. 


In the village where the wandering elves had gathered, there was said 
to be a guardian who protected the village from attacks by slavers and 
other barbarian tribes. 


“..It’s said that the elves living there shun all contact with humans,” 
Kristina brought up cautiously. 


“We just need to make them feel welcoming,” Eugene stated 
confidently. 


“How do we do that?” Kristina asked uncertainly. 


“Just because they’re elves, do you really think that they would reject 
all gifts?” Eugene replied with a shrug. “There’s no one in the world 
who doesn’t like a gift.” 


The dark elf that they had just interrogated didn’t know anything 
about the elven sanctuary. Just like Eugene had expected, he was a 
young elf who hadn’t been born within the sanctuary and had instead 
been born somewhere outside the forest. 


What Eugene was looking for was elves who had lived inside the 
sanctuary. 


‘Tf at all possible, it should be someone who also knows about Sienna,’ 
Eugene thought hopefully. 


If it was an elf who had left the sanctuary around two hundred years 
ago, they might have even run into Sienna on their way out. 


Chapter 94 
Samar (4) 


Elves were swift-footed. Especially in the forest, where elves ran so 
fast that it looked as if they were receiving magical assistance. 


However, elves or otherwise, there was no way that they could still 
run that fast on just a single leg. A one-legged elf could run fast 
enough that it was hard to believe that they were one-legged, but it 
was impossible for them to outrun the skilled slavers that were after 
them. 


Their! 1] heart felt like it was about to burst, their sloppy prosthetic 
leg had already started to shatter, and their head felt like it was 
spinning. 


The elf had a gut feeling that it wouldn’t be long before they 
collapsed. But they absolutely couldn’t allow themself to do so. After 
having finally reached Samar, they were afraid that once they 
collapsed, they would open their eyes again not knowing where they 
were. 


“Haiyah!” 


The sharp cries of their pursuers were drawing closer. This sound was 
the hunting cry of the rainforest’s native tribes. The tribal warriors 
were whooping cheerfully as they chased down the fleeing elf on the 
back of their mounts, the giant Vakhan Wolves. 


If they had wanted to, they could have caught their prey right away. 
By not doing so, they were trying to keep their prey from breaking 
down in despair. 


Elves were highly sought-after prey. Rather than catching these elves 
and and using them as slaves of the tribe, the native slavers preferred 
to sell them to the foreign slave traders who came all the way to 


Samar just to purchase these elves. 


As such, they couldn’t allow themselves to seriously injure their prey. 
Since the value of the elf had already dropped due to the fact that it 
was one-legged, if they left a scar on its body as well, the drop in price 
would be more than they could accept. 


The elf, who had been running with a limp, came to a halt with a 
sharp gasp. “...Aah...!” 


Because they had been running like crazy, they hadn’t been paying 
any attention to the sounds of their surroundings. No, more than that, 
it was because their reason had been clouded by the terrifying cries of 
the natives. 


This was what had led them to almost run off the edge of a cliff. With 
shaking eyes, the elf looked down. The foot off the cliff, a great 
distance below, was covered by a flowing river. 


They needed to find a different path. Limping, the elf made to 
withdraw. But then, a long spear thudded into the ground near the elf. 


“Kyaaah!” The elf let out a scream as their shoulders trembled in 
fright. 


The tribal warriors were blocking the elf’s way back from the cliff. 
The Vakhan wolves carrying the warriors were letting out growling 
sounds as they bared their sharp fangs. 


The hideously masked natives snickered as they gestured towards the 
elf. The meaning behind their gestures was that the elf should just 
give up resistance and quietly allow themself to be caught. 


The elf bit down on their trembling lips. There was no way that they 
could communicate with these barbarians. After they had first 
encountered each other, the elf had tried begging them for mercy 
several times, but the natives only ever spoke amongst themselves in a 
language that only they knew the meaning of. 


The elf hesitantly stepped backward. A few of the natives who had 
gotten down from the backs of their Vakhan wolves approached the 


elf. They had put down their spears and spread their arms wide, as if 
to show that they didn’t intend any harm to the elf. 


But behind their round masks with eye sockets that looked like they 
had been torn open with a knife, the elf saw the greed and lust 
gleaming within their eyes. Their gazes drove the elf’s body to make a 
risky move. 


Swallowing an instinctive scream, the elf threw themself off of the 
cliff. 


Stomp-stomp! 


Having rolled up her trouser cuffs, Kristina was stomping her laundry. 
Prior to becoming a saint candidate, she had been an orphan 
abandoned at a monastery. Thanks to this, she was used to chores like 
doing the laundry. 


“Tt seems like you’re enjoying yourself,” Kristina sourly commented as 
she turned to glare at Eugene with narrowed eyes. 


Although she was used to them, it didn’t mean that she enjoyed them. 
“It’s not like I’m just playing around.” Eugene defended himself. 


Eugene had set up a fishing rod and was sitting by the river. But after 
having done all that, he wasn’t even focussing on fishing. Instead, he 
had even brought out a chair for him to sit comfortably on and was 
absorbed in a book of magic. 


“By reading this book of magic, I learn more magic, and by learning 
more magic, I become stronger,” Eugene insisted. “As I get stronger, 
the risks that we’ll face further along in our journey are reduced. If 
that happens, then—” 


“You’re quite wordy today.” Kristina interrupted him. 


“That’s because I’ve already had to say this several times now, but you 


keep questioning me. If you didn’t want to suffer like this, then you 
shouldn’t have followed me,” Eugene said with a dismissive shrug as 
he flipped the page. “It’s not like ’m playing around. And it’s not like 
I’m overworking you either. Aren’t you familiar with the term ‘role 
allocation’?” 


“Youre right, I said something pointless. So please just focus on your 
reading,” Kristina said exasperatedly. 


Eugene continued despite her protests, “It’s not like ’m making you 
do chores like the laundry all the time either. I take care of the 
hunting and the fighting, and I also handle drying the laundry. All you 
need to do is the laundry and the cooking, right? Even then, your 
cooking doesn’t taste that good, so I’m the one who usually handles 
it.” 


“Weren’t you going to do some studying?” Kristina reminded him. 


“Now that I’ve brought it up, I have to say, there’s way too many 
problems with how you cook,” Eugene continued his lecture. “Haven’t 
I already told you so many times that I prefer stronger flavors? And 
the meat should not be overcooked, just to an extent where it’s 
slightly dripping with blood.” 


“T’m doing it out of concern for your body, Sir Eugene.” Kristina 
defended herself. 


“T suspect that you’re just cooking according to your own tastes,” 
Eugene accused. “I’m at the peak of health, so I won’t catch anything 
from eating a dripping red steak that’s been smothered in spices.” 


Kristina stopped protesting and just kept her lips shut. 


It had already been over a month since they had first entered this 
forest. A lot had happened along the way, and Kristina had gotten a 
good grasp of how intractable Eugene’s personality was. Especially 
when it came to arguments, as Kristina had never been able to defeat 
Eugene in a straight debate. Kristina had always thought that as a 
priest, she should maintain a compassionate heart, but after talking 
with Eugene, she felt the urge to forget about her priesthood and just 
sock him in the back of his head. 


“Does that book happen to have any spells related to washing clothes 
written in it?” Kristina asked hopefully. 


“Does your holy magic have any laundry spells?” Eugene returned the 
question. 


“Why would holy magic have any spells for doing the laundry?” 
Kristina protested. 


“Then why should I have to learn any laundry spells?” Eugene pointed 
out. “How many times will I ever end up having to do my own 
laundry?” 


This was actually a lie. Among the various spells that Eugene had 
learned in Aroth, there were also a few laundry spells. He had just 
started making Kristina do the laundry as a bit of a prank to relieve 
his boredom. However, if he came clean now, and told her that he did 
actually know how to use magic to do the laundry, he was afraid that 
he might just end up getting socked right in the kisser by Kristina. 


On top of that, what Kristina was washing now was her own clerical 
uniform. Eugene had plenty of clothes packed into his cloak that he 
could change into, but Kristina didn’t share that option. 


Kristina also had a bag that had some spatial enchantments cast on it, 
but her bag didn’t have as much storage space as the Cloak of 
Darkness. As they wandered through the forest, they couldn’t go a day 
without getting their clothes dirty somehow, but Kristina couldn’t 
stand having any dirt on her clerical uniform, which was always 
meant to be kept scrupulously clean. 


—You can just wear some other clothes. 


—If a priest doesn’t wear their clerical clothing, what else are they 
supposed to wear? Especially as it is by God’s will that I am accompanying 
you, Sir Eugene, so I absolutely cannot take off my priestly garb. 


It wasn’t like he didn’t get where she was coming from. In Eugene’s 
previous life, Anise had also stubbornly insisted on wearing her 
clerical uniform while they were traveling. 


‘Although in Helmuth she just wore whatever she picked up,’ Eugene 
recalled. 


In any case, this meant that it was Kristina herself who had decided 
that it was a good idea to do the laundry barefoot in cold river water. 
As such, Eugene didn’t feel any guilt about not using laundry spells to 
help her. He would be drying the wet clothes with the help of a wind 
spirit once Kristina was done with washing her laundry, and wasn’t 
doing that much already helpful enough? 


“..Hmm...” Eugene suddenly hummed as he paused his reading of the 
magical text and raised his head. 


This wasn’t in reaction to movement from the fishing rod. Getting up 
from his chair, Eugene dusted off the seat of his pants and turned to 
look upstream. 


“Ts it a monster?” Kristina asked, turning to look at Eugene while 
pausing in the midst of wringing her robes dry. 


This forest was infested with monsters, but they couldn’t discount the 
possibility of it being bandits either. But since they were doing their 
laundry near a river, it was more likely that they had managed to 
provoke one of the monsters living in the river into attacking them... 


“No,” Eugene replied as he picked up the fishing rod. “It’s a big 
catch.” 


With a grin, Eugene cast his fishing rod. As the long fishing line 
spooled out, it was covered by Eugene’s mana. Eugene manipulated 
the fishing line using his will and caught on to an object that had 
come floating in from upstream. 


“’..An elf?” Kristina questioned with an alarmed expression. 


Eugene pulled the elf that he had caught onto the riverbank. The 
tropical Samar Rainforest was always muggy, but the water of the 


river was cold. After looking down at the pale, exhausted body of the 
elf, Eugene stretched out his hand. 


Though the elf’s body was as cold as ice, they were still barely 
breathing. Eugene first summoned a wind spirit to dry their wet 
clothes, then created a flame using magic. 


“Kristina,” Eugene called out. 


“Yes,” Kristina responded as she immediately stopped what she was 
doing and came to the elf’s side. 


A bright light shone from her hands and swept over the elf’s body. 
With this, color returned to their skin quickly enough that the change 
could be seen with the naked eye. 


“...So they’re a slave,’ Eugene confirmed. 


Lifting the hem of their clothing, Eugene found a mark that had been 
branded on them near their navel. Although slavery had already been 
abolished during his previous life, even back then there were an 
abundant amount of illegal slaves. 


“’..The leg...,” Kristina muttered in concern. 


“Tt was amputated a long time ago. They must have cut it off 
themself,” Eugene said as he glanced down at the elf’s left leg. 


The surface of the stump looked like it had been roughly abraded, and 
blood kept flowing from it. It looked like their cheap prosthetic leg 
had dug into their flesh. 


“Could they have escaped from a slave trader?” Kristina speculated. 
“We'll find out as soon as we wake them up,” Eugene answered. 


Although the elf’s circumstances were pitiable, their coincidental 
meeting could be considered a stroke of luck for Eugene. Eugene 
grabbed the elf by the shoulders and lightly shook them a few times. 


“Cough!” Before even opening their eyes, the elf let out a cough and 
vomited out some water. 


Then, they moaned as they tried to twist their body free from Eugene’s 
hold. 


“You shouldn’t move around so much,” Eugene warned them. 


They may have given the elf some emergency treatment, but even 
when putting it generously, the elf couldn’t be described as being in 
good health. Bruises covered their entire body and the number of 
fractures... These injuries didn’t appear to be from an assault. They 
were probably sustained by falling into the water from a great height. 


“.,.Kyaaah!” the elf screamed, when they realized what kind of 
situation they were in. 


“T probably should have started by telling them not to scream,” 
Eugene muttered to himself as he let go of the elf's body. 


The elf, who had been switching between looking at Eugene and 
Kristina from the moment they opened their eyes, started to crawl 
away from them backwards. 


The elf stammered. “Y-y-you two, who are you? Tribals?” 


“Even though we’ve done all we can to save you, it seems like you 
don’t feel the need to hold back with your rudeness,” Eugene wryly 
observed. 


“J-I’m sorry. So sorry.” The elf panickedly apologized. 


Although Eugene had only been complaining half-heartedly, the elf 
immediately started begging for forgiveness while knocking their head 
on the ground. 


After blatantly observing this sight, Kristina glanced at Eugene. 


“Tt seems like your face and behavior have frightened them, Sir 
Eugene,” Kristina teased. 


“What about my face?” Eugene asked defensively. “It might not be as 
good as an elf’s, but it’s good enough that I don’t feel ashamed taking 
it with me wherever I go.” 


“.,.Ahaha!” Kristina burst out into laughter. 


Without lifting their bowed head, the elf clasped their hands and 
rubbed their palms together!#] as they said, “Yes, yes. The lord’s face 
is truly impressive. It’s so amazing that no elf can even think of 
comparing to you. Th-the madam is also extremely beautiful.” 


“ ,.Madam?” Eugene repeated in confusion. 


“J-I’m sorry. S-so sorry.” The elf apologized once more. “I meant the 
young lady, the young lady is truly beautiful.” 


“What’s wrong with them? Could their brain be a bit damaged as 
well,” Eugene muttered to himself as he furrowed his brow. 


At this, the elf stopped rubbing their hands together and started 
banging their head against the ground as they said, “Ye-yes. That’s 
right. Brain damage. M-my head isn’t that good. So please, f-forgive 
me if I’m being foolish or fail to obey your orders...” 


“You try to calm them down a bit,” Eugene said as he immediately 
stepped back behind Kristina. 


At this, Kristina just pointed at the basket packed full of wet laundry 
with a smile, then she turned to the elf and said, “I’ve heard that your 
race is beautiful, and you seem to be living proof of that. My name is 
Kristina. I am a priest who worships the God of Light. The man over 
there drying the clothes is my servant and bodyguard, so please don’t 
be too afraid of him.” 


What the hell did she mean, servant? As Eguene grumbled to himself, 
he summoned up a spirit of the wind. The spirit began to dry the wet 
clothes. 


Kristina continued to placate the elf. “We have no intentions of 
intimidating or harming you. Instead, we would actually like to 
protect you from any misfortune you might be in.” 


The elf hesitated. “A-are you really...? 


“Yes, of course it’s the truth. After all, it’s only natural that the duty of 
a priest is to help and rescue those in trouble. And if there was a Hero 

in this world, he too certainly wouldn’t hesitate to do what is just and 

right.” As Kristina said this, she gave Eugene a glance. 


She had purposefully raised her voice so that he could hear her. 
Eugene just snorted as he casually folded the dried-out clothes. 


“’,.M-my name is... Narissa.” The elf eventually introduced herself. 


Then, she started to tell them such a tragic tale that it would bring 
tears to any listeners. 


To put it simply, Narissa was a runaway slave. Her owner, a wealthy 
merchant in the Kiehl Empire, had bought Narissa on the black market 
ten years ago. 


“And how old are you now?” Kristina asked gently. 
Narissa resplied, “I’m a hundred and thirty...” 


“If we convert that to human years, that means you’re just thirteen,” 
Eugene muttered. 


“Human years? What do you mean by that?” Kristina asked as she 
turned to Eugene with a perplexed expression. 


Eugene explained, “The lifespan of an elf roughly extends to a 
thousand years. Normal humans can live somewhere up to a hundred 
years if they can manage a long life without any disease, so if you 
convert an elf lifespan into a human lifespan, every hundred years for 
them counts as ten years for us.” 


“What kind of foolish nonsense is that...” Kristina shook her head as 
she muttered this. 


The logic behind his claim seemed so absurd that it wasn’t even funny, 
but Narissa just clapped her hands in agreement with a servile smile 


as she said, “Y-yes. In elf years I might be a hundred and thirty years 
old, but in human years, I’m only thirteen...” 


Eugene continued his interrogation, “So where is your hometown? 
Were you born in Samar?” 


“ ..My hometown is in Kiehl Empire’s Mount Odon,” Narissa admitted. 
“Are there elves living there as well?” Eugene asked in surprise. 


“Not... not any more.” After saying this, Narissa’s head sunk low, 
unable to find any more words. 


Eugene and Kristina could figure out what had happened without even 
asking. It was rare for an elf to have been living in hiding deep within 
the mountains, but it wasn’t rare for such an elf who lived in hiding to 
be captured and enslaved by a slaver. 


Kristina sighed. “Haaah... How pitiful...” 


After a long time, Kristina finally showed the appearance of a real 
Saint. She spread her arms and embraced Narissa, stroking her 
trembling back. 


“Tt must have been so painful for you,” Kristina murmured 
sympathetically. “You had to cut off your own ankle just to escape, 
and then you came all the way to this forest...” 


Eugene stepped past Kristina as she continued to comfort Narissa. Still 
stroking Narissa’s back, she glanced at Eugene, but didn’t say 
anything. She just nodded at him, causing Eugene to grin. 


Elves were a strong race. 


Unlike humans, they possessed an affinity with all spirits, and could 
sense mana even without any specific training. Their muscles were 
also far more flexible and durable than a human’s. 


Hunters were always well-informed about the races that they hunted, 
and only went hunting after making thorough preparations. 


This was the same for the tribespeople who lived in this forest. They 
were born as hunters, and raised as hunters. An ordinary human being 
might not have been able to survive jumping from a tall cliff and 
landing in the river below. From such a height, landing on water was 
no different from landing on rock. 


If it was a human, they would have died, but an elf wouldn’t have. 


It wasn’t just because their bodies were stronger. Having an affinity to 
spirits literally meant being loved by those spirits. The main reason 
why elves could run so fast was that the spirits dispersed throughout 
the wind pushed them from behind. That also applied to this kind of 
fall — the wind and the river water would have protected the elf’s 
body. 


Knowing that, the slavers hadn’t stopped their pursuit of the elf. 


“So you're from the Garung Tribe.” Eugene greeted the hunters from 
where he was sitting, on a large rock. 


It had been a month since they had first entered the rainforest. They 
hadn’t just been wandering around during all that time. They had also 
encountered a few merchants who were traversing the forest, and they 
had even met a few of the natives who belonged to different tribes. 


They weren’t very pleasant meetings. The merchants mocked 
Kristina’s cover as a missionary, and the natives had tried to enslave 
the two foreigners who were traveling alone without an escort. 


All of them had immediately paid the price for acting like idiots. 
Through this process, Eugene had heard about the various tribes who 
lived in this forest. 


The deeper you went into the forest, the more savage and ferocious 
the natives became, especially in their ostracization of outsiders. The 
Garung were an example of one such tribe. They captured all 
foreigners and made them their tribe’s slaves. 


If the foreigner they caught was a wealthy merchant or a noble who 
had come for a luxurious tour, they had a chance of being handed 
back over once the tribe received a large enough ransom. But even 


then, that was only if those who were captured got lucky. If they 
weren’t lucky they would just be killed and eaten. Some of the native 
tribes practiced cannibalism, and the Garung were one such tribe. 


“Outsider,” spoke one of the natives riding on the backs of their large 
wolves. 


He had pulled up the mask on his face, making it obvious that he was 
staring at Eugene. The native’s face was covered in scars and tattoos. 


“What. You. Doing. Here?” the native demanded. 


Unlike his vicious appearance, it seemed that he could speak the 
common language, but he enunciated the words slowly and in a 
slightly slurred manner. 


“What does it look like I’m doing?” Eugene replied. “I’m just sitting 
here and resting.” 


The native continued his curt questioning. “A noble? From where?” 
“Who wants to know?” Eugene returned the question impudently. 
“This smell,” the native said with a frown as he sniffed the air. 
Eugene chuckled and picked up a corner of his cloak to examine it. 


“Does it really give off such a smell? There’s no reason why it should,” 
Eugene argued. “I’m on the tidy side, so I wash my body every day.” 


“Tt smells of elf,” the native growled. 
“Do I look like an elf?” Eugene asked mockingly. 


“Outsider,” the native said as it slipped his mask back down from 
where it had been propped up. “Garung's prey. Have you stolen it?” 


“What kind of prey comes with an owner? It’s whoever catches it first 
that becomes its owner,” Eugene said with a shrug as he dropped the 


corner of his cloak. 


The giant wolves charged at him. 


1. Gender-neutral ‘they’ as the gender of the elf is yet unknown = 


2. This is a gesture often seen in Korean historical dramas where a 
subordinate is kneeling down in front of their master and pleading 
sincerely. It has its roots in shamanistic prayer, and shares similarities 
with the Western practice of holding your hands together in prayer. 
eS) 


Chapter 95 
Samar (5) 


Vakhan wolves were monstrous wolves that lived in the Samar 
Rainforest and possessed startling agility for their large size. On top of 
that, they even had poisonous glands that secreted paralytic venom on 
the inside curve of their long claws. 


First scratching their prey with their claws and then tearing into it 
once it stopped moving was the preferred hunting method of these 
Vakhan wolves. 


The natives of this rainforest knew how to tame monsters. That went 
for the Garung tribe as well. These Vakhan wolves, which had 
received training from the moment they were born, had no inhibition 
against carrying the tribal warriors on their backs. 


These tamed Vakhan Wolves were easily able to race through the 
complex forest terrain like it was a flat plain, before lunging at the 
tribal warriors’ prey and sinking in their claws and fangs. 


When the wolves charged at him, Eugene stood up on his rock. The 
wolf running at the head of the pack leapt into the air and threw itself 
at Eugene. It first attacked him with its claws rather than its fangs. 


Slash! 


A spray of blood fell from the air. A stone column had burst up from 
the ground and pierced right through the wolf’s body. The wolf let out 
an agonized cry, but the warrior who had been riding on top of the 
dying wolf just kicked off of its back and leapt towards Eugene. 


“Kiyaaah!” Letting out a shrill cry, the warrior thrust his spear at 
Eugene. 


Eugene still had yet to pull out a weapon. He reached out with just his 


bare hands and caught hold of the spear in mid-air. Pulling on the 
spear with one hand, he slammed his other fist into the native’s face 
before they even had time to let out another cry. Eugene’s fist made 
the warrior’s whole face cave in with just one blow. 


Ignoring the now sprawled-out warrior, Eugene grasped his stolen 
spear in both hands. The blade of the spear was glistening, but it 
wasn’t the gleam of metal. The spearhead had been coated with the 
Vakhan’s Wolves’ paralyzing venom. With a smirk, Eugene jumped 
down from the boulder. 


The wolves were no longer charging at him and had instead come to a 
halt. 


Boom! 


The stone column collapsed back into the dirt, sending the wolf it had 
impaled sprawling onto the ground. Although the wolf was still barely 
breathing, it wasn’t far from death. 


“A wizard?” 


Among the warriors, it seemed that there was another one who knew 
how to speak the common language. He narrowed his eyes and glared 
at Eugene. 


The warrior barked out, “You. Garung’s warrior. Killed him.” 
“I’m pretty sure he’s still alive, though.” Eugene pointed out. 


This was the truth. Although his face had pretty much collapsed 
inward, the native was still alive. While letting out indecipherable 
groans, the downed man was writhing on the ground. 


“No. You killed him. He no fight any more,” the warrior spat out in 
his slurred common language as he shot glances at the other warriors. 


The warriors who had been riding on the backs of their wolves started 
to dismount onto the ground. Eugene felt the mana in the air begin to 
fluctuate. 


Just because they were tribal warriors, the Garung Tribe weren’t 
opponents that he could take lightly. These tribal warriors possessed 
enough skill that they were even able to assault the lavish escorts 
hired by the wealthy merchants and nobles who visited Samar. 


Woo... 
Ahwooooo... 


An ominous sound blew through the forest. The ground began to 
tremble. The warriors lowered their bodies as they tensed their 
muscles. 


Eugene glanced down at the ground. 
‘So they’re using spirits of the earth,’ he realized. 


The natives of Samar were adept at both shamanism and spirit magic. 
With how close they were to the dense forest where they were born 
and raised, it was almost like they were loved by the forest itself. 


This was a disadvantage for Eugene. Trying to prod any initial 
movement out of the earth using magic was a very tiring affair. 
However, the earth was much more responsive to the persuasion of 
the spirits than it was to having magic cast on it. 


“...No, this isn’t just an earth spirit.’ Eugene corrected himself. 


There was something else mixed into it. Something that wasn’t quite 
mana... Eugene’s lips twisted into a frown. 


“Tt has a nasty taste to it,” Eugene grunted. 


This feeling was somewhat similar to black magic, but the essence of 
it was different. These tribal warriors weren’t using demonic power 
like a demonfolk or a black wizard would. 


They were using the power of shamanism. 


The wolves’ bodies suddenly drooped, as the monsters’ souls left their 
bodies and entered the warriors’. The warriors trembled, and the 
ominous noise grew even louder. 


While spitting out the nasty taste in his mouth, Eugene readied his 
spear. 


Bang! 


The warriors kicked off the ground. Their movements seemed to be a 
blend of both human and monster. It had already been disgusting 
enough sensing the monsters’ souls overlay the warriors’, but their 
movements caused Eguene to recall some unpleasant memories. 


They resembled the Death Knight created by placing the soul of a 
lycanthrope into Hamel’s corpse. 


Boom! 


The air itself was torn apart as the spear that Eugene threw ripped one 
of the attacking warriors into shreds. 


When Eugene returned to the riverside, Narissa was folding the 
clothes instead of Kristina. 


“Why are you making her do that?” Eugene questioned Kristina. 


“Tm not making her do anything,” Kristina protested. “She said that 
she wanted to repay the favor, and she started working all on her 
own.” 


“Even if she started working on her own, then you could have just told 
her that she didn’t need to do it.” 


“She volunteered out of her own free will because she wanted to repay 
our help; if I told her to stop, that would just leave Lady Narissa 
feeling awkward.” 


Kristina was sitting in the chair that Eugene had left by the riverside. 
She scanned Eugene’s spotless appearance before smiling softly. 


“So which tribe was it?” Kristina asked. 
“The Garung,” Eugene replied. 


Narissa’s shoulders trembled as she listened in on the conversation 
between them. 


“The Garung are not some small tribe. Did you make sure to kill all of 
them?” Kristina checked. 


“What, did you think I would only kill some of them? Or do you think 
that I should have just warned them of how strong I am and told them 
they should give up on chasing the elf if they didn’t want to die?” 
Eugene asked with a snort of amusement. 


“They probably wouldn’t have listened to the warning even if you 
did,” Kristina sighed. 


“Probably not,” Eugene agreed. 


Eugene didn’t find any enjoyment taking care of such pointless and 
tiresome affairs either. If at all possible, he had wanted to solve this 
issue without getting into a conflict. However, the native warriors 
weren’t the type of opponent who could be so easily persuaded. If 
Eugene had told them that he’d be willing to pay what the elf could 
have brought them on the market, they would surely have insisted on 
taking all the money that Eugene had as their price for letting the elf 
go free. 


“Well, it’s not like we're planning on staying here forever. So, what 
did she say?” Eugene asked. 


Kristina returned his question. “Why don’t you ask her yourself?” 


“She’s too afraid to even make eye contact with me,” Eugene pointed 
out. 


“That’s probably because an elf’s ears can be a bit too keen for their 
own good,” Kristina said with a smile as rose from her seat. 


Standing up at the same time, Narissa repeatedly bowed her head to 
Eugene as she apologized to Eugene, “I-’m-I’m sorry, your great and 
fearsome lordship. I-I’m just so overwhelmed. I’m so, so sorry, my ears 
picked up things that they shouldn’t have...” 


“What does she mean by ‘things that they shouldn’t have’? Did I say 
anything important while I was over there?” Eugene mumbled to 
himself as he headed over to the tent. 


This large tent was an artifact that had been modified for added 
convenience, using magic. A simple press on a button affixed to the 
central pole had the tent folding neatly on itself. 


Although it was still bulky, that wasn’t any issue for Eugene. He stuck 
the whole tent inside of his cloak and turned to look at Narissa. 


“So, what exactly did you hear?” Eugene asked her. 


Narissa stammered. “S-screams, and... people begging for their 
lives...” 


—P-please, spare me. 


—You were striking all sorts of poses earlier while acting cool and 
pretending to be strong. What’s with you suddenly begging for your life? So 
uncool. 


—I... Iam a warrior of the Garung tribe. If I don’t return. They'll... they'll 
send pursuers. Moreover, our comrades aren’t far away. 


—Even if do spare you, they'll still be sending pursuers. I stole away your 
prey, after all. So if I kill you now, that just means there'll be one less 
person coming after me. So wouldn’t you say that it would be better for me 
to just kill you now? Don’t you agree? 


“T... because of me... I’m so sorry for troubling you,” Narissa 
apologized. 


“Tt’s really more annoying than troubling. Also, did you ever ask us for 
help? When you came floating down the river, I’m the one who pulled 
you out of my own volition, and I killed those guys because I wanted 
to, you didn’t even ask me to do so,” Eugene insisted as he tucked the 
clothes that Narissa had folded into his cloak. 


Kristina spoke up. “Will you be carrying her, Sir Eugene?” 


“Carrying her? What kind of nonsense are you saying all of a...,” 
Eugene trailed off as his eyes turned to Narissa. He suddenly recalled 
that her left foot had been amputated. 


Narissa’s shoulders hunched as she felt Eugene’s gaze rest on her and 
she stood up by herself. 


“T-Tll be fine,” she claimed. “I can run well even with just one leg. I-if 
I find a useful branch along the way, I can use it as a crutch. So 
please... please don’t...” 


“Please this, please that, can you please stop with all those damned 
pleases?” Eugene sighed in exasperation. 


Narissa sobbed. “Uh... uwah... I-I’m sorry...” 


“No I’m sorry, but please, can you also stop saying sorry all the time 
as well?” Eugene grumbled with some embarrassment as he 
summoned a wind spirit. 


When a gust of wind suddenly caused her to start floating, Narissa 
panicked and started thrashing in midair. 


“Tell me if you need to go to the bathroom while we’re traveling,” 
Eugene instructed her. “Don’t piss yourself while pointlessly trying to 
hold it in.” 


“Y-yes,” Narissa replied as she gulped down her shock. 
As an elf, she also knew how to perform a bit of spirit summoning. 


Howevers, elves as a race usually tended to allow their innate talents 
to lie fallow due to their peace-oriented natures. Although she had 
already lived for a long span of a hundred and thirty years, Narissa’s 
spirit summoning magic was only slightly above the level of a 
beginner in the art. 


Elves were just such a race. They lived for a long time indeed, but 
they spent most of that time chirping with the wild birds of the forest 
and caring for the flowers and trees. 


Even so, with how long they lived, an elven archwizard who had lived 
for hundreds of years was strong enough to make a human archwizard 
look ridiculous in comparison. 


“Ummm... Sir Eugene... do you mind telling me... how old you are?” 
Narissa asked hesitantly. 


“If you convert it into elf years, I’m around two hundred,” Eugene 
answered her. 


Narissa was lost for a moment, “Huh...? Um... Ah! Yes, I see. That’s 
truly amazing. Even though you’re not that old, to be able to freely 
control the spirits like this... and you’re even strong enough to terrify 
those fearsome warriors... I-I truly admire you.” 


Narissa’s trembling had settled a little as she stared at Eugene with 
admiring eyes. Kristina, who noticed this look, snorted and shook her 
head. 


“First she said that you have a face that’s so impressive and amazing 
that even an elf can’t compare to you... and now she’s saying that she 
admires you? It feels like you might be hearing more compliments 
today than you’ve heard in the rest of your life,” Kristina noted. 


Eugene disagreed. “Not really? I think I’ve heard a lot of compliments 
like that, ever since I was young. I’ve also been told a few times that I 
have quite the handsome face.” 


In his past life, with Hamel’s face, he’d never once been told anything 
like that, but after he was reincarnated with this face, he truly had 
heard those compliments a few times before. Even for Eugene himself, 
when he was looking at his reflection in a mirror or in a body of 
water, there were times when he had that kind of thought. ‘What a 
handsome bastard.’ 


Kristina suddenly jolted. “Hold on, Sir Eugene, you aren’t thinking of 
abandoning her midway just because she might be a burden, are you? 
I refuse to believe that your personality is that screwed-up.” 


Eugene snorted. “If I was going to throw her away, I wouldn’t have 
picked her up in the first place. Besides, this makes for a good pretext, 
doesn’t it? We’re just protecting a traveling elf and guiding them to 
the elven village. No matter how fierce the guardian who protects the 
village is reputed to be, he probably won’t reject his own people.” 


At this reply, Narissa swallowed a sigh of relief. 
Eugene suddenly turned to her. “But anyways, Narissa.” 
Narissa yelped, “Y-yes!” 


“Did you come here looking for the elven sanctuary that is said to lie 
at the foot of the World Tree?” Eugene asked. 


“That was one reason, but... I also thought that it would be easier to 
live in hiding in a rainforest rather than in a city. I-I wouldn’t need to 
worry about the Demonic Disease either...,” Narissa faltered. 


Eugene eyed her. “But it doesn’t look like you’ve caught the Demonic 
Disease. Have you?” 


“Uh, no... I[haven’t caught it yet, but who knows when it might 
happen,” Narissa mumbled as her chin fell to her chest. 


The Demonic Disease was a disease that only afflicted the elves. The 
reason why Sienna, who had been living peacefully within the elven 
sanctuary, had ended up going out into the world was because of the 
Demonic Disease. 


It was now rare for any elf to catch the Demonic Disease, but three 
hundred years ago, back when all five Demon Kings were still alive, 
countless elves had contracted the Demonic Disease and perished. The 
elves living in the sanctuary were no exception to this. 


As such, Sienna had set out from the elven sanctuary. Her mission was 
to slay all five Demon Kings, and prevent any more elves from being 
afflicted with the Demonic Disease. 


“..The Demonic Disease is an incurable illness,” Kristina muttered. 
“Even with the light of divine magic, it is impossible to treat the 
Demonic Disease. Even the Demon King of Incarceration has been left 
with no choice but to evade responsibility for it, calling the Demonic 
Disease an ‘unavoidable illness.’” 


“Well, that makes sense. In order to get rid of the Demonic Disease, all 
the Demon Kings and demonfolk would have to commit suicide,” 
Eugene gave a repressed response before turning towards Narissa. 
“Were your parents also born outside of the rainforest?” 


“Yes...,” Narissa cautiously admitted. 


This meant that she wouldn’t be of any help in finding the place. He 
held back the urge to say this out loud, but Eugene still couldn’t help 
but think this to himself. 


Ujicha was a senior warrior of the Garung tribe. He was a towering 
giant that closely resembled a stone statue. His cleanly shaved head 
and muscular body were absolutely covered in scars and tattoos. 


Filled with cold rage, Ujicha turned to look at his surroundings and 
voiced his conclusion. “It was a one-sided slaughter.” 


He had no choice but to judge the battle that had taken place here as 

such. The tribe’s warriors and the Vakahan Wolves, they had all been 

one-sidedly slaughtered. Ujicha slowly walked through the battlefield, 
examining the corpses. 


Soon, Ujicha’s eyes lit up. Although the corpses had already been lying 


there for a few days and had been damaged by monsters feeding on 
them, the wounds they had suffered could still be made out clearly, 
mostly because of the variety of blows that had been delivered. 


A few had been killed by a fist, some slashed by a sword, some others 
had been stabbed with a spear, others blown to pieces as if they had 
been within range of an explosion, and still others looked like they 
had been grabbed by some huge monster and crushed to death. 


However, unlike the traces that had been left on the corpses, the set of 
footprints that remained imprinted in the ground indicated that there 
had only been one opponent. 


“So this was all done by one person,” Ujicha mumbled. 


Ujicha wasn’t the only one to have come to this conclusion. A man 
wearing a large shirt that easily allowed the wind to blow across his 
skin came on over and stood at Ujicha’s side. 


The man spoke, “So then, these brave warriors of the Garung Tribe... 
they truly couldn’t beat just one person and even had their prey stolen 
from them?” 


“So it seems,” Ujicha conceded. 


The veins on Ujicha’s bald head were throbbing in anger. He glared at 
the man beside him and growled out in a ferocious voice, “I will hunt 
him down and return with the prey.” 


“Of course you will.” The man nodded. “Can’t you see how excited our 
young master had become after being told that you’ll be giving him 
that elf as a gift?” 


“If he wants elves, there are others we can give him,” Ujicha grunted. 
“The slave market should be opening again soon. One or two elves 
should probably be put up for sale this time as well.” 


It wasn’t just the Garung tribe who would be participating in this slave 
market, several other neighbouring tribes would also be attending. 
This market, which was held twice a year, traded in tribal criminals 
who had been sentenced to slavery, tamed monsters, and foreigners 


who had also been enslaved. 


It wasn’t just the natives of Samar who attended this market — 
foreign nobles and merchants who had developed close ties to a tribe 
could also find their way there. That said, their main purpose for 
visiting wasn’t to purchase slaves, but rather to take in this rare 
spectacle of an event that only took place twice a year. 


“No no, other elves won’t do. Our young master... well... he has 
slightly unusual tastes. He’s obsessed with elves who have had a body 
part amputated,” the man admitted with a shrug and a look of 
embarrassment. “You get what I’m saying right? He’s got a bit of an... 
amputee fetish? Something along those lines. He likes it when they’re 
missing a limb, or even just an eye...” 


“Tf that’s what he wants, then I can just cut them up for him,” Ujicha 
offered. 


“No no, I’m telling you that just won’t do. If that could work, don’t 
you think that I would have thought of it already? The young master 
says that he can’t get excited by such artificial measures. He needs to 
know that they were already missing a limb before he gets his hands 
on them,” the man explained. “Of course, that one-legged elf probably 
wasn’t born with just one leg, but the young master insists that he 
wants an elf whose foot was cut off, not an elf whose foot was cut off 
because of him.” 


“So he’s just crazy then.” Ujicha snorted in disgust. He had no desire 
to understand the young noble’s twisted tastes. 


The man continued, “Furthermore, if you want an elf from the market, 
you still need to pay for them, right? Why waste our money on that? 
When we can just catch that one-legged elf for free.” 


“Bron. Don’t rush me,” Ujicha growled. 


“T’m not rushing you... did it sound like I was? Well then, I guess [’ll 
let you go about it your own way,” Bron mumbled as he kicked one of 
the corpses. “That aside... his skills must be pretty impressive. My first 
impression is that he doesn’t seem to come from a knightly 
background. Could he be a mercenary? But what reason could a 


mercenary have to come all the way here just to wander in the forest 
on his own?” 


“He must be a hunter! 11,” Ujicha guessed. 


“For him to have entered this deep into the forest all on his own, he 
must not be an ordinary hunter,” Bron muttered to himself. 


“Tt’s been two days since they were killed. We can still catch up to 
him,” Ujicha stated firmly as he ground his teeth in suppressed rage. 


“That’s good, the trip has been getting a bit boring. Let’s go after him 
together,” Bron proposed. “Ah, it won’t be just the two of us, right? It 
may have been just one guy who killed all your warriors, but he might 
still have companions.” 


“Are you scared?” taunted Ujicha. 


“Haha! Me, one of Shimuin’s Twelve Finest, scared?” Bron chuckled as 
he pounded Ujicha on the shoulder. 


Once he had calmed down, Bron nonetheless reminded Ujicha, “It’s 
still better to be on the cautious side.” 


1. The raw uses the same word for hunter to describe these slavers, so 
they may be assuming that Eugene has taken Narissa as his slave. = 


Chapter 96 
The Dream (1) 


One could never predict what would happen in the forest at night. 
Even a month after they had first entered Samar, Eugene and Kristina 
still took turns standing guard every night. 


Narissa had now been added to the initially two-man party. The elf’s 
sensitive hearing was certainly enough to keep a close watch on their 
surroundings, but as Narissa lacked the strength needed to protect 
herself if it came to an emergency, they couldn’t allow her to stand 
guard all by herself. 


As such, tonight as well, Eugene and Kristina were still the only ones 
taking turns to stand guard. 


He didn’t know how Kristina might be taking his actions, but Eugene 
still chose to show respect and consideration to Kristina in his own 
way. Generally speaking, the first and the last watches of the night 
were the most convenient. So every day, Eugene gave up the first and 
last watches to Kristina, and took on the most difficult watch in the 
middle of the night. 


A small voice suddenly called out his name, “Sir Eugene.” 


That alone was enough to make Eugene’s eyes snap open. He then 
easily got up from his sleeping spot without showing any signs of 
fatigue. Kristina was crouching down just outside the entrance to his 
erected tent. 


“Any report to make?” Eugene checked. 
Kristina shook her head. “Nothing happened.” 


Monsters roamed this forest at night. Under the usual circumstances, 
the camp should have already received several attacks from these 


monsters, but Kristina’s barrier was able to hide their camp from the 
monsters’ perception. 


That said, they couldn’t just blindly trust the barrier and not stand 
guard. While Eugene was rather unreliable in other matters, when it 
came to things like this, he was always thorough. This was because, 
during his time wandering around as a mercenary, there were more 
than a few times where he had ended up in danger when some foolish 
mercenaries he was working with had let their guard down while on 
the night watch. 


“Don’t you feel tired? After all, you were quite active today. I’m not 
feeling that worn-out, so why don’t you just sleep in for today?” 
Kristina offered. 


It seemed that Kristina was showing such consideration because he 
had been forced to deal with the warriors of the Garung tribe earlier 
today. Eugene just smirked in the face of Kiristina’s concern. 


“In the first place, I didn’t even get enough exercise to wear me out,” 
Eugene reassured her. “I’ll be sure to wake you up in five hours, so 
don’t worry about it and get some rest.” 


Kristina didn’t argue any further and just nodded. When she had yet to 
become as familiar with Eugene as she was now, there had been 
several times where Kristina continued arguing with Eugene over 
similar matters. 


But by now, she had learned better. When it came to matters such as 
these, Eugene would always refuse to back down. It wasn’t that 
Eugene was ignoring the consideration that others showed him, but it 
was just that he was extremely strict with the standards that he had 
set for himself. 


“.,.Okay. Well then, I’ll be counting on you,” Kristina said with a bow 
of her head as she withdrew from the entrance to his tent. 


After roughly grooming his bedhead with only his hands, Eugene left 
his tent. It had been a good idea on his part to prepare several tents. 

After checking that Kristina had entered her own tent to rest, Eugene 
took a seat in front of the campfire. Narissa was sleeping in one of his 


spare tents, which had been set up on the other side of the campfire. 


“ ..Ahem.” Eugene let out a cough as he flipped open his cloak and 
pulled out a book. 


The book was a magical textbook that he had already read several 
times now. He had received this magical textbook from Lovellian on 
the day he left Aroth. 


‘I should have sent a letter to Teacher Lovellian when I had the chance,’ 
Eugene regretted. 


In his heart, he sincerely respected Lovellian as his teacher. 


The fact that Lovellian was older than him, even when he added the 
age of his previous life as Hamel to his current years, only deepened 
his respect. For Eugene, this was a very important reason for why he 
should respect Lovellian. 


Quite some time had passed since he started reading. The forest at 
night was far from quiet. The sounds of insects chirping were very 
loud, and each time the wind blew, the thick branches of the trees 
shook against each other. He could even hear the sounds of monsters 
from just a short distance away. 


“ ,.Ahem.” Eugene coughed again. 


Ever since their first day camping in these woods, Kristina had 
revealed herself to be a deep sleeper. Today proved to be another 
example of the same pattern. Kristina had fallen asleep as soon as she 
had turned in for the night and only the sounds of calm breathing 
could be heard from her tent. 


Eugene let out a sigh and folded his book closed. “...Is there 
something you want from me?” 


These words weren’t addressed to Kristina, who was already fast 
asleep. The tent on the opposite side of the campfire shook slightly 


before the flap at the entrance slowly rose. 
Narissa peeked out of the tent. “Um, that’s... I-I’m sorry...” 
“T told you to stop saying you’re sorry,” Eugene reminded her. 


Narissa’s shoulders drooped at this response. Eugene calmly pushed 
some more firewood onto the campfire. 


“Ts it because the forest is too noisy?” Eugene asked. “Or is it because, 
after going through so many things today, you’re so afraid that you 
can’t get any sleep?” 


cc 


....” Narissa stayed silent. 


“Well, let me just say this, as I’m afraid that you might be having 
some strange concerns. I have no intention of abandoning you while 
you’re asleep. It’s not like I’m taking care of you solely out of my own 
good will. ’'m protecting you because I need you for something,” 
Eugene persuaded her. 


“_..L-if that’s the case then... like I thought...,” Narissa’s eyes wavered 
as she muttered to herself. After a few moments of hesitation, she 
suddenly nodded as if she had come to some kind of decision. “...I-I 
don’t mind if it’s with you, Sir Eugene.” 


“What?” Eugene grunted. 


“T’ve been expecting you to make such a request and I’ve prepared 
myself for it.” Narissa suddenly blushed and stammered, “Ah, no, 
wait. Rather than expecting, it’s more like I thought that something 
like this... well, it’s not like it can be avoided, so... instead of going to 
sleep I’ve been waiting for you to—” 


Eugene interrupted her. “Hey now, hold on a moment, I’m not sure I 
understand what you're getting at. You’ve been expecting something? 
Something that can’t be avoided? So you were waiting? For me? 
Waiting for what exactly?” 


“’,.Well... I do have a lot of scars on my body, and with my missing 


leg as a flaw... I might not be able to satisfy your standards, Sir 
Eugene,” Narissa admitted in a depressed tone. 


“Why would having scars on your body mean that you wouldn’t be 
able to satisfy my standards...?” Eugene stiffly asked, his cheeks 
twitching with suppressed outrage. 


Narissa gasped and started to shake, then after taking a few deep 
breaths, she hesitantly asked, “...Could it be that you prefer a body 
with a lot of scars, Sir Eugene...?” 


Eugene wasn’t an idiot. He could guess what kind of scenario Narissa 
had envisioned, and what she had been expecting of him. Having lived 
as a slave, she had definitely gone through many difficult situations, 
so it wasn’t like he couldn’t understand why she would have come up 
with such an idea, but Eugene was still left feeling extremely upset. 


“Hey. I have no plans on crawling into your tent, and I have no 
intention of getting you to repay your debt to me with your body,” 
Eugene clearly stated. 


“ ..Huh...?” Narissa uttered, gobsmacked. 


“Just what kind of person do you see me as? Geez, a kid like you 
really dares to say just about anything, huh,” Eugene scoffed. 


At these words, Narissa’s jaw dropped open. Had he actually called 
her ‘a kid like you’? Narissa was a hundred thirty years old! 


“Of course I’m aware that you have lived a longer life than me, but if 
we convert your age into human years, you’re still just thirteen years 
old,” Eugene insisted. 


Ah... yes...,” Narissa muttered as she stared at Eugene for a few 
moments, then she straightened her posture and bowed her head to 
him. “...I’m really... truly grateful to you, Sir Eugene.” 


“T told you that there’s nothing to be thankful for. How many times 
must I tell you that I’m just taking you with me because there’s 
something that I need from you? Eugene asked. 


“.,.Youwre talking about the Guardian of the elven village, right? I-if I 
do manage to meet with the Guardian, I’ll make sure to tell them that 
I’ve been receiving great kindness from you, Sir Eugene,” Narissa 
promised. 


“Of course you should make sure to tell them that. Although I might 
know who that Guardian bastard is, if that bastard tries to turn me 
away because I’m a human, you’ll have a very important role to play. 
You get what I’m saying, right? That means that you need to keep him 
from escaping even if you have to throw yourself at his feet,” after 
saying this, Eugene opened up his magical textbook once more. 


Even as Eugene continued to ignore her, Narissa kept looking at 
Eugene with a gaze filled with admiration for his righteous words and 
deeds. 


‘With a handsome face like mine, it’s a lot easier to charm these elves,’ 
Eugene mused. 


Strictly speaking, he wasn’t really trying to charm her, but Eugene felt 
that the result was still somewhere along those lines. 


The night continued to pass. After five hours had flown by, Eugene 
swapped shifts with Kristina and crawled back into his own tent. 
Although he didn’t really feel the need to rest, Eugene still closed his 
eyes and went to sleep. Even if you didn’t need to take a break just 
then, you should still rest when you can and catch some sleep if you 
have the chance. 


Eugene was familiar with these habits from his previous life. 


It had been a while since he last had a dream. 


Usually, he didn’t really have clear dreams. Whenever he went to 
sleep, he fell into a deep, dreamless slumber that still allowed him to 
immediately wake up when he needed to. 


Dreams just left the mind feeling more tired than when they started. 
For that reason, Eugene didn’t really enjoy the act of dreaming. 


Whether they were happy, sad, or just ordinary dreams about 
everyday life, dreams weren’t reality. Eugene did not know why 
people dreamed, but what he did know for a fact was that dreams 
couldn’t take the place of his reality. 


In his previous life, after defeating the Demon King of Fury, their 
journey to fight the Demon King of Incarceration had been one long 
nightmare. After all, their target was the second-ranked of all Demon 
Kings. Like his ranking suggested, the Demon King of Incarceration 
had both powerful subordinates and large armies under his command. 


One of these was the Queen of the Night Demons, Noir Giabella. 


Strictly speaking, she wasn’t truly subordinate to the Demon King of 
Incarceration. Although she hadn’t yet reached the extent to where 
she could be called a Demon King, even back then, Noir Giabella was 
a powerful demonfolk ‘queen’ who had vast numbers of Night Demons 
serving her. 


During their journey to reach the Demon King of Incarceration, Noir 
Giabella had repeatedly attacked Hamel and his companions. She was 
hellishly tenacious, constantly appearing in their dreams rather than 
confronting them in reality, trying to break the spirits of Hamel and 
his comrades. 


Thanks to these experiences, Eugene was wary of dreams, hated 
nightmares, and truly loathed all Night Demons. Noir Giabella’s 
attacks had tormented their party to the point where their pain was 
comparable to all that they had suffered while clashing with the 
Demon Kings of Carnage, Cruelty, and Fury; and in some ways, 
dealing with her was even more terrible than fighting against a 
Demon King. 


“... This is... ’ Eugene realized that he was feeling a strong sense of 
alienation from his current dream. 


This had to be some kind of lucid dream, as Eugene was fully aware 
that he was currently in the middle of a dream. However even though 
he could recognize the fact that he was currently dreaming, Eugene 
wasn’t able to use his will to exert any control over the dream. Caught 
in this dream, unable to effect any changes, Eugene was just left 
standing there aimlessly. 


“...Could this be an attack of a Night Demon?’ Eugene suspected. 


Trapped in a dream where he didn’t have any control of his 
surroundings, Eugene felt on edge. 


With his memories of his past life intact, Eugene’s mental power was 
strong enough to shrug off any ordinary attacks. Yet even so, Eugene 
hadn’t been able to notice when these changes were made to his 
normal sleep pattern. For a Night Demon to be able to interfere with 
his dreams so subtly, it had to be quite a high-ranking one. 


‘Since when... did I get pulled into this dream? I was just...,’ Eugene 
trailed off. In order to try and stay calm, Eugene decided to focus on 
something else. ‘I am Eugene Lionheart, the reincarnation of Hamel 
Dynas from three hundred years ago. I am the son of Gerhard Lionheart 
and the foster-child of Gilead Lionheart. I am the disciple of the Red Tower 
Master Lovellian. ’ 


He didn’t seem to be having any problems with his memory. 


‘This dream... it feels somehow different... from a Night Demon’s attack,’ 
Eugene realized. 


This wasn’t an assault. It didn’t have the unpleasant, sticky sensation 
to it that a Night Demon’s attack usually had. 


The dreamworld shook around him. 
‘Ah...!’ Eugene gasped. 


Although it was his first time seeing it, the scene being brought to life 
in front of him seemed somehow familiar. He was now in the middle 
of a spacious underground cavity. In front of him, a large, muscular 
hulk was carrying a statue several times the size of his own body. 


‘It should be fine here,’ the giant figure said. 


‘What do mean it should be fine?’ A woman scolded him. ‘The center of 
the room is a little further than that, no, go back... Sienna, what do you 
think?’ 


Sienna sobbed out a reply as she looked down from where she was 
floating. ‘A little... hic... to the right... hic... sob... Th-there.’ 


The man suddenly stopped as he felt a liquid drop onto his head. “... 
How amazing...! It’s actually raining this far down underground. Hamel, 
Hamel! Is that you? Have you come to visit us from your place of rest and 
shed these tears? Don’t cry, Hamel! We won’... I won’t ever forget you!’ 


The woman sighed. ‘Molon, please, don’t say something so foolish. The 
things that are falling on your head right now aren't raindrops. They are 
Sienna’s tears.’ 


‘Oh, indeed... I thought they were a bit too salty to be raindrops.’ 


‘Don’t-don’t drink them, you stupid bastard. Why the hell are you 
swallowing my tears?!’ 


The woman comforted her. ‘Don’t cry, Sienna. Hamel also wouldn’t have 
wanted you to weep for him.’ 


‘Hamel... Hamel, that son of a bitch...! Why did he have to die like that? 
Just why...?! H-he didn’t need to die. If he just... if he had just turned 
back... ’ Sienna trailed off, her anger suppressed by her sorrow. 


“...Sienna. Hamel was a great warrior who I have no choice but to 
recognize. He was a greater warrior than I, Molon of the Bayar tribe. 
Hamel... he must have wanted to die as a warrior.’ 


Sienna was goaded into a fury once more. ‘He wanted to die as a 
warrior? Don’t bullshit me, Molon...! It doesn’t matter how you die, you’re 
just dead. What difference does it make whether you die as a warrior? 
Instead of dying as a warrior, it would be better to just live as a human 
being...!’ 


WIth a gasp of realization, Eugene stood there blankly as he watched 
this scene take place. It really wasn’t his first time seeing this location. 
This was Hamel’s grave, which had been dug deep beneath the 
Nahama Desert. This was a scene from when the grave was first being 
built. 


Molon erected the statue. After checking its appearance, the woman, 


Anise, slowly dragged her feet over to one of the walls. 


—Hamel, you have bad posture. 
—wWhat are you saying all of a sudden? 


—I’m saying that it doesn’t reflect well on all of us. I know that your 
childhood education was cut short and that you’ve been a mercenary for a 
long time, but since you'll now be traveling with us, you need to fix your 
bad posture. 


—wWhy should I? 


—You’re really asking why... Don’t you understand what kind of position 
you’re in? Hamel, you’re a companion of the master of the Holy Sword, he 
who is recognized by the Holy Empire, the Hero Vermouth Lionheart. And I 
am the Holy Empire’s Saint, Anise Slywood. 


—Alright, and I’m Hamel Dynas. 


—wWhy haven’t you introduced my name? I am Molon Ruhr. Proud warrior 
of the Bayar tribe and the son of its chieftain, Darak Ruhr— 


—Shut up, Molon. 

—Idiot. 

—Hamel...! Don’t you think that you were a little too harsh on Molon. 
—You also looked at Molon just now and told him to shut up, didn’t you? 


—However, I didn’t call Molon an idiot. Even if you’re not wrong in calling 
Molon an idiot, don’t you see that it’s very disrespectful to call a fool a fool 
to their face. 


—I’m not an idiot. 


—Hamel, it isn’t just your posture that’s bad, the way you conduct yourself 
is also flawed. You’re just too vulgar. 


—Don’t you think that you’re being a bit too harsh? 


—Correcting your behavior is also important, but if you keep your mouth 
shut for now, at least people won’t be able to tell what kind of cesspit you 
have for a mouth]. So let’s just fix that bad posture of yours for starters. 


—And what’s so bad about my posture— 


—You’re doing it right now! Don’t cross your legs. Sit with your back 
straight. Your feet, make sure not to drag your feet. That creates an 
unpleasant noise. When you walk, you need to keep your shoulders back 
and your chest out... Now for your knife... pay attention to your knife! 
You need to hold it lightly, like a pen... where in the world would you find 
a madman who uses a knife like an ax when he’s just cutting the meat on 
his plate?! 


—You’re looking at one right now. 


In the early days of their party, Anise had hounded Hamel for quite 
some time, hoping to fix his behavior. It hadn’t proved to be a wholly 
pointless effort. Although his normal words and actions went 
unchanged from start to finish, thanks to Anise’s troublesome and 
persistent corrections, Hamel had at least managed to absorb and 
ingrain some table manners. 


Despite having done all that, Anise was dragging her feet herself right 
now, and walking along with her shoulders slumped, too. Each time 
she dragged her feet, a scraping sound could be heard from the 
ground. 


“...-Hic... ’ She was crying. 


Anise was actually crying. The Anise who was always smiling brightly, 
even as she drove knives into other people’s hearts. That Anise 
Slywood was really crying for him. 


“,..Almighty God of Light, please... please protect and watch over this 
foolish lamb. Please lead him with mercy and love on his arduous journey 
to his final resting place, and should darkness fall onto this lamb’s path, 
please illuminate the way forward with your light.’ 


Even as she wept, Anise carved these prayers onto the wall. 


“...Please burn away all the remaining burdens left from his life with your 
flaming torch. Instead of the door behind which only pain and despair 
awaits, please open unto him the door of heaven, which is full of peace and 
happiness, If his good deeds are not enough to qualify for his entrance into 
the kingdom of heaven, please place the cost of the difference onto my 
shoulders, so that we can someday reunite with each other in the same 
afterlife. ’ 


Molon stood in front of the statue that had proudly been erected in 
the center of the room. His lips were squeezed firmly shut as he stared 
up at the statue. 


But why was he now taking his clothes off? Was he feeling hot? 


That’s right, deserts did get pretty hot, and when you needed to cool 
down, Eugene guessed that the fastest way to deal with it was just to 
take your clothes off. 


Molon was just that kind of person. If he was hot, he took his clothes 
off, if he was cold he put some on, if he was hungry he ate, and if he 
was thirsty he drank. 


And if there was an enemy in front of him, he would charge right at 
them, no matter how strong the enemy was. 


—Molon! Block them! 


If someone gave him the order, Molon would rush over and block the 
enemy without any hesitation. 


“,..Hamel.’ 
That was why Molon was now weeping. 


There wasn’t any complicated reason for his tears, it was just because 
he was sad. Sad enough that tears were welling up inside him, and 
that was why Molon was crying. 


‘,... wanted to have a match with you someday... to decide between you 
and me... which of us was the greatest warrior.’ 


Molon was the type of guy to just go along with his desires, but he 
hadn’t been so direct as to challenge Hamel to a fight. 


There had been a very simple and natural reason why Molon hadn’t 
done so. 


Because Hamel was his comrade. 
His friend. 


If they wanted to decide which of them was the greatest warrior, they 
would need to go all out in their fight, without holding anything back. 
That was the only way they would truly be able to test each other’s 
skills. But if they did that, one or even both of them could have been 
seriously injured. 


That was why Molon hadn’t challenged Hamel to a duel. Even if he 
did have the thought of deciding which of them was the superior 
warrior, he didn’t want to fight with all his might against his fellow 
comrade and friend, Hamel. 


Molon was just that type of guy. 


‘T’ve never really fought with you. And from now on, I’ll never get the 
chance to fight with you again. However, Hamel, even without having 
fought, I know the truth. I truly respect you, Hamel. You... you’re a 
greater, braver, and stronger warrior than I am.’ 


As for Sienna, without saying anything, she just floated down to the 


ground and sat on the spot. 


Ever since earlier, from the start of the dream in fact, Sienna had been 
crying. Even now, she was still weeping. Tears were pouring down her 
face and dampening the floor. 


In-between sobs, Sienna said, ‘...If you didn’t die... if you had lived... 
that would have been enough. Hamel. We could have... we could have... 
been happy. More than anyone else in the world... we deserve to have 
happiness... ’ 


She had told him that she wanted to live an ordinary life, get married 
like an ordinary person, have a few children, then live to see herself 
become a grandmother. 


‘Do you know? Hamel... People are saying that we’re heroes. The heroes 
who saved the world. Haha...!’ 


While rubbing her reddened eyes, Sienna looked up at the statue. 


‘Hamel. You... I’m sure you would have hated those words. Because you’re 
a son of a bitch, and you have a shitty personality as well. You probably 
would have cursed out anyone who called you a hero. Heroes? How could 
we be called heroes when we weren’t even able to slay all the Demon 
Kings? I’m sure that’s what you would say.’ 


Sienna continued to laugh even as she kept crying. 


‘We... we didn’t manage to complete our quest... It couldn’t... it couldn’t 
be helped. That’s right, of course we couldn’t do it. Because you were dead. 
That’s why, Hamel, please don’t... don’t resent us too much. Even if it’s not 
now, mmm, it might be impossible right now, but... ’ 


Sienna clenched her fists. 


‘Someday. That’s right. Someday... we will definitely do it. So that when 
they call us heroes, we can actually be proud of such a shameful title. 
Someday, we will be able to meet each other again in the world that you 
have been longing to see.’ 


Sienna turned her head to look behind her. 
‘Because he made an Oath to that effect.’ 
Behind her stood Vermouth. 


Vermouth was staring at the statue with a slight distance between him 
and the others. His face was completely blank. It was a look that 
Eugene had become used to seeing on Vermouth’s face. 


Sienna glared at Vermouth as she waited for a response. 


“...That’s right,’ Vermouth eventually said. ‘That was the reason for the 
Oath.’ 


“,..An Oath that only you know the full details of,’ Sienna muttered 
reproachfully. After a few moments, Sienna stopped glaring at 
Vermouth. ‘...I’m sorry, Vermouth. I... I’m just too... agitated right now.’ 


“...Let’s write him an epitaph,’ Vermouth muttered as he lifted his hand. 


He activated the spatial magic that Eugene had seen him use all the 
time. From a wide gap that seemed to have been torn into space, a 
large tombstone fell to the ground. 


‘After all, every grave should have a memorial stone,’ Vermouth 
murmured. 
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Vermouth reached out his hand and wrote Hamel’s name onto the 
tombstone. 


Staggering up onto her feet, Sienna walked over to Vermouth. 
Hesitating, her eyes shifted left and right between Vermouth and the 
tombstone. 


“.... want to write something below that,’ Sienna finally said. 
‘Alright,’ Vermouth agreed. 


‘He was a son of a bitch, an idiot, an asshole, a douche, a piece of trash,’ 
Sienna read out as she wrote. 


Vermouth hesitated. ‘...If that’s all you write down, I don’t think we can 
call it a memorial stone anymore.’ 


‘You can just write down whatever you want to write below this,’ Sienna 
insisted. 


‘Then I’m next.’ Molon, who had been shedding thick droplets of tears, 
abruptly got up from where he had been sitting and walked over to 
them. 


‘You’re not wrong in saying Hamel was a son of a bitch, an idiot, an 
asshole, a douche, a piece of trash.’ 


‘But he was also brave.’ 

“,..As well as brave, he was faithful.’ 

“...He might have been an idiot, but he was wise.’ 

“...He was great.’ 

They all wrote down their words onto the memorial stone. 


After placing the memorial stone down in front of the statue, 
Vermouth muttered, ‘...Let’s move the coffin.’ 


Vermouth walked over to the coffin that lay behind him. 


Tl lift it’ Molon said, stepping forward. 
But Vermouth shook his head. ‘No. Let me... carry it.’ 


Anise broke up the argument, ‘Don’t even think about doing it all on 
your own. Everyone... wouldn’t it be better for all of us to lift it together?’ 


‘Molon, get down,’ Sienna ordered. 
Molon frowned. ‘Why do you want me to get down?’ 


‘Because you’re a lot taller than us. Since it’s impossible for us to carry the 
coffin together with you, you should get down on your hands and knees so 
that we can put the coffin on your back. That way, we can help lift it from 
the sides,’ Sienna explained. 


‘Are you really telling me to crawl with the coffin on my back? A warrior 
shouldn’t creep along on the ground—’ 


‘Can’t you even do that much for Hamel?’ 
‘Well, if it’s for Hamel... ’ 


As soon as Molon started getting down onto the ground, Sienna 
panicked and kicked Molon in the shin. 


‘Can’t you tell that was just a joke...?! There’s no need for you to crawl on 
the floor. You just need to bend over a bit, so that we can carry it together,’ 
Sienna exasperatedly stated. 


The dream began to shake. 
Anise noticed something. ‘...Sienna. That necklace... ’ 
‘The coffin...,’ Sienna hesitated. ‘No... I’ll take it with me.’ 


“... That goes against the agreement.’ 


‘...Haven'’t we all already agreed on this?’ As the dream kept shaking, he 


saw Sienna tighten her hold on the necklace. ‘After creating the world 
that Hamel wanted to see... at that time... I’ll give it to him’ 


“...Oh, Lord.’ Anise put her hands together and began praying. ‘Please 
avert your eyes from this immoral act. If you truly aren’t able to overlook 
this, please place any further burdens on my shoulders, so that we may all 
ascend to heaven. So in that way... I hope that you allow us all to meet 
once again in the same place.’ 


‘,..Anise, do you really think we can all go to heaven?’ Sienna asked. 


‘If we’re not able to get there, then who in the world is worthy of going to 
heaven?’ Anise insisted. 


‘But my... our tribe’s afterlife... might be a different place from the God of 
Light’s heaven,’ Molon brought up worriedly. 


‘It’s no different. Heaven is... all heavens lead to the same place. We will 
surely be able to reunite in Paradise. If that isn’t possible then,’ Anise 
paused slightly as she stroked the white coffin with a sad smile. ‘Then 
that just means God does not exist.’ 


“Ah,” Eugene gasped as he opened his eyes. 


After staring blankly up at the roof of his tent for a few moments, 
Eugene slowly pulled himself up. 


“..Fuck.” 


The Cloak of Darkness had been wrapped around Eugene like a 
blanket. 


But the Holy Sword Altair was somehow protruding from his cloak, 
and the hilt was resting in Eugene’s hand. 


1. The original Korean version of this idiom is ‘what kind of rag you 


have stuck in your mouth.’ @ 


Chapter 97 
The Dream (2) 


“...Why am I holding it in my hand?’ was Eugene’s first thought upon 
waking up. 


After taking it out of the treasure vault, he had swung it a few times to 
learn how it felt in his hand, but he had yet to use the Holy Sword in a 
battle. 


The reason for this was simple. The Holy Sword was too eye-catching. 
The needlessly ostentatious ceremonial sword stood out even when he 
was just holding it in his hand, but when he infused his mana into it, 
it actually started emitting a brilliant light. 


The tribespeople of Samar were savage and greedy. It wasn’t just 
them, either; there were a lot of other dangerous people roaming 
Samar. As long as it wasn’t in Helmuth, Eugene had the confidence to 
be able to protect himself no matter where he went, but he didn’t 
want to attract too much attention before he was done with his goals 
here. 


That was why he had used a fake identity card and had also used 
magic to dye his gray hair black. As for Altair, it might be the one and 
only Holy Sword in the world, but Eugene had no intention of 
drawing Altair while in Samar. 


This meant that Eugene had kept it inside his cloak all this time and 
had never once taken it out. So... why was he now holding Altair in 
his hand? Could it really be that Altair had fallen out of his cloak 
while he was tossing and turning in his sleep? Or else was it possible 
that he had some kind of sleepwalking disorder or an obsessive 
compulsive disorder that he had never even noticed, causing him to 
unconsciously pull out a weapon while sleeping in such a dangerous 
place? 


There was no way that could be the case. 


Feeling distressed, Eugene rubbed the corners of his eyes with his 
fingertips. Fortunately, he hadn’t shed any tears. That must have been 
because he already shed a lot of tears during his first visit to the 
grave. 


However, even if he hadn’t shed any tears, his emotions had yet to 
subside. He might have already woken up from his dream, but the 
memories of his dream and the scene that he had seen there weren’t 
fading away. It was as if he had really been with his old companions 
in that moment so long ago. 


“... Though, if you really think about it, I was with them.’ 
His deceased corpse had also been present at the scene. 


‘Well, my corpse was lying inside the coffin. But the scene that I saw in my 
dream... could it really be just a delusion?’ 


It had seemed far too realistic for that. Sienna, Molon, Anisse, and 
Vermouth, their appearances were just as Eugene remembered them; 
and their behavior wasn’t much different from what Eugene had 
imagined when he had first seen the statue and the memorial stone in 
his grave. 


‘,..But instead, that makes it even more likely that... the whole dream 
might be just a figment of my imagination.’ 


If the dream wasn’t just a product of his imagination, if something like 
that really had happened three hundred years ago... 


Then why had it appeared to him in a dream now? 
“Was it you?” Eugene said as he glared down at Altair. 


The dream he had just experienced was something different from a 
Night Demon’s assault. Night Demons didn’t create dreams like this 
when attacking their prey. If it had really been an attack from a Night 
Demon, he would have realized it in his sleep. 


Alright, fine then. 


Eugene had already confirmed the truth. The dream wasn’t an attack 
meant to break his will. It had only shown Eugene — no, Hamel a 
scene that had taken place after he died. 


And when he had woken, Eugene was holding Altair in his hands. 


“.,.Was this a revelation?” Eugene asked as he lifted Altair up fora 
better look. 


The Holy Sword didn’t respond to his questions. 


“T don’t even believe in gods, so would that guy really send a 
revelation to someone like me?” 


It had also been different from what he had imagined the usual 
revelation was like. Shouldn't a revelation from god be a bit more 
awestriking, while warning about something that might happen in the 
future? But the dream that he had been shown wasn’t of the future, 
but of the past, and from the distant past three hundred years ago at 
that. 


Eugene muttered to himself, “I don’t know what the meaning of this 
is. What are you trying to tell me...?” 


—Sienna. That necklace. 

—TI'll take it with me. 

—That goes against the agreement. 

—Haven’t we all already agreed on this... 

—After creating the world that Hamel wanted to see... 


—Allow us all to meet once again in the same place. 


—Someday, we will be able to meet each other again in the world that you 
have been longing to see. 


—wWe will surely be able to reunite in Paradise. 
—If that isn’t possible then... 


—Then that just means God does not exist. 


Eugene tightened his grip on the necklace. This necklace had been 
taken away by Sienna, causing Anise to say that doing so was against 
the agreement. Sienna had replied that everyone had already agreed 
on something. 


However, that necklace had somehow left Sienna’s hands and found 
its way into the Lionheart clan’s treasure vault. 


—Found you. [1] 


Just what in the world was going on? If they were going to show him 
something, they should at least make it clear. 


‘You could have at least shown me something that I haven’t already figured 
out myself,’ Eugene said to himself resentfully. 


But what was going on between Sienna and Vermouth? Just what kind 
of promise had Vermouth made with the Demon Kings? And where 
had everyone ended up now? Were Vermouth, Sienna, Anise, and 
Molon all still alive? While feeling a deep sense of frustration 
simmering within him, Eugene placed Altair back inside the cloak and 
then left his tent. 


Something else was simmering on the outside as well. It was a clear 
soup packed full of vegetables and mushrooms, and the one doing the 


cooking was Narissa. While the person who was on the last watch, 
Kristina, was in principle responsible for taking care of breakfast, she 
had left it up to Narissa to boil some soup while she sat in the warm 
sunlight and offered up her morning prayers. 


“Was it you?” Eugene accused. 
Taken aback, Kristina said, “...What are you saying all of a sudden?” 


“T’m asking if you’re the one who entered my tent while I was asleep?” 
Eugene clarified. 


“How shameless... Sir Eugene, just what kind of person do you think I 
am? Why would you accuse me of going into your tent?” Kristina’s 
eyes narrowed as she turned to face Eugene. 


Indeed, there was no reason for her to do so. If Kristina really had 
entered Eugene’s tent and stuck her hand into his cloak, there was no 
way that Eugene wouldn’t have noticed that. 


Changing the subject, Eugene pointed out, “...You’re the one who’s 
supposed to be doing the morning duties.” 


Kristina defended herself, “I was going to do it, but Narissa offered to 
help.” 


“That isn’t on the level of just helping someone. Isn’t she doing it all 
on her own?” 


“The ingredients and the cooking tools were all provided by me.” 


Eugene was struck by her shamelessness. “I’m also the one who 
prepared all of those things... I even picked the mushrooms too.” 


“Sir Eugene, let’s not get tripped up by such trivial matters. But what 
in the world are you doing so early in the morning? Out of nowhere, 
you suddenly started suspecting me, and even accused me of doing 
something so shameless... could it be that you saw my figure in your 
dreams?” Kristina asked him with a small smile on her own face. 


This look of hers caused Eugene to recall the appearance of Anise that 
he had seen in his dream. Their excessive resemblance to each other 
was becoming quite a problem. 


Even so, his reply came without any hesitation. 
“No.” Eugene flatly denied. 


Anise and Kristina were two different people. Still, it bothered him. 
They might be two different people, but perhaps Kristina was actually 
descended from Anise. 


It might be because of the sight of Anise with tears dripping down her 
face that he had seen in his dream, but Eugene felt like he should treat 
Kristina with a little more kindness. However, before that, he decided 

to ask her a few questions about the Holy Sword. 


After using magic to block the sound from spreading so that Narissa 
couldn’t hear them, Eugene spoke, “...Hey, about the Holy Sword, 
does it sometimes move on its own volition?” 


As far as Eugene knew, the Holy Sword had never shown any sign of 
moving on its own during his previous life. 


“What are you saying all of a sudden—Ah!” Kristina replied with a 
bewildered expression, but all of a sudden, she let out a gasp as her 
eyes lit up. 


She placed her hands together in front of her chest and looked up at 
Eugene with reverent eyes. 


“Sir Eugene, could it be that you have received a revelation?” Kristina 
asked. 


Eugene hesitated. “No... I guess I was just daydreaming...” 


“So the Holy Sword had communicated the voice of our God to you, 
Sir Eugene,” Kristina stated confidently. 


Eugene denied it. “It wasn’t the voice of your god, but—” 


“Sir Eugene,” Kristina interrupted him. “Please don’t ignore the clear 
sincerity that lies within your own soul. Although you might say that 
you don’t believe in God, the truth is that you really do have faith in 
him. Please stop deceiving yourself, there’s no need to feel ashamed.” 


“When have I ever felt asham—” 


“Tt’s only natural for humans to be afraid and shy away from the dark. 
Sir Eugene might be a bit coarse and unscrupulous at times, but since 
you're still at quite the immature age, it’s not unusual for you to be 
afraid of the dark... So our benevolent God looked into your heart, 
and came to you, so that you would not need to fear the darkness.” 
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....” Eugene stayed silent as Kristina continued to get carried away. 


“Because that is what Sir Eugene subconsciously desired. ‘I am not 
afraid of the dark, I can overcome the dark.’ Such desires caused 
Eugene to grab onto the Holy Sword, a miraculous artifact bestowed 
by our merciful God. With its help, Sir Eugene was able to fall asleep 
in the warm light of the Holy Sword, and in his dream he received a 
revelation from God,” Kristina said devoutly. 


“That’s right,” Eugene agreed. “I did receive a revelation. God did 
appear in my dream, and do you know what he said?” 


At these words, Kristina clasped her hands together with a shining 
expression on her face. 


She cheered, “Aah! Indeed, so that really was the case! Sir Eugene, 
what message has God passed on to you?” 


“He said to look at you and tell you to shut up,” Eugene claimed... 
Mee ” Kristina was struck dumb. 


“And about the god that appeared in my dream, he was really ugly. 
No, he far surpassed the level of normal ugliness, he looked just 
horrible. It looked like he was covered in a mixture of cockroaches, 
centipedes, and maggots; he had the head of an orc that seemed to 
have been scarred in a fire, and he made ‘kweeek kweeek’ sounds 
whenever he spoke,” Eugen calmly described. 


“Sir Eugene.” 


“Whenever Kristina gets too chatty — kweeek — and seems to be 
lacking in logic despite the torrent of words... Tell her to stop using 
faith as a substitute for eloquence — kweeek — and don’t use the 
name of God to back up her own claims — kweeeeek —...” 


“Please just shut up,” Kristina hissed. 


Eugene had thought that he should treat Kristina a bit more kindly 
from now on, because she resembled Anise, but it looked like that was 
impossible. 


“The soup is done,” Narissa called out. 
“Alright,” Kristina responded, calming down. 
“TIsn’t there any meat?” Eugene asked. 


Narissa’s soup proved to be quite tasty. 


“Tt should be about time for our pursuers to catch up with us,” Eugene 
mused. 


It had been three days since Narissa had joined them. 
“That should be the case,” Kristina agreed. 


The place where Eugene had fought with the warriors of the Garung 
tribe was a little outside of their tribe’s territory. However, after ten 
warriors who had gone out on a hunt had failed to return, and when 
their prey had been a highly valuable elf at that, there was no way 
that the tribe could simply overlook this issue. 


“What did you do with the corpses?” Kristina asked. 


“T burned them,” Eugene answered. 


Of course he had done so. Pointlessly leaving their corpses intact 
would only make it easier for their chasers to catch up. Eugene had 
burned all the dead warriors and Vakhan wolves with magic, so that 
not even a bone was left. 


“But seeing as they haven’t caught up even after three days, it seems 
that they’re having a hard time keeping up with us,” Eugene observed. 


The forest was very large and every inch of it was dangerous. The 
tribes who lived here despite this were bound together by a complex 
web of interests. The Garung were undoubtedly a savage tribe, but 
that didn’t mean that they could so easily intrude into someone else’s 
territory. This was part of the laws upheld between the tribes. 


If they wanted to remain as a “Tribe of Samar’, it was best for the 
Garung to follow these laws obediently. 


However, the chief warrior of the Garung, Ujicha, had no intention of 
doing that. This horrific-looking bald man had ambitions that did not 
lose in magnitude to his massive muscles. 


Those born in the forest could only be raised in the forest and 
eventually die in the forest. 


But just like most tribes, the Garung tribe nevertheless had some 
ongoing ties with a few upper-level figures in the outside world. 


Their contact to the outside world was Count Kobal of the Sea 
Kingdom Shimuin. 


The Garung Tribe operated a small mine, which had started to 
produce mythril a few years ago. 


This led Count Kobal to eye the high-quality mithril produced from 
this mine owned by the Garung Tribe. But he didn’t just want to get 
his hands on the mithril — he wanted to purchase the mine itself. 
Since the mine had started to produce mithril, there could also be 
other precious ores resting within. 


In order to get to them, the mine first needed to be properly 
developed, but it was impossible to develop a mine by just blindly 


picking up a pickaxe. The natives who were born in the forest and 
were only familiar with hunting didn’t have the knowledge needed to 
develop the mine. They barely had the capability to mine the iron ore 
that was used to make their weapons and tools. 


In order to develop the mine, Count Kobal was even willing to 
mobilize some dwarven craftsmen. However no matter how 
enthusiastic their side was, the Garung tribe had no intention of 
selling the mine that had been in their possession since the time of 
their ancestors, or of allowing outsiders to develop the mine. This was 
the stubborn decision of the Garung tribe’s last chieftain. 


But the chieftain was old. Ujicha saw his opportunity to drag the 
chieftain off of his throne and become the chieftain himself. After that, 
he could sell the mine for a large sum of money. To Ujicha, it didn’t 
matter if these outsiders came in and developed the mine. 


He had no intention of being stuck in this forest as the chieftain and 
growing old like that. Strength might weaken with age, but the power 
of money would never grow weaker with the years. Ujicha wanted to 
use his connection to Count Kobal to leave the forest. He wanted to 
cross the vast sea and live a luxurious life in a shining city. 


In order to ensure such a future for himself, Ujicha was forced to cater 
to the poor tastes of this chubby little boy beside him. Although 
Ujicha was rather unable to respect or understand this noble’s twisted 
desires, he still couldn’t afford to refuse or ignore the latter’s orders. 


When Ujicha usurped the chieftain and announced his willingness to 
sell the mine, Count Kobal had sent his sworn knights and his own son 
to Samar. 


Dajarang Kobal, the count’s son, looked like a pig walking on its hind 
legs. However, to Ujicha, this piglet had a pair of wings — by 
satisfying Dajarang’s voracious desires, those wings would allow him 
to fly to his splendid future. 


Dajarang deeply wanted to possess the one-legged elf. He was enraged 
by the fact that their hunt had failed. He mocked the warriors, calling 
them fools for failing to capture a single elf. Then, while saying that 
he couldn’t trust them any further, he had insisted on following them 
on their hunt. 


The fact that they hadn’t been able to catch up to the elf, even after 
three days had passed, was partly because of the piggish noble’s 
complaints. After walking just a few steps, he would whine that he 
was hot. If they gave him a ride on a wolf’s back, he would start 
throwing a fit about how it was smelly. And when they tried to run 
just a bit faster, he would start screaming that his stomach was 
churning. 


If Dajarang hadn’t been the Count’s son, he would already have been 
killed, but every time Ujicha felt a surge of killing intent, Bron — the 
sworn knight accompanying Dajarang — comforted him. 


“Just hold on for a little bit more. I’ll be sure to tell the Count how 
much you suffered to keep his brat happy,” Bron promised him. 


“Are you sure it’s worth it?” Ujicha asked in a skeptical tone. 


“Mhm, no question about it. The Count is very appreciative of talented 
people. With your skills as the chief warrior, and all the thoughtful 
gifts that you have prepared for the young master... Haha! The Count 
is sure to value you,” Bron said with a wicked smile on his face. 


“Fine then, if you’re still unsure, why don’t we do this. Before you sell 
the mine, make sure to come to Shimuin at least once. Let me 
introduce you to some of the ladies I am intimate with. All of the 
ladies are from aristocratic families. If it’s a man like you that I’m 
introducing to them, the ladies are sure to be interested in you, and if 
you're successful in developing a relationship with one of them... then 
you might be able to become a noble right away.” 


These soothing words managed to calm Ujicha’s rage. Right, he just 
needed to hold on for a little bit longer. Their pursuit was indeed a 
little slower than they had planned, but they had still managed to find 
traces leading to the thieves that had dared to steal the tribe’s prey. 


“Lord Ujicha,” called out a warrior who had just returned from 
scouting ahead. “Some unknown youth is waiting for us up ahead.” 


“Ts it a member of the Yabang tribe?” Ujicha asked. 


They were currently in the territory of the Yabang tribe. As dozens of 


warriors from another tribe had invaded their territory, it was only 
natural for the warriors of the Yabang tribe to come out and confront 
them. The Yabang tribe wasn’t a tribe that would need to bow its head 
when facing the Garung tribe, but if the two tribes were to clash with 
each other, they were both sure to suffer significant losses. 


As such, once they explained the situation, the Yabang tribe should 
allow them to continue on their path. After all, warriors from the 
Garung tribe had been killed and their prey stolen. Although the 
Yabang tribe might be outraged by the Garung tribe’s temerity in not 
sending an emissary in advance to seek permission to pass through 
their lands, that didn’t matter to Ujicha. For Ujicha, whose plans for 
the future lay outside the forest, the problems of following the laws of 
the forest and balancing the relationships between the tribes didn’t 
matter in the slightest. 


“Tt’s not a warrior of the Yabang tribe,” the scout reported. 
“Could it be one of the thieves’ companions?” Ujicha suspected. 


Having noticed that they were being pursued, the thieves may have 
left one of their comrades behind to block his way. With a 
bloodthirsty smile on his face, Ujicha mounted his wolf. 


Ujicha growled. “It seems that they’re being arrogant just because 
they managed to kill a few of our warriors.” 


Even if the boy wasn’t one of the thieves, it didn’t matter. As long as 
he wasn’t a warrior of the Yabang tribe, that meant that there was no 
need to show him mercy. Should anything block their way, they just 
needed to clear the path and keep on going. 


“When are you going to catch the elf?” the fat pig, Dajarang, whined. 


His lips twitching, Ujicha turned to look at Dajarang and said, “It 
seems that a comrade of the thieves who stole the elf is waiting for us 
up ahead. We should go see him, young master.” 


“Why should I? I don’t want to. I want to stay in the shade...” 


“We're all heading there together, young master. If we’re able to 


capture him, that means we'll be able to find the elf even faster. If you 
wish to stay here and rest, the capture of the elf might be delayed 
even further,” 


“Ah really...,” eventually Dajarang got up from his chair with a sigh. 


Ujicha was planning to brutally kill the guy blocking their path ahead; 
by doing this in front of Dajarang, he hoped to terrify the brat into 
obedience. If he could manage that, then Dajarang’s attitude, which 
had already driven Ujicha to the point of murderous rage a few times, 
would probably improve slightly. 


“Kiyaaah!” Ujicha called out. 


Dozens of wolves raced through the forest. 


1. This is what the phantom of Sienna that Eugene met in Aroth 
mouthed at him before disappearing. = 


Chapter 98 
The Dream (3) 


The wolves came to a halt. It was just as Ujicha had been told — a 
man was sitting down right in the center of the bumpy forest road. 


“T am Ujicha, the chief warrior of the Garung tribe,” Ujicha shouted 
pompously as he got off his wolf’s back. “I am searching for the 
thieves who dared to steal our tribe’s prey. You, have you seen any 
elves with just one leg?” 


The man didn’t respond. His body was wrapped up in a large cloak, 
and he even had the hood pulled up, so his face couldn’t be seen 
clearly. 


“Answer me,” Ujicha demanded as his voice lowered into a growl. 


Even though he had made sure to use the common language, the man 
didn’t respond. Ujicha took the man’s silence as confirmation of his 
guilt. 


The moment that Ujicha raised his hand, the wolves began to growl. 
Dozens of warriors surrounded the man and blocked his escape routes. 


“A hunt? Are we going to be hunting?” Dajarang’s voice rose slightly 
in excitement. 


Dajarang, who only felt desire for women with physical impairments, 
had no interest in running around on his own two feet to hunt, but he 
did like watching others hunt and examining the corpses of their prey. 


“Bron, Bron! I want to get closer too. If that bastard tries to take me 
hostage, make sure you stop him. Got it?” 


“Yes, young master.” 


Bron had no intention of trying to stop Dajarang. It wasn’t the first or 
the second time Dajarang tried to do this sort of thing, so Bron was 
used to it. 


“Tell me about your comrades,” Ujicha ordered as he grabbed the hilt 
of the great sword that was strapped to his back, “Where are they 
taking the elf? If you tell me what you know about them and lead me 
to them, I might just spare your life.” 


“This bald bastard! What gives him the right to decide whether this 
guy lives or not? There’s no way, no way! Kill him! Tear off all his 
limbs and kill him!” Dajarang squawked out in a childish outburst. 


Ujicha ground his teeth and glared at Dajarang in frustration. 


“.,.Ahaha!” The man who was sitting in the middle of the road started 
laughing, his shoulders shaking. As he pounded his knee in 
amusement, he shook his head and said, “To think that I would get a 
chance to see a piglet wearing a silk robe that doesn’t fit its status and 
a golden collar today.” 


“..Where the hell is he seeing a piglet...? Bron! D-did that bastard 
just call me a pig? He did, didn’t he?! I’m sure of it! He looked at me 
and called me a pig! C-catch him and bring him to me! Make him bow 
down in front of me!” Dajarang screamed as he threw a tantrum. 


“Now, now, young master. Please calm down. Even without the young 
master prompting me, you’ll soon be able to see quite the enjoyable 
sight.” Having said this, Bron turned to look at the man. “You. You 
should be careful with what you say.” 


“What reason do I have to be careful? I have no intention of listening 
to your orders and I’m not going to beg you to spare my life. Since 
that’s the case, we’re sure to end up fighting here and now,” the man 
said as he stood up. 


Ujicha smiled, revealing his yellow teeth. “Is that so? So that means 
you have no intentions to give us the information on your comrades 
and the elf?” 


“T can tell you this much,” the man offered, a golden light flashing 


within the dark depths of his upturned hood. “The warriors of your 
tribe were all trash. Even though they claimed to be warriors,they 
were all ridiculously weak. Also, they were petty and cowardly. Do 
you know just how pretentious they were when they first met me? Do 
you know just how quickly their bluff was called and how many tears 
they shed in the end as they begged me for their lives?” 


“...Do not insult the warriors of the Garung tribe,” Ujicha growled out 
as veins throbbed on his skull. 


Seeing this sight, the man burst into laughter. Once he had calmed 
down, he said, “I’ll give you a chance.” 


“’..A chance?” Ujicha parroted. 


“If you give up your pursuit and withdraw right now, I’ll allow you to 
do so instead of kicking your ass. You can go back and keep on wiping 
that ugly pig’s ass,” the man said. 


“Kill him! I said, kill him!” Dajarang’s eyes rolled angrily in his head 
as he screeched. 


Now that it had come to this point, Bron also couldn’t keep up his 
smile. Bron did feel a similar disgust towards his juvenile young 
master, but he was nevertheless a knight who had sworn allegiance to 
the Kobal clan. 


“Ujicha. Ill take care of this,” Bron said. 
“’..Hm.” Ujicha hummed as he nodded in agreement. 


He still needed to take out his anger at the tribe’s warriors being 
insulted, but he could take his revenge on the other thieves who were 
probably escorting the elf. Right now, it was better for him to concede 
this chance to Bron, out of consideration for Bron’s injured dignity. 


“My name is Bron Jerak,” Bron declared as he stepped forward and 
grasped the sword hanging at his waist. “I am a knight sworn to Count 
Kobal of the Shimuin Kingdom.” 


“Bron... Bron Jerak... Ahh, so it was you. One of Shimuin’s Twelve 
Finest,” the man realized, letting out a short sigh as he nodded his 
head in recognition. 


The Shimuin’s Twelve Finest was a term used to refer to the twelve 
most skilled knights in the Shimuin Kingdom. 


Bron arrogantly admitted, “That’s right. Although it’s embarrassing to 
admit, I can be called one of the Twelve Finest. As for you, you 
nameless ruffian, it’s too late to regret it now. The sin of insulting the 
young master of the clan that I have sworn my loyalty to, you'll pay 
for it with your—” 


“Tt’s good that you understand your place,” the man interrupted Bron 
with a smile. “It’s only right for you to feel embarrassed. As one of 
Shimuin’s Twelve Finest, that means you only measure up when it 
comes to the knights of your own country, right? Furthermore, you, 
Bron Jerak, are the youngest of the Twelve Finest, so what gives you 
the right to act like you’re so amazing?” 
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...’ll make you feel such terrible pain as you die that you will regret 
ever being born,” Bron promised as the smile disappeared from his 
face. He drew the long sword that hung from his waist and pointed it 
at the man. “I won’t be following the code of chivalry in this fight. 
This is not a duel between knights, and as you have failed to respect 
my honor, I see no reason to respect yours.” 


“That’s why I hate knights,” the man said, his golden eyes curling up 
in a smile. “They’re always much too wordy. Just how much longer 
are you going to keep chatting away?” 


‘Let’s start by cutting off an arm,’ Bron thought as he stepped forward. 


With just that one step, he was able to instantly narrow the distance 
between them and stab out with his sword. This rapid thrust was the 
ultimate expression of Bron’s prided quick sword technique. 


“Ugh,” Bron groaned as his body shook violently and he lost his sense 
of balance. 


There was a simple reason for this. Namely, the arm that he had used 


to thrust his sword had been torn clean off. 


“See,” the man said, his cloak still swaying slightly from when he had 
made his move. The golden eyes beneath his raised hood were smiling 
as he commented, “You’re so weak that you deserve to feel ashamed.” 


“You...!” Bron’s face contorted as he desperately swung his other hand 
at the man. 


He was no longer holding a sword, but Bron attempted to slice at the 
man with sword-force wrapped around his bare hand. 


However, that arm was also torn off. Yet, it didn’t fall to the ground 
— instead, each of Bron’s arms were held in one of the man’s hands. 
This meant that the man had destroyed Bron’s sword-force and ripped 
off Bron’s arms with just his bare hands. 


“But it seems that you still didn’t know your place well enough,” the 
man said regretfully as he let go of the arms that he was holding, then 
he reached out slightly and grabbed Bron by the stomach. 


“Ugh... aaagh... aaargh... aaaaargh...!” For the next few moments, 
Bron wasn’t even able to release a proper scream. 


Each time the man loosened and reapplied his grip, Bron’s thick waist 
was forcefully squeezed thinner. 


Crack! 


When the man finally fully clenched his hand, Blon’s body had been 
split in two. 


One of Shimuin’s Twelve Finest, Bron Jerak, died just like that. 
Dajarang’s mouth fell open at this sight. 


Ujicha was even more shocked than Dajarang. He recalled the corpses 
of the warriors who had died a horrible death. His comrades had their 
faces punched in, they were sliced by swords, stabbed by spears, 
blasted by explosions, and even crushed to death. 


He had made a mistake. The warriors weren’t actually sliced by a 
sword or stabbed by a spear, nor were they hit by an explosion. As for 
those that had been crushed, he had dismissed what these clues were 
pointing to as mere nonsense, but it had turned out to be the truth. 
Ujicha realized that the tribe’s warriors had all died to this man’s bare 
hands. After all, he had just seen it happen right in front of him: Bron 
had been picked up and crushed to death by this man with just one 
hand. 


“See now, just why did you keep following me?” the man asked with a 
smile. As he flicked away the blood that had spilled onto his sharp 
fingernails, he continued. “I told you not to follow me, and that was 
after I even kindly left those corpses behind as well. After seeing those 
corpses, that should have been enough to frighten you away from 
coming after me.” 


Ujicha faltered, “That’s... uh... my-my mista—-” 


“That goes for you as well.” The man interrupted him. “Ujicha, chief 
warrior of the Garung tribe.” 


The wolves had lowered their tails in submission. The monsters’ 
innate ferocity had shriveled down to nothing in the face of their 
overwhelming terror. It wasn’t just the wolves either. All of the 
warriors there were trembling from their instinctive fear of death. 


‘I’m going to die,’ Ujicha realized. 


He had a gut feeling that no matter what he said, he wouldn’t be able 
to make that monster in front of him back down. His luxurious life in 
the city, his glorious future — all of that would end up lost with his 
death. 


‘Tt’s time.’ 
The man moved. 


Ujicha squeezed his eyes shut. 


They had a slight problem. 


They had confirmed the existence of the village that was said to have 
been built by the wandering elves. Although the deceased informant 
— Jackson — hadn’t been able to tell them anything, according to the 
dark elf they had caught, the elven village wasn’t just a rumor and it 
definitely existed. 


But how were they supposed to find it? Even the dark elves weren’t 
completely certain of the village’s location. The only thing that they 
knew was that the village was somewhere deep in the forest, near the 
territory of the Ajan tribe. 


None of the dark elves had been able to approach the village. 
They had been terrorized by the Guardian. 


Three hundred years ago, the elves had truly detested the dark elves. 
The elves declared that all dark elves were traitors who had forgotten 
their duties as an elf and had corrupted the essence of their race by 
cozying up to the Demon Kings. 


And now? 


The times had changed greatly. During the era three hundred years 
ago, the whole world hated the Demon Kings. For the elves who were 
dying from the Demonic Disease, the Demon Kings weren’t someone 
to whom they could plead for their lives, but instead an eternal enemy 
who had already slain much of their race. 


However, the present era didn’t find the Demon Kings as detestable as 
it had three hundred years ago. People wouldn’t be stoned to death 
just for following the Demon Kings like in the past, and they wouldn’t 
be hunted indiscriminately just because they were warlocks. 


The same went for the dark elves. It couldn’t be helped that they were 
viewed with disgust, but they weren’t an object of unconditional 
hatred either. After all, dark elves born after the Oath was sworn 
couldn’t help but be seen as victims of injustice. It was all because of 
the Demonic Disease. 


Those who had caught the disease were faced with only two choices: 
become a dark elf or enter Samar. If they weren’t even able to defend 
themselves, going to Samar would leave them with no choice but to 
risk being enslaved, but if they became dark elves, they could be freed 
from the shackles of the Demonic Disease and even receive Iris’s 
protection. 


Ultimately, it was up to the individual to decide whether or not to 
become a dark elf. They all had the choice of whether to live as an elf 
or as a dark elf. Eugene was not able to accept such a decision himself, 
but he felt like he could understand how things probably looked from 
an elf’s point of view. 


However, the Guardian didn’t show any such tolerance towards the 
dark elves. He just gathered the wandering elves and protected the 
village. Any encroaching hunters were mercilessly killed, and the 
same went for dark elves as well. 


The Guardian did not recognize the dark elves as his kin. Though this 
was a rather outdated view in these modern times. 


But it was an outdated view that suited someone like Eugene — no, 
Hamel. 


‘This probably means’ — Eugene started to imagine what the Guardian 
he had yet to meet looked like — ‘that the Guardian must be well over 
three hundred years old.’ 


It was just a vague guess. 

‘He should be in his four hundreds at the very least.’ 

Elves, as a race, derived no enjoyment from killing things. 
‘He also probably took part in the war.’ 


Elves usually refused to kill their own people, but elves and dark elves 
were different. At least, that was the conclusion that the Guardian 
must have reached, which meant that the Guardian likely hated dark 
elves so much that he had no choice but to feel that way. 


Three hundred years ago, the dark elves did many things that left the 
elves with no choice but to hate them. Elves were originally a race 
that loved nature and was loved by nature. When the Demon Kings 
started raising their armies and spreading the Demonic Disease, many 
elves participated in the war against the Demon Kings. 


The elves used the mountains and forests in various sites as their 
battlefields on which to fight against the armies of demonic beasts and 
demonfolk. In response, the Demon King of Fury used a very simple 
and yet effective tactic to deal with these elven rangers. 


He formed a dark elf corps led by Iris. 


At that time, the elves were still hesitant to kill the dark elves. They 
considered the dark elves as poor innocents who had been corrupted 
by the Demon Kings. They thought that they might be able to save the 
dark elves, or at least persuade them to coexist. 


But the dark elves led by Iris left the elves with no choice but to hate 
them. 


She set about burying all those forests and mountains. As Iris had once 
been an elf, she had a good grasp on the character of these elves. Even 
as the elves screamed in pain, burning alongside the forests and 
mountains, they refused to run away. For them, the most important 
matter wasn’t to save themselves, but to instead put out the fires that 
were ravaging the forests and mountains. 


—I don’t know... the location of the village. Dark elves can’t even get close 
to the village. 


That was what the dark elf who had been made to ‘confess’ had said. 


—The Guardian... he brutally kills all dark elves. He makes them kneel, 
then he slices open their stomach and pulls out their intestines. Then he 


takes the... long intestines... and pulls them out as far as he can before 
leaving them to die. That guy... that guy is crazy. 


It might just be a vague guess, but these words had made Eugene feel 
confident that his suspicions about the Guardian were correct. 


‘That was the method Iris used whenever she executed someone.’ 


In order to instill fear in her opponents, Iris had made sure to kill the 
elves in a brutal fashion. While giving them the choice of whether to 
live as a dark elf or die as an elf, she would force her elven captives 
onto their knees and make them watch as their own comrades suffered 
this cruel execution. 
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...Ah...!” Narissa, who was still being carried by the wind spirits and 
floating in mid-air, suddenly gasped as her body began to tremble 
with excitement. “S-sir Eugene... I can hear... I can hear a song!” 


“So that really was the case,” Eugene muttered to himself without any 
surprise. 


The elven village had been expertly hidden. Under such 
circumstances, he had been speculating how they would go about 
guiding the wandering elves to enter their village. Could they have 
left some clues out in the open that only an elf would be able to 
notice? 


“A song you say... but I can’t hear anything, though.” Eugene 
continued to mutter as he sharpened his senses. 


He was certainly not an elf, but he was proud of the fact that his ears 
were as sharp as any of theirs. However, even as he circulated his 
mana, he still couldn’t hear the ‘song’ that Narissa was talking about. 


Hesitantly, Narissa described it. “Ah... um... This is... well... Instead 
of my ears, it’s more like I’m hearing it inside my head. Just like... 
just like magic...” 


“Can you tell which direction it’s coming from?” Eugene asked. 


“From deeper inward... huh... uh... yes...?” Narissa shrugged her 
shoulders, then she turned to look at Eugene and Kristina with a 
helpless expression. Hesitantly, she continued, “Um... well... Uh... Sir 
Eugene...?” 


“What is it?” 


“There’s a voice inside my head... it’s telling me to say something to 
you...” 


“Say it.” 


“Tt wants me to tell you that you should leave me here... and go 
back,” Narissa reluctantly admitted. 


“And if we don’t withdraw?” Eugene asked with a smirk. 


At these words, Narissa pulled a tearful expression and seemed 
hesitant to respond. 


“Just say it, Narissa,” Eugene reassured her. 


“..If you continue traveling with me any further... sob... it says that 
it will kill Sir Eugene and Lady Kristina...,” Narissa tearfully conveyed 
the message. 


“Ts that so?” Eugene burst out with a huge laugh as he called over the 
wind spirits carrying Narissa. “If you want to kill me, then you'll just 
need to come out in person.” 


Eugene directly took hold of Narissa and started carrying her. 


“For now, let’s start with meeting him, then we can plan our next 
step.” 


The Guardian might just be someone that Eugene had met in his 
previous life. 


Chapter 99 
The Guardian (1) 


After pulling Narissa, who was clinging to his back, even closer, 
Eugene flipped up the hood of his cloak. He also called on the spirits 
of the wind to guard his surroundings. On top of that, he erected his 
mana shield and even mixed in a few defensive spells. 


In response to his preparations, Kristina also cast her own holy spell. 
These kinds of spells were actually superior in terms of defense to 
other magic of the same class. 


After checking the range of the barrier that Kristina had cast over 
them, Eugene told her, “Make sure to stick right behind me.” 


“Yes,” Kristina replied without any objections. 


Wasn’t he being too reckless? But such thoughts didn’t even cross her 
mind. When it came to things like this, Kristina wouldn’t argue with 
Eugene. 


As he walked forward, Eugnee placed both hands inside of his cloak, 
but he didn’t take out any weapons in advance. 


Just when he had moved forward a little further with his guard still 
raised, his highly sharpened senses caught something. But the moment 
that it was caught, it escaped. 


No... it hadn’t escaped; instead, it was racing even closer. Eugene was 
on alert anyway, so his response came immediately. He pulled a sword 
out from his cloak and sliced through the air. 


Clang! 


The sword broke the moment it collided with something. 


Ignoring the shattered metal fragments that had been sent flying, 
Eugene pulled out his right hand, which was still in his cloak. The 
mana that had burst out at the moment of the collision was then 
absorbed by the Devouring Sword Azphel. 


“Kyaaah!” Narissa cried at the sudden explosion. 


Eugene stopped carrying Narissa and threw her to the wind spirits, 
who moved her away from the fight. Kristina also immediately lifted 
her wand and covered Narissa in a shield of light. 


Now that his body was free of its burden, Eugene charged forwards 
without any delay. The figure of the Guardian, who was wearing an 
old robe, was captured in his sight. Azphel’s outstretched blade 
jumped and jerked as it diverted the oncoming attacks. 


Claclang! 


There was the sound of metal clashing against metal, but Azphel 
didn’t shatter like the first sword had. 


But the Guardian also refused to back down. Instead of continuing to 
attack, the Guardian readied his sword as he waited for Eugene’s 
attack. 


Azphel dug a furrow in the ground as Eugene ran forward. Then the 
sword struck upward with an explosive burst of mana. The Guardian’s 
sword moved to meet the attack. 


Whoosh! 


Before the explosion could engulf the Guardian, the sword he was 
swinging sliced through the now empty space as the attack was 
withdrawn. 


[... That sword. ] 


The Guardian’s voice rang inside of his head. Without swinging his 
sword any further, Eugene took a step back. 


[That’s the Devouring Sword, Azphel.] 


Eugene didn’t respond. The Guardian looked at Eugene calmly before 
continuing to speak. 


[Since when did the Lionheart clan start protecting the wandering 
elves? ] 


“Why don’t you show your face first and then speak to me aloud?” 
Eugene said challengingly. 


His heart was pounding in anticipation. Eugene smoothed his 
expression and placed Azphel back inside his cloak. As he did so, his 
lips moved slightly. 


“...Ho,” seeing the movements of his lips, the Guardian let out a small 
exhale. 


After staring at Eugene for a few moments, he chuckled with a smile 
on his face. 


[I thought that you resembled him, but it looks like it wasn’t a case of 
resemblance at all.] 


Eugene just shrugged without saying anything in reply. In response to 
this silence, the Guardian lowered his sword, then flipped back the 
hood that was covering his face. 


[Hamel Dynas.] 


Eugene had swung his sword while hoping that the other party would 
recognize him from it. Because of sheer embarrassment, the name of 
the attack absolutely refused to come to his lips, but the sword blow 
that struck upwards from below was the fifth move of the Hamel Style 
— Dragon Burst. 


[Are you wandering around as a ghost unable to find eternal rest?] 


“T feel like the same could be said of you?” Eugene replied with a 
smirk. 


Without letting out his voice, Eugene had only moved his slips slightly 
to mouth out a certain name. 


An older elf who could recognize Azphel and possessed such skills. A 
ruthless elf who hated Iris and the dark elves and was willing to act on 
the hatred that he held. 


There weren’t many such elves in Eugene’s memory. 


His hood lowered, the Guardian that was revealed had dull green hair, 
a face that was so beautiful it was unclear whether or not the owner 
was a man or a woman, and a scar across one cheek. 


This elf’s name was Signard. 


“What’s your purpose here?” Signard asked, no longer speaking with 
his mental voice. 


As he slid his sword back into his scabbard, he openly eyed Eugene 
and Narissa. Then his gaze moved to Kristina. He then stared at 
Kristina for a few moments. 


Just like how Eugene had recognized Signard, Signard had recognized 
that Eugene was Hamel. In other words, Signard was also familiar 
with Anise from three hundred years ago. 


“...No, isn’t it ridiculous to even ask you that,” Signard muttered to 
himself as he turned around. 


He didn’t tell them to follow him, but Eugene trailed behind Signard 
without even asking any questions. 


“’..Is he someone you know?” Kristina walked over to his side and 
asked. 


Having had yet to fully comprehend the situation, Narissa was still too 
terrified to speak. 


“If it was someone I knew, would he have attacked me in the first 
place?” Eugene pointed out. 


“However, he stopped attacking, didn’t he?” Kristina pointed out. 


“After seeing our appearances, it looks like he realized that it was a 
misunderstanding,” Eugene said teasingly as he glanced at Kristina’s 
face. “...It also helps that your looks resemble a certain someone.” 


Kristina smiled faintly and nodded her head. That was her only 
response to his words. Without asking any further questions, Kristina 
threw an arm over Narissa’s trembling shoulders with a comforting 
expression on her face. 


As they walked forward, the scenery around them appeared to twist. 
They had just gone through a barrier spell so advanced that it was 
difficult to even detect it from the outside, let alone interfere with it. 


Of course, this was nothing to be surprised about. This was a village 
where wandering elves gathered together. Was there a more 
mouthwatering hunting ground for the slavers and the tribespeople 
than a place like this? Under such circumstances, the fact that its 
location was not well-known wasn’t just thanks to the existence of the 
guardian, but also thanks to the spell that protected the village by 
keeping it in a separate space. 


‘It’s a good thing that we brought Narissa,’ Eugene thought to himself. 


If they hadn’t had her leading them, they would have been forced to 
wander through this large forest for quite some time. 


“ ..To think there would be a barrier like this,” Kristina murmured as 
she looked around in admiration. Even when they were right in front 
of the barrier, and now, after they had gone through it, they still felt 
no sense of incongruity. 


Eugene also felt the same way. In terms of wizardry, Eugene’s level 
had surpassed the Fifth Circle. As a general rule, wizards of the Fifth 
Circle or higher were classified as intermediate wizards. However, 
with Eugene’s sensitive mana sense and the knowledge he had 
obtained from Witch Craft, he wasn’t just at the level of an 
intermediate wizard. 


‘... This isn’t some ordinary barrier,’ Eugene realized. 


Eugene tried to understand the barrier from a magical standpoint, but 
it wasn’t easy for him to do so. Even when he was walking through 
the barrier itself, he hadn’t felt any sense of discomfort from it. 


The Signard that Eugene could remember wasn’t such an exceptional 
elf in terms of wizardry. 


“ ..How many elves are in this village?” Eugene asked. 
“About a hundred,” Signard answered... 
At this response, Narissa let out a surprised exclamation. 


They could see a few elves staring at them from the houses in the 
distance. Their gazes held a mixture of hostility and fear. 


“Tt seems that we need to have a conversation. What would you like to 
do?” Signard checked with Eugene. 


“Kristina, do what you want to kill some time,” Eugene said without 
looking back at Kristina. 


His words came suddenly, but Kristina wasn’t flustered by them. She 
nodded slightly, then she turned to look back at the elves with eyes 
full of interest. 


“Don’t do anything rude,” Eugene warned her. 

“Please don’t worry about that,” Kristina replied with a bright smile. 
Eugene left Kristina and Narissa behind and followed after Signard. 
“Aren’t you being a bit too careless?” Signard asked. 


Eugene scoffed, “What, are you planning on taking the two of them 
hostage while I’m not with them?” 


“Would I have any reason to do that?” 


“Of course not. So I don’t need to keep my guard up.” 
“The elves who live here hate outsiders,” Signard warned him. 


“T could tell that even without you saying it. Their hostility is 
extremely... pointed. However it seems that there are only a few elves 
actually capable of acting on their hostility,” Eugene said as he looked 
over to the elves. 


Although he hadn’t expected there to be a hundred of them, he felt 
like the only elf that could actually threaten Kristina was Signard. 


With a grin, Signard gave a shrug and changed the subject, “About 
that woman.” 


Eugene knew what he was trying to say. “There’s a resemblance, 
right?” 


“Tt goes a bit beyond just having a resemblance.” 


“T was surprised when I first saw her as well. However, it’s still just a 
resemblance.” 


“She might be deceiving you.” 


“Signard, just like how you recognized me, Anise would also have 
recognized me. I might not have said anything openly, but I didn’t 
hide it either. If she was going to recognize me, she would have 
recognized me far faster than you did.” 


While he was traveling with Kristina, Eugene had drawn his sword a 
few times. No, even before that; when he had fought with a sword 
against Genos in the Black Lion Castle, Eugene had shown no 
compunctions about using the Hamel Style. This was not only to gain 
Genos’s approval, but also to check Kristina’s reaction. 


Her eyes at that time had looked a bit strange. It had bothered him 
quite a bit, but Kristina still hadn’t brought up Hamel. If Kristina 
really was Anise, there was no reason for her to hide herself like this. 


“’..Well that may be,” Signard muttered in a low voice as he smiled. 
He opened a door to an old hut and motioned for Eugene to come on 
in. “I never expected to see you again.” 


“That goes for me as well,” Eugene agreed with a returned smile as he 
passed through the door. 


The moment that he had entered, Signard’s figure disappeared. 
Eugene smirked and bent backwards at the waist. A swinging elbow 
brushed past the fabric of his shirt. Even though he was in an unstable 
position, Eugene was able to reach out and grab Signard by the collar. 
Then he closed the distance between them by pulling Signard close. 


“You really have grown up. You’ve even learnt how to pick a fight,” 
Eugene praised. 


“You’re the one who’s gotten far too young,” Signard said as he bared 
his teeth in a smile. 


After they wrestled like this for a few moments, Signard was the one 
who first lowered his hands. Then he took a few steps back and 
scanned Eugene from top to bottom. 


“Your skills may not have rusted, but you’re weaker than you were in 
your past life,” Signard commented. 


“Tt can’t be helped,” Eugene shrugged. “This body of mine still hasn’t 
fully grown.” 


“A human’s body...” Signard paused. “How old are you?” 
“Tll be twenty soon,” Eugene revealed. 


“ ,.Haha!” Signard burst into cheerful laughter at Eugene’s reply. 
“Indeed. Even taking into consideration that you’re a human being, 
that’s still a young age. Even so, for you to be as accomplished as you 
are now... it seems that you haven’t just been leisurely enjoying your 
reincarnation.” 


“Tf the world wasn’t in the state that it is, I might have been able to 


enjoy myself leisurely while doing all the things I couldn’t do in my 
previous life,” Eugene admitted as he pulled out a chair and plopped 
down. 


Signard belatedly noticed, “That body... could it be the body of a 
descendant of Vermouth?” 


“Don’t ask me too many questions,” Eugene said with a scowl. “Even I 
don’t know enough about my reincarnation to satisfactorily answer all 
the questions surrounding it.” 


“Is that so?” 


“T died in the castle of the Demon King of Incarceration. For me... I 
went straight from my death to being reincarnated. I didn’t go to 
heaven or hell... I just... I died, and when I opened my eyes once 
more... I was a baby.” 


Signard sat across from Eugene as he listened to his story. 


“T don’t know the full details,” Eugene confessed. “I was born as one 
of Vermouth’s descendants, and somehow became the foster-child of 
the main family. After growing up like this... well... I eventually 
found my way here. You can guess my reason for doing so.” 


“ ,.Sienna,” Signard murmured. 


Eugene changed the subject, “So what have you been doing with 
yourself? Three hundred years, that isn’t a short length of time, even 
for an elf.” 


“Tt wasn’t a very fun time either,” Signard said as his lips twisted into 
a wry smile. 


Three hundred years ago, Signard was one of the elven rangers who 
fought against the Demon Kings. He fought in Helmuth, which, at that 
time, was considered the front lines of the war. Elven rangers, 
including Signard, roamed through the forests and mountains of 
Helmuth, combating the armies of demonfolk. 


Hamel had met Signard just once in his previous life. While they were 
both fighting against the demonfolk forces in Helmuth, Hamel had 
once conducted a joint operation with the elven rangers. At that time, 
Signard was a young elf overflowing with energy who had known 
Sienna ever since she was a child. 


Sienna actually used to call Signard her big brother. 


Although Signard was an elf, he didn’t really act like one. Especially 
since he could not accept that Sienna was forced to go to sucha 
dangerous battlefield for the sake of the elves. He had yelled at Sienna 
several times, trying to get her to return to the forest, and when 
Sienna refused to listen to him, he even tried to force her to return. 


Just when he was about to forcefully overwhelm her objections, 
Hamel had stepped forward. Signard was indeed strong, but he wasn’t 
as strong as Hamel. 


—No matter what happens, take care of Sienna. 


After he had been beaten up and left crumpled on the floor, Signard 
— who was covered in blood and dirt — had still spat out some pretty 
arrogant words even as he gasped for breath. 


—Take care of her? That chick should probably be stronger than me, 
though. 


That was how they had separated from Signard. Hamel, Sienna, and 
Vermouth... the ‘Hero’s party,’ continued onward. The allied forces, 
including Signard and the elven rangers, remained behind to prevent 
the demonfolk armies from crossing the front line. 


A few months after that, the dark elf corps led by Iris annihilated a 


large proportion of the elven rangers. 


“After you died, the war ended with Vermouth’s Oath.” Signard 
continued speaking, “The other elves and I... we returned back to our 
territory. We had no choice but to do so. The peace that we had just 
barely wrought couldn’t be broken for the sake of our revenge.” 


The Oath that was sworn three hundred years ago was at the mercy of 
the Demon Kings. Neither the Demon King of Incarceration nor the 
Demon King of Destruction were in a position where they needed to 
make such a promise. 


Tempest hadn’t said it. But the final battle that had taken place in the 
castle of the Demon King of Incarceration was far from an equal 
battle. That the battle hadn’t been decided immediately was because 
Vermouth was there, but if the Demon King of Destruction had joined 
in as well, even Vermouth wouldn’t have been able to survive and 
escape from such a situation. 


Nevertheless, the Demon King of Incarceration had still sworn such an 
Oath. Vermouth, Anise, Sienna, and Molon had all escaped death. The 
only one who had died there was Hamel. No one else had perished. 


With that, the war ended. Vermouth returned to the Kiehl Empire and 
became a Duke, Molon founded the Ruhr Kingdom in the north, Anise 
became a Saint in Yuras, and as for Sienna... 


“ ..That girl... she returned to the elven territory and attended the 
memorial service,” Signard recalled. 


“’.. The memorial service?” Eugene repeated. 


“The souls of the elves who die ‘outside’ all eventually return to the 
World Tree,” Signard began to explain. 


This was the core tenet of the elven faith. At the center of the elven 
domain stood a thousand year old fairy tree. The elves called this 
gigantic fairy tree ‘the World Tree’, and they believed that the souls of 
all deceased elves, including their elven ancestors, resided in that tree. 


“With the war over, the elven territory held a memorial service for the 


victims. Although Sienna wasn’t born as an elf, she was part of the 
elven family. Also... she managed to inflict more ‘revenge’ on the 
enemy for us than anyone else.” 


When the news broke out that Iris and her dark elf corps had 
annihilated the elven rangers, Sienna had torn at her hair as she cried 
out in despair. 


‘Aaaaah!’ Sienna had screamed until her throat had swollen shut and 
she wept tears of blood. 


Her rage and hatred had caused her mana to run wild, shaking both 
the heavens and the earth. Molon had approached Sienna in order to 
try and calm her down, only to get struck by her magic and get sent 
flying dozens of kilometers away; Anise had to maintain a barrier with 
sweat pouring down her face to keep the rampaging magic from 
swallowing the rest of the party. 


Hamel had risked his life in order to calm the out-of-control Sienna. If 
Vermouth hadn’t managed to suppress Sienna’s magical power, it 
wouldn’t have stopped at just risking his life; Hamel would truly have 
died, torn to pieces. 


That was why Eugene hated the dark elves. The current generations of 
dark elves might be seen as pitiful, but every time he saw their dark 
skin, red eyes, and long ears, he recalled the sight of Sienna weeping 
bitterly. Holding her in his arms, as his clothes were soaked in her 
tears, running nose, and blood... They always reminded him of Sienna 
crying with such an ugly look on her face. 


—I-I-P’ll kill them. 
—Uh-huh. 


—Really... Ill... Ill wipe them all out. The dark elves, and I-I-Iris, and the 
Demon King of Fury too. 


—Don‘’t try to kill them alone, let’s kill them together. 


In the end, they had failed. They had managed to kill the Demon King 
of Fury, but they couldn’t kill Iris. No one there could really have 
imagined that the Demon King of Fury would sacrifice his own life to 
help Iris and Oberon escape, and that went for Sienna as well. 


—I’m sorry. 
—Don’t apologize. 
—I shouldn’t have let her go— 


—I said, don’t apologize, you son of a bitch. It’s not like you let her go 
because you wanted to let her go. 


Hamel had gone to her with his head bowed and apologized, but 
Sienna had yelled at him and kicked him in the shin. They hadn’t 
managed to kill Iris, but they had still successfully killed the Demon 
King of Fury. Sienna just had to be satisfied with that. 


After a pause, Eugene asked, “...What happened after that?” 
“Sienna left for Aroth and I stayed in the elven domain,” said Signard. 
“But aren’t you here now?” Eugene pointed out in confusion. 


“That’s because three hundred years is a long time,” Signard said with 
a wry twist of his lips. “I... I still wanted to get my revenge somehow. 
So I left the forest and wandered the world. I was hoping to kill that 
damned dark elf.” 


“..It looks like you didn’t ask Sienna for help,” Eugene noted. 


“That’s because that kid is an incomparably larger figure than I am,” 
Signard explained. “I might just be one elf on a crusade, but if Sienna 


were to make a move... the peace obtained through the Oath may 
have been shattered.” 


He hadn’t managed to kill Iris. The dark elf was still alive, and leading 
the Fury Independence Army. She was claiming to be the legitimate 
heir of the Demon King of Fury while campaigning to become the next 
Demon King. 


Signard had failed in getting his revenge. 


“.,..I’ve heard that Sienna returned to the elven territory and went into 
seclusion,” Eugene mentioned. 


Signard denied it. “That’s just a rumor.” 
“Could it be that you don’t trust me?” Eugene raised a brow. 


“Hamel.” Signard snorted. “Since when were we close enough for 
there to be unconditional trust between us?” 


Well, that was a good point. Eugene smirked and nodded. 


Signard continued. “I might have accepted that you’re Hamel, but I 
still can’t fully trust you. You... you died in the castle of the Demon 
King of Incarceration three hundred years ago. Even if you were 
miraculously reincarnated, that still doesn’t give me enough to believe 
that you’re free from any bad intentions.” 


“T understand where you’re coming from. I also had a lot of distressing 
thoughts at first. Was I really Hamel? Why was I reincarnated? Since 
I’ve been reincarnated, just what in the world am I meant to do? If my 
reincarnation was all part of someone’s plan, doesn’t that mean that 
whatever I do now that I have been reincarnated is all part of me 
dancing as someone’s marionette?” Eugene chuckled as he reached a 
hand into his cloak. 


“However, Signard, it’s pointless for me to worry about such things. I 
am Hamel. As long as I am certain of that, that is enough for me. 
What did I want in my previous life as Hamel? I wanted to kill all of 
the Demon Kings. And the current me? I still want the same thing. I 
am going to kill all the Demon Kings. The Demon King of 


Incarceration and the Demon King of Destruction will die at my hands. 
I'll also exterminate all the demonfolk who are kicking up a fuss in 
Helmuth.” 
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....” Signard was struck silent. 


“The problem is this. It’s clear what I want, but getting it done is too 
difficult. Or at least it’s too difficult for me right now,” Eugene 
muttered. 


“Tt’s not just difficult, it’s impossible,” Signard retorted. 


“No, it isn’t impossible,” Eugene denied as he rose from the chair. He 
glared at Signard without pulling his hand out of his cloak. “It’s so 
difficult that it might be infinitely close to impossible, but it’s not 
impossible. I can do it. I will definitely do it.” 
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....” Signard was silent. 
Eugene pressed him, “Signard. I need to meet with Sienna.” 


“.,.She’s dead,” Signard responded in a quiet voice, only for Eugene to 
burst into laughter. 


“Don’t spout such bullshit,” Eugene cursed as he pulled out the leaf of 
the world tree that had been stored within his cape. 


Upon seeing it, Signard’s eyes shook wildly. He gasped. “...Is that...?” 


“If someone told me that Sienna died, I wouldn’t believe it until I 
personally set my eyes on her corpse. So if you want to convince me 
that she is dead, bring me her body. Or at least lead me to where her 
body is being kept,” Eugene demanded. 


Eugene’s other hand had yet to emerge from inside of his cloak. 
Signard couldn’t feel any killing intent coming from Eugene, but he 
knew that Eugene would still be able to swing a sword at him even 
without the intent to kill. 


“Unlike in my previous life, I've learned quite a bit of magic,” Eugene 


revealed. 


The barrier around this village was something that no ordinary wizard 
could even begin to imitate. 


“If you want to convince me that she’s dead, then you'll first need to 
explain to me about this village’s barrier. This barrier, the one who 
made it was Sienna, wasn’t it?” Eugene asked. 


Signard leto ut a long sigh before getting up, 


“Hamel. What would you do if I refuse to trust you right until the very 
end and refuse to tell you anything?” Signard proposed. 


“Then I’ll do what I did to you three hundred years ago,” Eugene 
answered him. “I'll beat the shit out of you until you’re on the verge 
of death, and make it so that you have no choice but to speak, even if 
you don’t want to.” 


“The way you are now, that’s impossible.” 

“Tt’s not impossible.” 

Fwoosh. 

The flames of the White Flame Formula engulfed Eugene’s body. 


“When compared to the things that I want to accomplish, it’s not even 
on the same order of magnitude,” Eugene boasted. 


Could he win if he fought with Signard? If he used everything that he 
had, the Moonlight Sword, the Devouring Sword, the Dragon Spear, 
the Thunderbolt, the Storm Sword, and the Holy Sword, then yes. 
Since he had enough weapons, if he uses Ignition from the very start, 
then he would definitely win. 


“Ts that so...” Signard accepted his claim with a chuckle and looked 
down at the leaf of the world tree. 


Eventually, he said to Eugene, “...Follow me.” 


Chapter 100 
The Guardian (2) 


The place where Signard led him to was an empty lot right behind his 
house. As he looked around at the spacious vacant lot, Eugene 
shrugged in bemusement. 


“If we’re going to do something like this, shouldn’t we at least head 
out a bit further from your house?” Eugene suggested. 


“What is that supposed to mean?” Signard asked. 


“If you get beaten up here, won’t that leave you feeling a bit 
embarrassed from now on whenever you see the other elves who’ve 
witnessed your defeat. I’m sorry, but I’m also not in a position where I 
can be considerate about your reputation. If we do end up fighting, 
I’m going straight to full force without any probing or holding back,” 
having given his warning, Eugene began operating the White Flame 
Formula. 


However, the reaction he received was different from what he had 
expected. Signard stood there woodenly, blinked his eyes, and then let 
out a sigh of exasperation. 


“Even though you’ve died and been reborn, it seems that your true 
nature hasn’t changed,” Signard lamented. 


“What does that mean, you bastard?” Eugene demanded. 


“In any case... Hamel, I didn’t bring you here to fight with you,” 
Signard explained. 


“..Is that so? Well, in my defense, you asked me to follow you all of a 
sudden, so I thought that we were going to rumble,” Eugene 
mumbled. 


“There’s no reason for us to fight,” Signard said as he turned to face 
Eugene. “...Hamel, if you had just thoughtlessly found your way here 
to ask me about Sienna, I wouldn’t have anything to say to you. 
However, despite your rudeness, you’ve come here with a clear 
cause.” 


He was talking about the leaf of the World Tree. 


“Since you’ve come here with that in your hands, then I can’t just stay 
silent about Sienna. However... Hamel, I don’t know as much about 
everything that happened as you may have been hoping for,” Signard 
warned him. 


“Tf that’s the case, then just tell me what you do know,” Eugene 
stated. 


“First of all, why don’t you take a look at what’s right in front of you,” 
Signard said with a grin as he turned back around. 


“.,..In front of me?” Not understanding what Signard meant by these 
words, Eugene tilted his head in confusion. 


Then he slowly peeled open his eyes and scanned his surroundings. 
They were in a large, open space. Signard was standing there 
unmoving. There were also a few trees, but that was it. 


“ ..Hoh.” Eugene suddenly noticed something. 


As an elven village in the middle of the forest, it was only natural for 
there to be many trees. However, one species of tree in particular 
seemed unique. Unconsciously, Eugene began walking over to these 
trees. 


It had been over a month since he had entered Samar. When it came 
to trees, he had seen enough of them day after day that he had 
become sick of them. It wasn’t like he had just been seeing the same 
type of trees either. There were more than a hundred different species 
of trees growing in this vast forest. 


Eugene wasn’t a botanist, nor did he have enough interest in trees to 
memorize the subtle differences between each tree’s characteristics. 


But now, looking at the trees that stood next to Signard, the interest 
that had previously been lacking was starting to sprout. 


“ ,.They’re fairy trees,” Eugene realized. 


In all of the vast Samar Rainforest, this species of tree grew solely in 
the elven domain. The fairy tree was the most valuable tree in the 
world and was considered to be the best material for making magic 
staffs. 


“They’re not just simple fairy trees,” Signard claimed with a sorrowful 
smile as he looked at the tree. “These trees are seedlings of the World 
Tree.” 


“...So that was it,” Eugene muttered. 


He had now understood something. Eugene slowly looked up at the 
sky. 


For an ordinary village where only about a hundred elves were living, 
the barrier that protected this village from the outside world was 
something that far surpassed what a decent wizard could even begin 
to imitate. 


“...Could it be... they’re casting a spell?” Eugene asked in disbelief 


“Hamel, you might be able to understand the spells of the ‘current’ 
era, but you won’t be able to comprehend this spell,” Signard stated 
confidently. 


“...Ancient magic,” Eugene realized. 


“Even among the elves, it’s rare for anyone to successfully cast this 
spell. Even Sienna wasn’t able to completely understand the ancient 
magic behind it,” Signard said, as he stroked his hand down the trunk 
of a tree. “...As for someone like me, who’s not too enlightened on the 
mechanics of magic... I can only think of this ancient magic as the 
divine favor and miracle of the forest. After all, isn’t that truly the 
case? These few trees are able to protect this village, just like how the 
elven territory is protected beneath the leaves of the World Tree.” 


Was this some kind of formation? Eugene examined the trees with 
narrowed eyes. 


These three fairy trees were just saplings of the World Tree and they 
didn’t appear to have any magic formulas engraved onto them. 
Nevertheless, they were able to independently maintain the barrier. As 
expected of ancient magic, it had a truly different foundation from 
modern magic. 


“’..Did Sienna arrange this?” Eugene eventually asked. 


“T’ve already told you. Even Sienna wasn’t able to fully comprehend 
this ancient magic,” Signard reminded him. 


“Tf that’s the case, then is it as you said just now, a divine grace or 
miracle of the forest?” Eugene asked. 


Signard nodded. “Hamel, I don’t know what happened to the elven 
domain.” 


waists ” Eugene listened silently. 


“T’m not the only one, either. Haven’t you ever thought that it’s 
strange? There are about a hundred elves living in this village. There 
must surely be even more elves still living outside the forest,” Signard 
pointed out. 


Two hundred years ago, the Wise Sienna had suddenly disappeared 
from Aroth and had gone into seclusion. The most plausible theory 
thrown around about her seclusion was that she had returned to the 
elven territory that was hidden somewhere within the Samar 
Rainforest. 


But that was two hundred years ago. As a person who was greatly 
revered by all in Aroth, her sudden disappearance had Aroth assign 
tracking down Sienna’s movements as a matter of national 
importance. 


Aroth didn’t simply choose to respect Sienna’s seclusion. This couldn’t 
be helped. If Sienna had just properly left a letter behind explaining 
the situation before going into seclusion, Aroth would have respected 


Sienna’s withdrawal from the world. However, Sienna’s seclusion had 
been too abrupt, and Aroth at that time had been plunged into chaos 
by the sudden proposal to establish the Black Tower of Magic, with 
Sienna having taken the lead in opposing this Black Tower of Magic. 


Perhaps it was the black wizards, or perhaps it was Helmuth’s 
demonfolk and its Demon Kings who had somehow managed to 
assassinate Sienna. Although such words were just treated as spurious 
claims these days, that hadn’t been the case two hundred years ago. 


As such, Aroth had devoted all its resources into tracking Sienna’s 
whereabouts. They had even sent a delegation to the Samar Rainforest 
to make contact with the elves. 


However, the delegation hadn’t been able to find anything. Let alone 
finding Sienna, Aroth hadn’t even been able to make it to the elven 
domain. 


This was just absurd. No matter how tightly the elves kept their 
mouths shut, the Aroth of two hundred years ago would still have 
done everything that it possibly could in order to find Sienna. For 
them to not be able to find her even after all that, there had to be a 
deeper reason why they were left with no results other than failure. 


Signard began to explain. “Not all of the elves in the world were born 
in the elven domain. However, many elves, including myself, were 
born within the elven territory.” 


Eugene held his tongue. 


“Hamel. I can still vividly remember the scenery of that place even 
now. I remember how magnificent the World Tree was, and how 
beautiful the elven city that surrounded it and stretched in all 
directions looked. However... strangely, I can’t remember ‘how’ I got 
in and out of the domain,” Signard confessed. 


Elves who lived outside the forest would still often return to Samar. 
However, all of these elves were unable to return to their hometown, 
and were instead forced to wander the forest. 


“So it’s because of a spell,” Eugene muttered in a low voice. 


Something interfered with their memories. It wasn’t just one or two 
people — it interfered with the memories of the entire elven race. 
That kind of magic had to have serious aftereffects. No matter how 
careful one was with magic that touched on the mind, it was still easy 
to destroy the brains of those they were trying to manipulate. 


“Were any other memories clouded?” Eugene asked. 
“No, none,” Signard simply replied. 


A mental manipulation magic with no aftereffects... was such a thing 
even possible? Was it really possible to interfere with the memories of 
an entire race and conveniently delete only a selected portion of their 
memories? Within the bounds of magic that Eugene knew, such a 
thing was impossible. 


However, if it was Sienna... 


“.,..In the end, this just means that you don’t know anything useful 
about Sienna,” Eugene said resignedly. 


“That’s right,” Signard replied with a wry smile. “I returned to this 
forest decades ago. I... I had been wandering around Helmuth, trying 
to get my revenge, but I failed. All that I managed to do there was 
catch the disease that has been eating away at me.” 


He was talking about the Demonic Disease. 


Eugene flinched at this news and stared at Signard. On the surface, 
Signard didn’t look like someone who had caught an illness. Sensing 
Eugene’s gaze, Signard smiled wryly and pulled up his clothes to offer 
a better look. 


From the center of his chest, black spots could be seen spreading out 
like a drop of ink on a white page. 


“’,.Are you okay?” Eugene asked in concern. 


“T’ll be fine as long as I don’t leave this forest,” Signard assured him. 


If they lived outside the forest, an elf who had caught the Demonic 
Disease had a life expectancy of five years at the most. 


“This too should be a miracle bestowed by the divine grace of the 
forest,” Signard sincerely declared. 


“..Is it because of the World Tree?” Eugene probed. 
“That’s right,” Signard confirmed. 


Things were different from three hundred years ago, when all five 
Demon Kings still lived. Even if the elves were afflicted with the 
Demonic Disease, as long as they returned to Samar, they would be 
able to keep their lives. No other forests would do. Only the Samar 
Rainforest, where both the fairy trees and the World Tree grew, could 
preserve the lives of these elves. 


“ ..Don’t even think about using sentimentality to change the subject,” 
Eugene said as he glared at Signard. “You called those fairy trees 
‘saplings of the World Tree, didn’t you?” 


“To think that you would dismiss someone’s sad past as mere 
sentimentality. Whether it’s in the past or the present, you’ve always 
had a vulgar personality.” Singard huffed. 


“What are you saying all of a sudden? I just wanted to make sure of 
the situation,” Eugene argued. 


“T have no intention of hiding it,” Signard said with a sniff as he 
stroked the trunk of the fairy tree. “...All I want is to die in my 
hometown.” 


“Again with the sentimentality.” 
“Listen until the end, you son of a bitch.” 


“Elves really do benefit from such a well-constructed public image. 
They’re always seen as a race with beautiful appearances, who live in 
the forest while being peace-loving, and everyone knows that elves 
only use kind and pretty words to speak,” Eugene noted sarcastically. 


“We really are such a race,” Signard insisted. 


“Don’t bullshit me, you motherfucker. If elves really were a race who 
only use kind and pretty words, why was Sienna, who was raised by 
the elves, able to out-curse common mercenaries?” Eugene asked 
challengingly. 


“_,.Because we’re beautiful and peace-loving, we happen to have 
sharpened our tongues so that we don’t need to resort to spilling blood 
in fights,” Signard said defensively. 


Eugene snorted dismissively. “Hah, fine, you long-eared bastard. Just 
keep trying to play up the sentimentality.” 


Signard had wanted to die in his hometown. While harboring such a 
desire, he had returned to Samar. However, no matter how much he 
wandered, he wasn’t able to return to the hometown that he so fondly 
remembered. 


Signard resumed his tale, “Even back during those dozens of years 
ago, the natives of this forest were as savage as ever. If an elf was 
spotted, their eyes would light up and those sons of bitches would 
race over like dogs in heat. Even though I was dying from the 
Demonic Disease, it wasn’t difficult for me to deal with any one of 
those barbarians. While I was trying to find my way back home, I 
rescued other wandering elves who were in crisis—” 


Eugene interrupted, “Hah, so what’s with these fairy trees being 
saplings of the World Tree?” 


“—_then I had a dream,” Signard resumed, with a frown at the 
interruption. 


At the word ‘dream,’ Eugene recalled the dream that he had been 
visited by not so long ago. The dream that the Holy Sword had shown 
him. The dream that might just be a revelation from a god. 


Eugene’s eyes shone as he stepped closer to Signard and asked, “Could 
it be that you saw Sienna in your dream?” 


Taken aback, Signard paused before answering. “...No, Sienna didn’t 


make an appearance.” 
Eugene showed a blatantly disappointed expression at this reply. 


Seeing this expression, Signard clenched his fists tightly in anger 
before continuing to speak, “...Instead of her, I saw the World Tree.” 


In his dream, Signard saw the roots of the gigantic World Tree 
diverging to grow into a few smaller trees. It wasn’t just a simple 
dream, though. When he woke up from his dream, there were three 
young seedlings planted in front of Signard. 


“...Hmm...” Eugene hummed thoughtfully. 


Indeed, after having dreamt such a dream, it was certainly possible 
that the barrier protecting this village was truly a miracle bestowed by 
the divine grace of the forest. 


While suppressing his surprise, Eugene looked at the saplings of the 
World Tree. In fact, they had already grown so large that they couldn’t 
really be called saplings, but these fairy trees were definitely still too 
small to be called World Trees. 


“ ..Damn it,” Eugene spat out a curse as he scratched his head in 
frustration. “So what? In the end, this just means that you don’t know 
anything about Sienna or the elven domain.” 


“Tt’s not like I don’t know anything,” Signard denied as he raised a 
finger and pointed at the leaf of the World Tree that Eugene was 
currently holding. “Hamel, what you have there is the genuine leaf of 
the World Tree.” 


“What, did you think that I might be holding onto a fake leaf of the 
World Tree?” Eugene scoffed. 


After a pause, Signard ignored his rudeness and continued, “...I’m not 
able to confirm the exact location of my hometown, nor am I able to 
find my way there, but I do remember those leaves.” 


No matter where you were in the world, if you used the leaves of the 


World Tree, you would be able to warp back to the elven territory. 
Eugene was well-acquainted with this fact. 


“But this leaf has already been used,” Eugene pointed out. 


“However, it hasn’t disintegrated yet and still remains perfectly 
intact,” Signard countered. “If you manage to get close to the World 
Tree, that leaf should be able to lead you to the territory.” 


“ ,.Really?” Eugene asked, his eyes blinking in astonishment. 


However, Signard’s expression showed that he wasn’t all that certain 
about the circumstances that he had just described, “...That’s how it 
would be under the usual circumstances, but... I can’t be sure of that 
now. All of the elves, including myself, have had our memories erased 
by some form of magic. Not only that, but I wasn’t able to find the 
elven domain no matter where I went in Samar.” 


“.,.A seal.” As Eugene muttered these words, Signard nodded in 
agreement. 


“Tf the elven territory truly has been sealed away, that must mean that 
there was a reason that left them with no choice but to do so. 
However... considering the fact that the leaf of the World Tree still 
remains intact and that you have it with you, it might just become the 
key needed in order to open that locked door.” 


He had no choice but to give it a go. Without saying anything, Eugene 
stared at the tree leaf in his hands. Even though it looked like it might 
disintegrate at just the slightest touch, the leaf wouldn’t crumble no 
matter how tightly he held it in his hands. Eugene felt an 
incomprehensible ‘power’ coming from within this leaf. It was a power 
similar to mana, but packed with more vitality. 


“.,.Hamel,” Signard eventually called out. 


“Don’t call me by that name any more,” Eugene said as he spun a leaf 
of the world tree in his hands. “That name is from three hundred years 
ago. Right now, my name isn’t Hamel, it’s Eugene.” 


“Ts that really important?” 


“Of course it’s important. I don’t want my reincarnation to become the 
talk of the town.” 


“Aren’t you at least planning on revealing that you’re Hamel to that 
woman who resembles Anise?” 


“Nope. The only ones to know that I’ve been reincarnated are... 
Tempest, Sienna’s familiar, the Demon King of Incarceration, and 
you.” 


“.,.Did Sienna have a familiar?” Signard asked curiously. 


“You didn't know? If you ever get the chance, you should go to Aroth 
and take a look. In their Royal Library, they’re keeping hold of 
Sienna’s familiar named Mer, she really looks just like Sienna in her 
youth,” Eugene teased 


“But you’ve never met Sienna when she was young,” Signard 
protested. 


“Even if I didn’t, just by looking at her, you can tell that you’re 
looking at a young Sienna,” Eugene claimed. 


Signard’s eyes shook slightly. He was brought back to hundreds of 
years ago, when a young Sienna was still toddling around the village. 
As he recalled this distant past, Signard’s shoulders drooped for a 
moment. 


“.,.. can’t go to Aroth,” Signard realized. 


Eugene nodded. “I’m aware. Since you’ve caught the Demonic Disease, 
you aren’t able to leave the forest.” 


“Tf you’re aware, then why did you even tell me that?” 
“T just wanted to annoy you.” 


Signard’s eyes widened in shock. After glaring at Eugene for a few 
moments, his shoulders slumped in disbelief. 


Changing the subject, “So you said that the Demon King of 
Incarceration is also aware of your reincarnation?” 


“T can’t be certain of it, but he’s probably aware,” Eugene confessed. 
“That’s why I need Sienna’s help. Well, it’s not really all that 
important of an issue for right now. I don’t know what that guy is 
scheming, but even though he knows it’s me, he has no intention of 
killing me.” 


‘That cheeky bastard.’ 


Eugene ground his teeth as he remembered what happened in Hamel’s 
grave. The more he thought about it, the more irritating and shitty the 
situation felt. He was almost killed by Amelia and Hamel’s corpse had 
been made into a Death Knight, but while this was all very 
annoying... 


The most annoying thing of all was that the Demon King of 
Incarceration hadn’t even done anything. Even though he knew that 
Eugene was the reincarnation of Hamel from three hundred years ago, 
the Demon King of Incarceration hadn’t done anything to Eugene. 
Instead, he had actually forced Amelia to back down when she tried to 
kill Eugene. 


‘...For him to say that it’s not an important issue... ’ Could something 
like that really be described as unimportant? As Signard inwardly 
marveled at Eugene’s composure, he shook his head in amazement. 


Finally getting to the point, Signard admitted, “...Eugene, I have a 
request to make of you.” 


“T thought you might. If you want to follow me to the World Tree, you 
can do as you please,” Eugene said, not caring too much about 
Signard’s ‘request.’ 


Wasn’t it only obvious that Signard would make such a request? He 
must still desire to somehow return to the hometown where he was 
born, and the only way to enter the elven estate, which had probably 
been sealed away, was the genuine leaf of the World Tree that was in 
Eugene’s possession. 


“No, my request isn’t about that,” Signard said as he shook his head. 
“Tm not in a position where I can leave the village unguarded. 
Although the barrier does protect this village, the barrier is not 
absolute. If you’re determined to find it, you can discover this village.’ 


' 


“So what is it then?” Eugene prompted. 
“T want you to take the elves away from this village.” 


He hadn’t expected such a request. Unable to reply immediately, 
Eugene stared blankly at Signard’s face. 


“',.. can’t give you a definite answer,” Eugene eventually replied. 
“There is no guarantee that this leaf will absolutely lead us into the 
elven domain.” 


“’..If that’s the case, then I want you to take the elves living here to a 
safe location other than Samar and protect them,” Signard said, as if 
he had been prepared for such a response. 


“T understand your feelings, but isn’t it more dangerous for these elves 
to leave the forest?” Eugene asked as his eyes went to the three fairy 
trees. “I’ve also become familiar with the fact that this forest is a 
hellhole for the elves. Both outsiders and the natives worked together 
to hunt the elves, then they sell them outside the forest as slaves. Even 
if that’s the case, the elves should have no other choice but to live in 
this forest.” 


“You just need to transplant these fairy trees,” Signard proposed. 


“Are fairy trees really the type of tree that could so easily be dug up 
by the roots and transplanted?” Eugene asked doubtfully. 


“As long as you have the leaf of the World Tree, it’s possible.” 
“How?” 


“You just need to transplant the fairy trees in soil where that leaf has 
been buried.” 


Without replying right away, Eugene stared at Signard. He knew what 
Signard meant by these words. Signard was asking Eugene, no, the 
Lionheart clan to become the guardian of the elven race. 


In a lawless place like Samar, the treatment of elves was terrible, but 
there were other countries on this continent that didn’t treat the elves 
with such blatant cruelty. At that very moment, the Northern 
Kingdom of Ruhr treated the elves as respected personages and the 
Holy Empire took the enslavement and persecution of elves very 
seriously. In the first place, it wasn’t just about the elves — slavery 
itself had already been treated as an evil practice that was supposed to 
have been abolished three hundred years ago. 


However, it was difficult for the elves to trust the Ruhr or the Holy 
Empire to protect them. It was because these two countries were too 
close to Helmuth. Since the Demonic Disease afflicting the elves was 
caused by proximity to the demonfolk and Demon Kings, the spread of 
the disease inevitably increased the closer a location was to Helmuth. 


Kiehl was quite far away from Helmuth. On top of that, the Lionheart 
clan had taken the entire southern Uklas Mountain Range as their 
domain and their main estate at the capital encompassed a huge forest 
that surrounded their mansion. 


“’,.1 am sincerely making this request,” Signard said with his head 
bowed. 


“Ha, as if you even needed to make it a request.” Eugen smirked and 
smacked Signard on the shoulder. “Why are you acting like it’s such a 
hard thing to do? We just need to transplant these trees back to the 
forest at the main estate and release about a hundred elves into the 
forest there as well.” 


It wouldn’t be as easy as Eugene made it sound. However, he still 
willingly gave his word. 


It wasn’t really for the sake of Signard. It was more that he knew it 
was what Sienna would have wanted, so Eugene could at least do that 
much. 


